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A Taste of Silence 

by Mary Kleinsmith 

Hutch checked the clock as he shrugged into his forest green T-shirt, noticing he had more than 

an hour and a half before he and his partner had to be at the station. Since the trip from Venice to 

headquarters took twenty minutes (fifteen if Starsky had had his customary two doughnuts for 

breakfast), that left a little over an hour to kill. He wished he had the books his mother promised 

to send him--the hour would fly by if he could spend it looking over them. He wondered how 

long it'd be until Starsky got there; it was the brunet's turn to drive, and his reputation was 

notorious. No doubt he'd come his customary ten minutes late with a smile to charm the socks 

off a barracuda. 

How can someone wake up as grouchy as Starsky does, and still be that "up" an hour later? 

Hutch decided to wash his dishes from the night before. Actually, he noticed once he got started, 

these were the dishes from the last two days. "Have to start paying more attention, or you're 

gonna get ants, Hutchinson," he said out loud to himself. It wasn't like Hutch to let things like the 

dishes go for more than half a day, but then again, lately he'd put everything on hold and paid 

most of his time off to his newest hobby, tracing his lineage. 

That "Roots" show really got to me. Who says there's nothing good on TV anymore. Hutch 

mulled this over for a few minutes before going back to dry the dishes he'd just rinsed. 

All at once the apartment door came crashing in, taking him by such surprise that he dropped the 

plate he was holding. His hand instantly and instinctively went to where his holster should be. 

"Damn, didn't put it on yet!" he said as he ducked behind the table. He held his breath waiting to 

see who had come in through the door, a figure currently hidden behind a large piece of 

cardboard. 

"HEY, YOU WANNA HELP ME WITH THIS?!" 

He instantly recognized Starsky's voice, and came out from his cover. "Are you out of your mind 

busting in here like that? If I'd'a had my gun, you'd be sleeping with the angels!" 



"Well," Starsky said as he dumped the large box on Hutch's couch, "when your neighbor stopped 

me on the way up, she asked me if I'd bring you a package she'd signed for. How was I to know 

you had someone shipping you weights for your barbells?" 

Starsky looked up to see his partner's expression change from the shock of a near-heart attack at 

Starsky's entrance to the excited look of a small boy given a present on Christmas Eve--several 

hours early. "What's in the box, partner?" The curiosity was killing him. 

"Uhhhh.... Nothing, Starsk," he finally said. He really wasn't up to being teased about his latest 

fascination, so he didn't want to let on to Starsky exactly what his mother had sent him. 

Meanwhile, seeing that Hutch had no intention of telling him, Starsky stole a glance at the label, 

with the return address clearly marked from Hutch's mom in Minnesota. "That's a hell of a care 

package ya got there, buddy. Your mom must have finally found out all the health food garbage 

you've been eating out here and wanted to send you a real meal." Hutch, though, wasn't about to 

be baited, and simply picked up the box and put it in the closet. He grabbed his gun and jacket 

from their hook. 

"Let's go," he suggested. "We can pick up breakfast on the way to the station." With Starsky 

satisfactorily distract with the idea of food, they both left the apartment and piled into the Torino. 

They had just finished a case the night before, and speculated on what their new assignment 

would be. 

"What do ya think it'll be this time?" Starsky asked Hutch. "Pimps...drug dealers...politicians?" 

he laughed at his very small joke. "Then again, sometimes they're one in the same, huh?" and 

laughed even harder. Hutch groaned in simulated pain at the joke as Starsky pulled into his 

favorite diner, which just happened to be en route from Hutch's apartment and the station. 

They got out of the car and filed into the diner. The grease smell assaulted Hutch's nostrils, and 

for a moment he wasn't sure he could take eating, or not eating, in this diner one more time. Both 

men checked out the two new waitresses on duty and slid into a booth near the back of the room. 

One of the new waitresses approached their table. She was tall and pretty, with silky long dark 

hair that waived down the back of a terrific body. 

Here's a great chance to get to know someone who hasn't already heard about my bad traits, 

Starsky thought. 

The thought also occurred to him that there could be real trouble if Hutch found this new woman 

in their lives as attractive as he did, but a moment later he discounted it. Hutch doesn't seem to 

go much for sexy brunets much anymore. At least, not much since Van. Boy, he needs to learn 

that lessen about "one bad apple." 

Before Starsky could introduce himself with his best line, she interrupted him before he could 

speak. "Let me see now. You," she said as she pointed to Starsky with the eraser tip of her 

pencil, "must be Starsky, and you want to order a stack of pancakes with fruit topping and 

whipped cream, fried eggs, hash browns, sausages, and chocolate milk. And you," she turned her 

eyes toward Hutch, "want that horrible granola cereal the boss always keeps hidden under the 

counter, with milk and orange juice." Both men just nodded in stunned surprised and she turned 



to walk away. She turned back just long enough to place a single thin index finger under 

Starsky's jaw and push up, shutting his gaping maw. Both officers watched her hips swing as she 

walked away. 

"Partner," he said to Hutch after she'd gone, "we've got to be in a rut. When even the women we 

don't know, know us, we're goners." Hutch smiled at Starsky's forlorn look, knowing that he'd 

written off the waitress and any possibility of date with her. When she returned with Starsky's 

huge stack of pancakes, a second plate with the rest of Starsky's order, and Hutch's granola, 

Starsky's sad look was replaced with one of near-pure joy. Hutch remembered a psychology 

book he'd read once that talked about how close sexual and oral gratification were. 

This is what my old professor would call a "textbook case," he smiled to himself. 

Starsky dug into his food with renewed vigor, and their conversation died down while Hutch also 

finished his granola cereal and orange juice. After he was done, he looked at Starsky shoveling 

food into his mouth and knew it was time for their ritual about Starsky's diet. 

"Ya know, Starsk," Hutch started, "eating like that is going to put you in your grave faster than 

any of the bad guys." 

As he was finishing the sentence, however, Starsky looked up at him with eyes as big as saucers. 

The stunned look quickly turned to one of panic, and he reached one hand over the table toward 

Hutch and pulled the other one away from his food to hold his throat. All Hutch's first-aid 

training fled when he first realized that Starsky was choking. The delay, however, was 

momentary, and Hutch jumped up, pulled Starsky from the booth, and turned his partner with his 

back toward Hutch's chest. Hutch carefully placed his hands about Starsky's midriff, in the 

proper position for the Heimlich maneuver. He was just getting ready to perform the first thrust 

when a voice said "Hey, Romeo. What exactly did you have in mind?" The voice, Starsky's 

voice, then started to laugh as he fell out from in between Hutch's arms and rolled back into the 

booth. 

Hutch couldn't decide at that point whether he wanted to hug Starsky for being all right or ring 

his neck for faking the choking. As it was, he settled for giving him a dirty look, realizing that 

the surrounding diners were watching them. Every one of them, he could tell, was laughing with 

Starsky at him, and it wasn't a particularly enjoyable way to start the day. 

Starsky went back to eating his breakfast while Hutch sat in silence. When the waitress came 

back to bring the check, Starsky motioned her to lean down and whispered in her ear. Off she 

went again, but Hutch's curiosity was once again peaked by his partner's actions. When she 

returned, she was carrying a bowl which she set down in front of Hutch which contained a half 

of a melon with several cherries in the middle. Hutch smiled first at her, and then at Starsky, who 

said, "I'm sorry I worried you, partner. Didn't think ya'd take it so seriously." Both men laughed 

as Hutch dug his spoon into the juicy melon. 

After paying the check, and leaving a generous tip for the waitress in reward for going along 

with their madness, they left the diner for headquarters. They clocked in and checked their desks, 

knowing that their new assignment was either waiting for them in folders on them or in Dobey's 

office. If Dobey summoned them, it would be their desks he'd call first. Usually only the smaller, 



more mundane cases were assigned to them without a briefing, so when there were no folders 

awaiting them, they knew it was something more serious and waited for Dobey's call. Sure 

enough, they had barely each poured themselves a cup of coffee when the Captain's loud yell 

could be heard through the squad room. 

"STARSKY! HUTCH! IN HERE, NOW!" 

"Such a nice way to be invited in, don't you think?" Hutch said in his best Laurel impression. 

"Oh, yes, I should say so," Starsky responded in his best Hardy. 

They casually strolled into Dobey's office and flopped unceremoniously into the two chairs in 

front of his desk. Starsky added insult to the impression by propping his blue Adidas on the top 

of Dobey's otherwise clean desk. Dobey followed them in, pushed the offending officer's feet off 

his desk, and took a seat behind it. The chair creaked and grunted as the large man sat. 

He opened the top drawer of his desk, drew out two manila file folders, and handed one to each 

of the duo. "I'll make this short. Some nut has been killing street people. It's sad to say, but no 

one even noticed until the ninth one turned up missing. The city just has no good way of keeping 

track of these people, and some lunatic has been taking advantage of that. We didn't even have a 

clue until the bodies started showing up." 

"But why would someone want to kill a bum," Starsky interrupted. He put special accent on the 

last word, wrinkling his nose in distaste. Hutch knew it was the term, not the people, he found 

objectionable. 

"If we knew that," Dobey growled, "we'd already have a good idea of who! Now get out there 

and find the killer!" 

Both detectives went out to their desks and started going over the names of the victims in silence. 

After half an hour, they'd gotten all they could from the folders. Starsky and Hutch both looked 

up at the exact same moment, and as their eyes met they didn't even have to tell each other that 

they were finished. Without a word they both stood up and, grabbing their jackets, headed out 

the squad room door. 

Starsky put the Torino in gear and pulled out the PD parking garage. "I wonder if any of the 

other people on the streets knew the victims?" he said. Without a second thought he made a 

sharp right and headed toward the section of the city where they knew the homeless and destitute 

lived in the streets and in alleys. It was an area they'd been in before, although they would both 

avoid it if they possibly could. 

Shortly they were cruising past run-down buildings and pawn shops, and the number of people 

roaming the sidewalks gradually increased. Hutch felt a pull in his chest when he looked at them. 

An old woman, maybe 65 years old, walked along, pushing a shopping cart, which probably 

contained all her worldly possessions. Even though the temperature outside was rapidly reaching 

the 80 degree mark, she wore several layers of clothes, topped with a long winter coat. 

She must be about my mother's age, he thought to himself. 



Starsky was definitely on the same wavelength, for as he watched the street people, he remarked 

out loud, "How do people get to a point in their lives where they end up like this?" 

"Well," Hutch answered, "the politicians would say that they live this life because they refuse to 

get a job. But we know better; most of these people have tried to find jobs but have been 

unlucky, or can't keep a job because of their mental or physical health. No one will hire you 

unless you can fill out a job application. And you can't fill out a job application without a 

permanent address. Then again, you can't get a permanent address unless you have a job to pay 

the rent. It's a circle that, for these people, could go on forever." 

"I know how horrible experiences in their lives could cause them to withdraw, too," Starsky 

responded. His voice dropped in volume and pitch, and Hutch knew he was about to go from 

light conversation to deadly serious. "When Terry died," he continued at the new level, "I don't 

think even you know how close I came to packing it all in and ending up just like these people. I 

didn't want to care about anything anymore--knew I'd just end up hurting again, like I was then. I 

would look through my records or watch the television, and nothing interested me." The grateful 

look he gave Hutch spoke volumes of thanks for Hutch's standing by him at a miserable time. 

"Well, I'm real glad you found your way back, pal. Who knows what kind a person I could be 

riding with if you were gone!" 

Both men laughed, the mood slightly lifted, and went back to scrutinizing the streets of lower 

L.A. as they drove by. They pulled over where the largest concentration of people were milling 

around, found a parking spot, and got out. Starsky smiled and chose the first person he decided to 

interview, a man who must have been in his late thirties, but who looked sixty because of 

wrinkles honed in his face from worry and the elements and the permanent dark spots on his 

hands from baths that were few and far-between. As he approached, the man literally scurried 

away into the shadows, obviously having no intention of talking to this very out-of-place 

stranger. 

"Boy, you're a real people-person, buddy." 

"At least I tried to talk to him. Let's see you do better!" 

Hutch chose a more unassuming woman, so petite she could almost be mistaken for a child. The 

age lines on her face and her open, inviting smile made Hutch certain he knew what she had 

done to make a living those few short years ago when she had been a real beauty. 

"Excuse me, ma'am, but could I ask you a few questions?" 

No response. There wasn't a flicker in her eyes or the slightest move in her body to indicate that 

she even realized he was there. It was as if he didn't exist, and that troubled him more than the 

man who ran away. 

"Ma'am? Ma'am?" He tried again and again. 

Turning away, he went back to Starsky's side, and they began to walk down the sidewalk from 

where the Torino was parked. 



"How're we ever going to get these people to talk to us!" Starsky almost screamed in frustration. 

"We can con a confession out of just about any hardened criminal, but we can't even get through 

to these innocent people." 

"We need," Hutch responded, "to talk to someone who actually knew these people before they 

were killed. Did you bring those pictures of the victims with you?" 

"Sure, why?" 

"Because I think I just thought of someone who might know a little more about them than just 

their names." 

Hutch had stopped walking in front of a worn, formerly white, building with large front double 

doors which were wide opened. The sign over the doors read "OHIO STREET MISSION". 

Starsky stopped beside him. "I didn't realize we had walked this far. Father Kevin?" 

"You got it, pal. At least we know he won't walk away from us." 

Starsky smiled his agreement, and both men climbed the stairs and walked through the doors. 

There were ten tables set in rows with old wooden folding chairs set around them. At one end of 

the room a Sister sat at a run-down piano, playing and singing hymns. The other end of the room 

held a long, thin table. which had food set up on it. Five men stood behind it ladling the food 

onto the waiting plates of the victims of society who came in to have a nourishing meal and a 

little comfort. The man on the far right of the serving table looked up, somehow knowing that the 

two who had just entered were not your average, run-of-the-mill street dwellers. 

Starsky and Hutch walked up to him, and at their approach the young man's already handsome 

features became even brighter as they lit with an ear to ear smile of greeting. "Starsky! Hutch! 

It's great to see the two of you. Where have you both been since you came by at Christmas?" 

Their eyes traveled over his features and down to the white collar that encircled his throat--a 

neon sign for all who wanted to know the real heart of this man. 

"You know the story, Father," Starsky answered. "Catching the bad guys and forwarding the 

cause of Justice." 

"Shut up, Starsky," Hutch responded, laughing. "You sound like one of those comic books you 

always talk about reading when you were a kid." Hutch's voice became serious. "Father, can we 

talk to you alone for a few minutes?" he said, and motioned to the back room, where he knew 

Father Kevin kept a small office for just such occasions. 

"Sure, Hutch," he said, and handed his ladle to one of the other men who was serving. He led the 

way to the office and took a seat at the small desk, motioning for the officers to take the two 

folding chairs across from it. Hutch took his and looked at the young cleric. He was an incredibly 

magnetic personality who drew people into the Mission and Church from all around. Classically 

handsome, Hutch felt sure there were young girls in the neighborhood who probably harbored 

crushes for this unattainable young man with the dark eyes and hair. Although he almost always 



wore the jeans and sneakers so common among those his age, he also always wore his black shirt 

and collar denoting the choice his life had led him to take. 

"What can I do for you?" he asked. Starsky reached in his pocket and pulled out the pictures of 

the murder victims. 

"We were wondering if you recognized any of these people. As far as we can tell, they were all 

homeless and all recent victims of the same murderer." 

"Murder?!" the young man responded. "You mean these people are dead?" 

"I'm afraid so, Father," Hutch answered. "Do you know any of them?" 

Father Kevin took the stack of photos from Starsky and began to leaf through them. When he 

looked at the first one in the pile, his face fell and stayed there throughout the rest of the pile. "I 

know them all--they're all from this area of the city," he said sadly. "Not all of them by name, but 

most. Who could have done this?" 

"That's what were gonna find out." 

"Can you tell us," Hutch went on, "anything about these people. Why would anyone want to kill 

these particular people? Is there anything you can think of that would make them a victim? 

Anything that made them different?" 

"Nothing, really. Lot's of bits and pieces, but generally these people don't talk too much about 

their pasts. Mrs. Jackson here," he held out a picture, "was more talkative than most. She was 

married years ago, but her husband was killed in World War II. They had two kids--both were 

killed in freak accidents. Could say it drove her to the streets to avoid being hurt again. She 

always carried this wallet full of pictures of her boys--showed them to everyone she came 

across." He smiled at the memory, then a cloud came over his face as he remembered the way in 

which she went to her maker. "At least she's in a better place now." 

"Anything special about any of the rest of them, Father?" Starsky asked. 

"They were all special in their own way, Starsk. Mr. Stemple here," he gestured to another 

picture, "generally didn't even know what was going on. He used to pull this rotted old wallet out 

of his pocket and hand out money, only there wasn't any money there. Only in his imagination. 

Tell me, how much of a threat can that be?" 

"None, it would seem," Hutch said. He exchanged looks with Starsky that said he thought they 

had gotten about all that they could from the priest for now. He began to rise from the chair. "If 

you think of anything else, please give us a call either at home or at the station. We'll be 

checking in with both places. Thanks for taking the time--I know you're busy." 

Father Kevin walked them to the door and they said their good-byes. Actually, shouted them was 

probably more accurate, since the nun at the piano was just finishing up a loud version of 

"Amazing Grace" and then slid into a rousing "One More Mountain to Climb". The music filled 

the room overpowering all discussion, so the detectives waved good-bye and left the mission. 



They walked in silence, but Starsky noticed a distinct smile on Hutch's face. "What's so funny. 

You look like the cat that just at the canary. At a guess, I'd say it doesn't have anything to do with 

the case." 

"You'd be right. I was just thinking. Do you remember when we first met Father Kevin?" The 

memory brought a smile to Starsky's face as well. They had been patrolling the area a few days 

before Christmas, and the heater in the Torino was broken down. Winter nights, even in L.A. can 

be awfully chilly, so the partners had stopped to warm up in the Mission. "Father Kevin had just 

been assigned, and he found a way first thing to get us involved in his work." 

"What I still can't figure is how he ever convinced me to put on that suit. And not just the suit, 

but the beard, the pillow, the glasses, and the wig and hat. Somehow I always figured that when I 

played Santa, it would be for my or your kids, not for a bunch a street people who had no place 

better to go on Christmas." He did remember fondly, though, helping the Father and Hutch hand 

out modest presents to the residents of the area. Modest, of course, to them, but to the penniless 

people here, they were like spun gold. 

They got back into the car and pulled out into the street. "As helpful as the Father was," Starsky 

said, "we still need more." 

"What we need," Hutch interrupted, "is a way to get these people talking to us. One of them has 

to have seen something, but they're all as stubborn as pit-bulls." 

"Look," Starsky said, rubbing his eyes, "I'm exhausted, and it's just about quitting time. What say 

we go to your place and walk across the park to that Italian restaurant I like so much." 

"Sounds good!" He picked up the mike and clocked out as Starsky turned the car in the direction 

of Hutch's. 

~~~ 

The sun hadn't set yet as Starsky and Hutch strolled through the park toward the restaurant. The 

park was crowded with children, playing in the dirt and on the playground equipment. They 

stalled their walk for a moment in front of a piece of equipment. The woman who stood near it 

held a baby girl in her arms no older than a year, and was, at the same time, trying to collect her 

two young sons off the jungle gym, aiming to head home. The younger, a boy of about four, gave 

up easily and came to stand by his mother's side. But it was obvious to both officers that the 

older, about six, had no intention of going easily. He continued to play while the woman called 

to him time and time again to get off and come with her. All at once they saw him jump down 

and run off. Starsky was about to go in pursuit of the small fugitive, when, to their surprise, the 

mother turned to them, unceremoniously parked the baby in Hutch's arms, the smaller boy in 

Starsky's, and took off at a sprint after the older child. 

The four year old was very friendly, and, after looking Starsky over from top to bottom, said, 

"Can I get down?" Starsky, not sure exactly what to do with a small child, set him down but kept 

hold of his hand. "Wanna go play while Momma gets Frank?" 



"Sure, why not?" Starsky shrugged his shoulders. He looked back at Hutch while the boy pulled 

him away by the arm. Then he let out a tremendously loud laugh at the look on Hutch's face. The 

bachelor was holding the baby with a confused look, having no idea what exactly to do with it. 

He held her against his body facing out with his arms around her waste, just the way her mother 

had put her into his arms. Once her mother was out of sight, she started to cry. 

Great! What the hell do I do about this! 

He tried bouncing her up and down the way he remembered seeing his aunts do with his young 

cousins, but that seemed to make her cry all the more. He started to sweat and wished fervently 

that the mother would catch that kid and get back here in a hurry. She squirmed in his arms, so 

he changed his hold on her, turning her around in the process and holding her close to his chest. 

She raised her face and took in his, felt his patting hand on her back, and immediately dropped 

into silence. 

Thank God! Finally! Silence! 

Once she was quiet, he thought, Gee, this isn't so bad. Could even get used to it. Once that 

thought registered, he, himself, was shocked by it. He didn't have too long to mull it, though, for 

the mother returned at that moment with the older, obviously unhappy, boy in tow. She smiled as 

she saw the great time Timmy was having on the swings with Starsky, decided to leave them for 

now, and went to reclaim her daughter from Hutch. She took her with a practiced single arm, 

keeping her other one on the boy who must be Frank. The little girl, while now firmly entrenched 

in her mother's embrace, kept her eyes on Hutch. He was immediately conscious and 

embarrassed by the attention he was getting from this little girl. The woman noticed Hutch's 

blush, and tried to put him at ease. 

"She probably thinks you're her father," she said. At his astonished expression, she went on. "I'm 

sorry, let me rephrase that. My husband is about your height, blond, blue eyed. To a one-year-

old, you probably look like him." 

"Excuse me, lady, but do you always leave your kids with strangers in the park? That's not 

exactly safe, you know." 

She laughed. "Of course not, and you're not a stranger." 

"I'm not?!" 

"No, of course. I see you around here all the time, and I always pass you when I'm walking my 

dog in the morning. You run right past our house!" 

Hutch looked at her closely and the redness in his face returned full force. "I'm sorry--you're 

right. I guess I just didn't really look." 

"It's all right, and thanks an awful lot for the help. Frankie likes the park so much that he just 

doesn't want to go home! But it is past their bedtimes, so I'd better go." 



It was obvious that Starsky was too busy having fun with Timmy to have heard her comment. 

"Starsk!" No response. "STARSK!" 

"Huh?" Starsky looked up. 

"They've got to go--past their bedtimes." 

Timmy started to object, but Starsky gently took his hand a walked back with him to where his 

mother stood. "Can I come back and play with you again, Mister?" Timmy asked Starsky. 

"Well, we'll have to wait and see. My home's not near here, so I'm not in the park that often. But 

I promise if I'm in the park when you're here, we'll play on the swings." 

The boy's grin of victory was contagious, as Starsky and the boy smiled at each other. "When I 

see you next," Timmy went on, "will you smell as funny as you do today?" The boy wrinkled up 

his nose, and it took a moment until both men figured out what he meant: 

They had worked all day in the scorching sun of summer, where it was better than 90 degrees. 

Carrying guns meant wearing jackets or shirts over their T-shirts even in the warmest weather, 

and both men's shirts were spotted with wet perspiration spots. Their mother turned red with her 

son's remark, quickly said her good-byes, and departed with all three kids. 

"I guess we are pretty ripe after today," Hutch said. "Maybe we better go back to our place and 

shower before going to dinner. Wouldn't want to offend folks." 

"Agreed. Let's go." 

They turned around and started walking back the way they came. "Boy, if a kid like that notices, 

we must really smell like a couple of bums," Starsky said. 

Hutch pulled up short, stopped on a dime, and turned on Starsky. "Starsk, you're a genius! 

You've just solved our problem!" 

"Wait a minute! Wait a minute! Can't you slow down just long enough for me to get on your 

train of thought? What are you talking about." 

"Well, you know that none of the people down by the mission will talk to us. And we also know 

that they do a lot of talking to each other, right? Well, don't you think they might tell us 

something if they thought we were one of them? I think we need to go under cover as homeless!" 

"That might actually work! How about that, I'm a genius and didn't even know it! Of course, I 

suspected all along. Now I'm really hungry. Let's get back to your place and get cleaned up to go 

get something to eat." 

"Starsky, if we're going to do this, we're going to have to sacrifice a little." At Starsky's confused 

look, he went on. "Look," he began frankly, "there's no way in the world you can fake the smell 

those people have from not being able to bathe. I'm afraid we're gonna have to give up showers 

until this case is solved. The residents will never buy clean bums." 



"But what about dinner?" 

"I'll make something at my house." 

************************** 

The silence hung in the room like a blanket, the air was so thick with tension that it was almost 

solid. Both combatants looked at each other at the same moment, their eyes meeting over the 

chess board set crossways over the coffee table in Hutch's apartment. Neither Starsky nor Hutch 

was about to let the other know what moves were on his mind. 

"Look," Starsky finally said. "We've been at this for hours. What say we call it a stalemate and 

go on to something else." 

"What'sa matter? Afraid your 'beginner's luck' has finally worn out?" 

"No, I'm just bored." 

"OK, I guess it would be just as easy to beat you at Monopoly." 

"Before we start," Starsky began, "maybe you should call Dobey and let him know our game 

plan. He'll be suspicious when we don't show up at the station and don't radio in when the shift 

starts in the morning." 

The pair had long since finished their dinners, at which they both agreed that they weren't in the 

proper state physically to start their undercover work in the morning. They needed at least one 

more day of "ripening" to develop the proper look. They had put in a call to Huggy Bear and 

asked if he could find them some rags that would be appropriate, and he agreed to send 

something over in the morning. They could put their plan into action the following morning. 

Hutch walked over to the telephone and called the station. "Captain Dobey's office, please," he 

said to the switchboard operator. He expected to have to leave a message, an option that was fine 

with him. He knew how difficult it would be to explain the reason for their absence from duty 

tomorrow. He was, therefore, taken aback when a gruff voice came on the line. 

"Dobey!" came the response. 

"Oh, hi, Captain. I really didn't expect you to be there." 

"What are you doing calling in, Hutchinson? You went off duty hours ago." 

"Captain, you know how you're always on us to get caught up on all that paperwork we owe 

you? Well, we've decided we're going to take care of all of it tomorrow and wanted to know if 

you could messenger it all over to us at my place?" 

"Why the hell can't you come in and do it, like all the other officers?" 

"We need to do it here, and we need to do it tomorrow. I really can't explain more than that. 

Would you please trust us?" 



"OK," Dobey said, resigned. "You'll have it either tonight or first thing in the morning." 

When Dobey hung up the telephone, he had a thoughtful look on his face. He'd long since begun 

to think of Starsky and Hutch as sons, and it seemed the errant youths needed to be checked up 

on. He began to pack up all the files and forms they would need to catch up on their work, and, 

after clocking out, took the entire stack to his car. 

I'll just deliver these myself. No need to pay an expensive courier to do it when it's practically on 

my way home. It'll also give me a chance to see what those two are up to! 

~~~ 

He pulled his car to the curb behind the Torino, which was in turn parked behind the LTD. Might 

have known they'd both be here this late. Somethin's up! 

Inside, neither Starsky nor Hutch noticed that a car had pulled up outside. They were deeply 

entranced by now in a Monopoly game, with the majority of the money stacked under Hutch's 

side of the board. 

"It's not fair!" Starsky complained. "You have home court advantage!" 

"We can't exactly play this in the park, you know. OK, the next time we play, it'll be at your 

place. Both men jumped slightly at the sudden rapping at the door. Hutch regained his 

composure, remembered his host duties, and got up to open the door. He didn't see Starsky 

behind him sneak a $500-bill out of the bank. 

"Captain!" he said, shocked. "We didn't expect you to bring the paperwork!" He looked at the 

huge stack Dobey held in his arms, then stepped forward and took most of it off his outstretched 

arms. "Please, come in!" He had momentarily forgotten why they didn't want to go into the 

office, but that wouldn't last long. 

Dobey took three long strides into the apartment, looked at Starsky sitting on the floor, and 

pulled up short, dead in his tracks. "Hutchinson, your apartment stinks! Don't you ever do any 

house-cleaning?" 

"Uhhhh..." Starsky began. "I'm afraid it's not the apartment that smells, Captain. It's us!" At 

Dobey's wide eyed expression, he went on. "We came up blank trying to talk to the street people 

down where the victims were from, so we figured we might have more luck if we went 

undercover as one of them, or rather two of them." 

"Yeah," Hutch put in, "and if we work on our paperwork all day tomorrow, we should be 

appropriately dirty and smelly by the next morning to start out down there." 

Dobey was silent for a moment. Then he spoke up. "I approve of your plan, and I very strongly 

support your idea of working out of this apartment tomorrow. I wouldn't have you in the station 

this way for anything. Will you need any wardrobe?" 

"Huggy's taking care of it, Captain." 



"I suppose he is the perfect person to do it. I expect you to let me know before you actually start 

your under cover work. And I don't expect to see you again at the station until you've both had a 

shave and a shower; preferably two!" 

"Thanks a lot, Captain," Starsky said as Dobey turned to leave. Hutch walked him to the door 

and said goodnight. 

So that's what they're up to, Dobey thought as he walked to his car. 

*************** 

Two nights and a day later, they were ready to hit the streets. They had mutually agreed to take a 

cab to the neighborhood, getting out out of the immediate area where they could be watched. The 

cab driver was definitely unhappy with the bums in his cab, but when they paid and tipped very 

well, he reconsidered and wished them good day as they got out. 

"We better split up before we get down there," Hutch suggested. "Bums in this area don't travel 

in pairs." 

"You got it, partner!" He motioned to Hutch to go on ahead of him. "After you, buddy." 

Hutch reached into the inside pocket of the oversized, worn suit-jacket he wore and pulled out a 

pair of round sunglasses with bent metal frames and a brown, discolored folding cane. He put on 

the sunglasses and extended the cane to its full length. Then he reached into his other pocket and 

pulled out a rusted metal cup. So prepared, he began to walk down the sidewalk away from 

Starsky, waving the cane in front of him in his imitation of a blind man. 

"Where's Mr. DeMille when you need him?" Starsky laughed. His own clothes were in even 

worse shape than the ones Hutch wore, and that and the whiskers grown in on his face gave him 

all the disguise he needed. In his right hand, though, he carried a flask, a very old, very worn 

one. "Just another day in the salt mines!" he said to himself as he started down the same sidewalk 

Hutch was on. Hutch was almost out of sight already, and Starsky began walking believing there 

was enough of a gap separating them. 

Two hours later both officers had been completely accepted by the residents of that area. Hutch 

sat on the sidewalk with his back up against a condemned building, holding his cup out when he 

heard someone come near. If the person who approached could not give him a contribution, he 

knew they might be in a position to help him with the case, and he questioned them subtly. 

I never thought it would be so hard NOT to look at things. There's so much to see, even here, this 

is a lot harder than I expected. 

Starsky, meanwhile, walked back and forth out near the street. He talked to the other street 

people, asking them questions about the victims. He took a gulp every now and then from the 

flask. 

No one has to know it's only water. 



When a car would drive by slowly, in the fashion he had seen many times before, he would run 

out with a dirty, worn, cloth and make an effort to clean the windshield of the car. Sometimes the 

drivers would throw him spare change; sometimes they just cursed at him. 

Boy, am I glad I have a job. I can't imagine being one of these poor people stuck doing this all 

their lives! Headquarters will seem like paradise after this. 

When darkness fell, most of the street people moved into the alleys for protection from the 

elements and the uniformed police that patrolled here after dark. Starsky and Hutch both 

followed the group in the alley and watched as each person found boxes or corners to sleep in. 

After everyone was settled there was one large empty box still unoccupied, so Starsky took 

Hutch's arm, in order to keep his cover, and they both went toward the box to spend the night. 

Fortunately their home for the night was away from the rest of the sleepers, giving them the 

opportunity to compare notes and discuss any progress. 

"I have the names of seven more people who have disappeared from here in the last two weeks," 

Hutch told Starsky. Now that they were behind the box, he had taken the sunglasses off and was 

relishing the ability to actually focus on someone or something. He, therefore, looked Starsky 

directly in the face as he spoke. 

"Lemme see that list," Starsky said. "Not counting the ones you already have, I've got the names 

of five more. Come on, THINK! There's got to be something that connects all the missing and 

murdered people." 

"Yeah. Why these specific people? Is it just homeless people at random, or something more? 

Think about what the Father said about the two he knew. Was there any connection?" 

Both men sat in silence, each going over their conversation with Father Kevin. Suddenly, both 

men sat bolt upright and looked at each other. "THE WALLETS!" they shouted in unison. 

"Shhhhh!" Hutch said, reminding himself as much as Starsky. "It's pretty much a given that most 

of these people do not carry wallets. I wonder if any of the other victims or missing people 

carried them too!" 

"But why would wallets make any difference?" 

"I dunno, Starsk. We'll have to ask around in the morning. We may have found the link we're 

looking for, partner!" 

"Good, because I, personally, am exhausted." Starsky took the hat he'd been wearing and pulled 

it forward until it covered his eyes. "Good night, partner. See you in the morning." 

Both men lay down and went to sleep. Neither of them knew that there was a ragged-dressed 

man on the other side of their box, silently listening to their conversation and, now, their snoring. 

When he knew they were soundly asleep, he snuck away. Reaching in his pocket, he pulled out a 

twenty dollar bill and walked out of the alley to the street. He flagged down the first cab he 

found and gave the entire twenty to the driver to take him to an address in the upper class section 



of town. "God, I'll be glad to get out of these rags!" he said to himself. It was apparent that 

Starsky and Hutch were not the only people who didn't belong in that area of the city. 

***************** 

The cab pulled up in front of a large house adorned with dark brick and rich red mahogany. The 

man in rags, who was known only as Jack, climbed out of the back seat and almost ran up the 

driveway to the side door. Although no servants were there to answer the door when he rang the 

bell, he knew that the man who lived in the house had more than enough money to pay them if 

he wanted them. Servants created a trail too easy to trace, making it difficult to make a quick exit 

from town when needed. The large "FOR SALE" sign on the front lawn showed it as being 

available from the Excelsior Realty company--Mr. Big had agreed to rent the mansion on a 

month-to-month basis, provided he agreed to vacate as soon as the house was sold. Since it had 

been on the market for some time now, he knew the chances of this happening were slim, and 

that the relationship would probably be terminated when he was ready to do so. 

A blue-suited man opened the door and let him in. "Hiya, Doc. What's shakin'?" He immediately 

regretted the words. The man he called "Doc" was about fifty, but his deteriorated physical state 

gave the impression he was much older. Doctor Henry Triton had been in the prime of his life 

when he began sampling the medications he prescribed. Each drug had led to a stronger and 

more powerful one, eventually surpassing the prescription drugs and leading into those only 

available on the streets. Continued use of these drugs over the past ten years had created a 

permanent tremor in his hands and large, dark circles under his eyes. Patients began questioning 

his ability to practice, so he decided to suspend treating patients altogether. 

It was not an easy decision, but Mr. Big helped immensely when he came to him with an idea 

that would let him make a great deal of money without having to see any patients at all. The 

extent of his duties would be to simply sign his name, and in return he'd get enough money to 

keep him in as much food and drugs as he wanted or needed. 

Jack followed the doctor into the study, where Mr. Big sat behind a huge oak desk. Jack didn't 

know his real name, and didn't need to know, just so long as he kept paying him cold, hard cash 

for keeping an eye on the skid row bums in his neighborhood. 

"Hiya, Boss!" 

"What have you got for me? Any new ID-carrying pigeons needing plucking?" 

"Well, there are two new guys down there, but I don't think you're gonna want to take them two." 

He stopped speaking, reaching into a box of expensive chocolates that was sitting on the desk, 

choosing three, and plopping down into a chair that sat opposite the desk. When he didn't go on, 

Mr. Big yelled: 

"WHAT HAVE YOU GOT FOR ME? YOU KNOW THAT I CAN'T RISK HAVING 

SOMEONE SEE YOU COMING HERE--WHAT CAN BE IMPORTANT ENOUGH THAT 

YOU WOULD RISK OUR OPERATION HERE!" 



Jack sat bolt upright and wiped the chocolate that had melted on his hands onto his already filthy 

pants. "Uhh...like I said, Boss, there are two new guys down there, but somethin's up with them. 

There's a blond guy who's blind--just sits around all day, or walks once in a while, with a cane 

and a cup for handouts. The other guy's got curly brown hair, and tries to stay away from the first 

guy most of the time, but I heard them together after everyone else went to sleep. I snuck up next 

to the box they was sleeping in last night and listened in. I don't know who they are, but they ask 

a whole lotta questions, then compare answers at the end of the day." 

"Is that all?" Mr. Big responded impatiently. 

"No, Boss. There is one more thing you should know. They, whoever they is, they know about 

the wallets." 

"YOU MEAN THEY KNOW ALL THE VICTIMS CARRIED IDENTIFICATION?" 

"Well, no. But they know that all the victims carried wallets with them. Seems like it'll only be a 

matter of time 'fore they figure out why these particular people turned up dead." 

Mr. Big had a look of disappointment on his face. "We barely started to pick this town clean, 

now we're gonna have to split. I've got to decide where our next base is gonna be. Maybe 

someplace else warm, like Miami." 

He pushed a button on his desk, and a shapely woman walked in with a steno pad in her hand. 

Jack wondered if she knew just what her boss did for a living, and also wondered if he'd have a 

shot with her. 

Maybe he'll even take me with him to the next city. 

"Clara," Mr. Big's words interrupted his thoughts, "call Hank and Jimmy and ask them to come 

in here. I think they're upstairs playing poker. They're betting over who gets to be the next of kin 

the next time." 

"Right away, sir," she answered, and briskly turned and walked out of the room. She didn't even 

notice the lecherous wink Jack had made in her direction. 

"Jack," Mr. Big turned his attention back, "are there any abandoned buildings near where you 

and these two stiffs have been?" 

"Yeah, there's an empty warehouse. Nobody goes in because it's off limits, but I bet it would be 

really easy to break that worn out back door and go in." 

Just then, Hank and Jimmy walked in. Both men were well-muscled, but not necessarily the 

stupid hired hands so many others made do with. Both men had a spark of intelligence in their 

eyes, and an even stronger spark of danger. Mr. Big called both of them and Jack into a circle 

around his desk. 

"OK, boys. Here's what you're gonna do...." 



******************* 

The first thing Starsky became aware of when he woke was the cold. He knew that nights in L.A. 

weren't always warm, but he'd never realized how cold it could get quite as much as he did now. 

He pushed himself up to lean his back against the wall, immediately conscious of the 

goosebumps on his arms. Between the cold, the discomfort, and the stink of himself and those 

around him, this was turning into one miserable case. He turned to his left, but Hutch was still in 

deep sleep. Even in his sleep, though, he shivered, curled into a fetal position with his knees 

drawn up to his chest and his hands concealed deep inside his jacket. Watching Hutch shiver, 

Starsky was suddenly transported back in time, standing behind a glass window but, in spirit, at a 

hospital bedside watching Hutch shiver from soaring fever from the plague. The thought flashed 

through Starsky's mind that Hutch could be sick again, so he silently held his hand close to 

Hutch's forehead, not quite touching. No excessive heat radiated from there, so Starsky figured 

his partner must be OK. 

Hutch stirred, and Starsky hastily withdrew the hand, not wanting to be caught in this very 

apparent show of concern. Hutch's eyes were still closed though--he hadn't seen. They opened 

gradually, and he stiffly pulled himself to a sitting position beside his partner. 

"This is no way to spend the night," he muttered. 

"Any idea what time it is?" Starsky asked. He knew Hutch's outdoor experience would help them 

tell, so at the request Hutch stuck his head out of the box they had been sleeping in and shaded 

his eyes, looking up at the sun. He made sure, first, that no one was watching--this could blow 

his "blind man" cover if he was seen. 

"I'd say it must be about 6:00 or 6:30. Guess we'd better get to work." 

Hutch slipped back on the sunglasses and located his cane and cup while Starsky pushed the box 

further away from the wall, and both men emerged into the daylight. 

They spent the better part of the day just watching the inhabitants and asking questions about 

them. Starsky made up a feasible story and found out that all the missing people did, in fact, 

carry wallets. Sometimes they carried them just to keep pictures of their dead loved once close, 

some carried one under the delusion that they actually had tons of money. The people who did 

not seem to be aware of where they were or what their situation was were the ones who really 

got to both officers. All the residents were sad cases, but here were people who belonged in 

hospitals, not living on the streets. 

Hutch guessed it was about half way through the afternoon when Starsky ambled over to the spot 

where Hutch sat. Hutch struggled with the tendency to look at Starsky, remembering that 

blowing his cover could mean blowing the entire case. He stared straight ahead, while Starsky 

leaned against the wall next to him. Starsky spoke in quiet tones, for Hutch's ears only. 

"Better check in with Dobey, or we're not gonna get paid for this. I'll go; it'll be easier for me to 

sneak away than you. Why do people always watch a blind person?" 



"I don't know," Hutch answered in the same whispery voice, "but I agree: You should go--report 

in, just to be safe and let him know we're on the job. I'll be damned if I'm going through all this 

just for the glory! After all, someone's got to pay the rent." 

Starsky wandered away, stopping along the edge of the sidewalk to wipe the windshield of a car 

stopped there. The driver yelled at him to beat it, and he walked on. Around the corner and a 

block down, he found a pay phone. he went in, searched his pockets for a dime, and put in the 

call. 

"What's going on, Starsky," was all the greeting he got when the operator put his call through to 

the captain. "You two haven't signed in for two days now. Are you working or on vacation?" 

"Sorry, Captain, but we've been under cover. This is the first chance one of us has had to get 

away. You wouldn't believe what a paranoid bunch these people are. Of course, if someone was 

killing my friends, I'd be paranoid too!" 

"Have you got any leads?" 

"We got a few new facts, but nothing case-busting yet. Just wanted to report in. I'll try to get 

back to you again in the next few days." 

"But, Starsky, you haven't told me yet exactly where you are. Do you know how many places 

there are in this city where homeless people hang out? What intersection are you near...?" 

But he didn't talk fast enough, and he heard a click and then got back the dial tone. Too late! 

Sure hope they know what they're doing, he thought. 

Starsky returned to Hutch and together they decided to head over to the mission for the nightly 

meal offered there. Hutch grasped Starsky's arm and walked a step behind him, attempting to 

enhance his cover as a sightless person. Supper wasn't served at the mission until 5:00, and it was 

only about 3:00 now, but they had learned the previous night that, if you want to get a meal 

before the food ran out, you had to be in line ahead of time. Hutch made a mental note as they 

walked to mail a contribution to the mission when he got home. 

But not until after a shower! he thought fervently. Hutch was a naturally neat person, and being 

this grimy and dirty was simply driving him nuts! How can Starsky look so content that way. 

With my luck, he'll get to like it and decide to give up bathing completely! 

Two hours later they were seated at a crowded table with plates of meat, potatoes, and bread; 

three hours later they were back to their old places. There was still a few hours until sundown 

and bedtime, so they went back to their observations. 

Neither officer had slept well out in the cold the last few nights, and the additional time out here 

today had made both officers slightly off their marks. Hutch, once again seated against a 

building, nearly nodded off several times, always rousing himself at the last moment. Starsky's 

steps were no longer quite so energetic, and the faces around him had begun to swim in and out 

of focus. 



In addition, neither of them noticed that Jack had rejoined their happy little group. He sat near 

the corner of the building, close to the alley. This in itself wasn't all that unusual--in the evening 

people tried to stay close to the alleys so as to get the best spots for sleep that night once the sun 

went down. Starsky turned around to see a figure already in the shadows of the alley. 

"Hey, buddy, come here. You want some of this?" 

Starsky couldn't see what he was offering the man, but Jack stood up and staggered over, as if in 

a drunken stupor. 

Probably booze or cash, Starsky thought, and dismissed the incident. It was brought back to his 

attention with sudden clarity a moment later, though, when they all heard screams from the alley. 

"NO! NO! DON'T HURT ME, PLEASE! YOU CAN HAVE YOUR MONEY BACK, JUST 

LEAVE ME ALONE!" 

The voice was Jack's, and both Starsky and Hutch ran into the alley after the perpetrator. They 

could see that Jack was down, probably dead, and two men were running away at full speed. The 

duo followed equally fast, and still had the deadly pair in sight as they ran into an open 

warehouse door around the back of the building. 

Each officer stopped with his back to the wall on each side of the door, pulling his pistol as he 

got into position. They hesitated going in until they could hear the rapidly receding footfalls of 

the men. Starsky looked to Hutch, they both nodded wordlessly, and charged into the warehouse. 

True to form, Hutchinson went high and Starsky went low, but there was no one to greet them. 

Starsky caught sight of the back of one of the men, running away, off to his right, and took off in 

pursuit. The suspect ran incredibly fast, but Starsky ran faster and in short order Starsky had 

taken one final flying leap to land on the runaway killer. He pulled his cuffs out from under the 

ragged sweater he wore, slipped one cuff around the suspects wrist, and dragged him over to a 

beam. 

"Put your arms around this! DO IT!" He secured the cuffs with Hank hugging the beam, and left 

him there to go back to Hutch. It concerned him that he wasn't hearing anything from the 

direction he had come. What was going on back there? 

While Starsky was apprehending Hank, Hutch was stalking Jimmy, walking softly in hopes of 

sneaking up on the second suspect. He though he saw a shadow straight ahead, and walked past a 

large stack of empty cardboard boxes to approach where the person making the shadow must be 

standing. I sure am glad this'll be wrapped up soon. Maybe this right here will be the end. 

He caught a flash in his peripheral vision, too fast to really react to, and suddenly there was an 

inescapable tightness around his throat. He dropped the gun and struggled to lift his hands, his 

arms, enough to pull away the wire encircling his throat, cutting off his air. 

"S-T-A-R-S-K!" he meant to shout, but it came out only in a whisper. His arms and legs were 

beginning to go limp, and the blackness began to eat in at the edge of his vision. The wire cut 

into the flesh of his neck, adding to the pain there. He made one last attempt to yell to Starsky, 



but no longer had the strength, even if he'd had the air for it. His last sight was of Starsky 

approaching in a full run. 

Really did it this time, he thought. It flashed through his mind that he would be leaving Starsky 

alone if he died now, and that strengthened him slightly and helped him stay aware. 

Must be worse than I thought. I never knew before that choking to death can make the floor seem 

to shake! His thoughts were detached, not really in the situation. 

However, Jimmy, standing behind him, and Starsky in front, were both also reacting to his 

imagination. What Hutch was attributing to the aftereffects of the choking was actually a full-

fledged California earthquake! Starsky realized what Jimmy was doing to Hutch and what the 

quake was doing to the building around them. He rushed to Hutch's aid, but hadn't quite reached 

him when pieces of the old building started falling around them. Before he reached Hutch, 

Jimmy released tension on the wire wrapped around his throat and made a run for the doorway 

they had all come in through. Starsky got there in time to keep Hutch's head from hitting the 

floor, and glanced back the way he'd come. A large section of the ceiling crashed down on Hank, 

who, being cuffed to the beam, was unable to avoid it. 

"Come on, Hutch. We gotta get out of here! Can you walk?" 

He pulled up on Hutch's arm, but, although the blond man's blue eyes were still open, he was 

unable to move at all. Starsky shifted his position, preparing to haul Hutch up on his shoulders 

and carry him out. Before he could finish the motion, though, the entire roof fell in on them all. 

The overhead beam came down directly on Jimmy, and Starsky knew he was dead. The crashing 

by the door and the continued rumbling of the floor kept Starsky from trying for the doorway. He 

lay with his body covering Hutch, trying to protect him as much as possible. 

The quake lasted only a few minutes, but it felt like a lifetime to Starsky. As everything finally 

began to settle down, he lifted his face from where he was draped over Hutch. At first, all he saw 

was blackness, as far as he could see. He shook his head to clear his vision, and cement dust 

from the decayed block walls flew from the curly hair. As the dust flew through the air, Starsky 

caught sight out of the corner of his eye a place in the far corner of the pocket they were in. A 

dim stream of light leaked into their earthquake-constructed cavern, reflecting off the flying dust 

as it fell to the floor. Even with the reflection, the light was too dim to be any help. It was 

approaching nightfall, and what sun there was was on the other side of the warehouse. Starsky 

placed a gentle, dirt-encrusted hand over Hutch's face and felt that the eyes were closed, but 

breaths came and went through both the nose and the slightly opened mouth. Satisfied that, for 

the moment, Hutch was safe, he went to the source of the meager light, a hole in the debris that 

incarcerated them about one inch in diameter. 

"HELP! We're trapped in here!" he yelled through the opening, but there was no one on the other 

side to hear. They had been well into the warehouse when the walls had come tumbling in, and 

even if the sound of his voice could carry to the outside of the building, there would be no one 

there who could, or would, help. 

Better rest my voice, he thought. Never know when I might have to try again. 



Starsky knew that, in this neighborhood, it was very possible they could be trapped like this for 

days if he couldn't figure a way out. He silently crawled the perimeter of the pocket they had 

found themselves in. The area was about seven feet square, six of which was taken up by Hutch's 

inert form. He was just finishing feeling his way around the block and brick fragments which 

imprisoned them. His knee nudged up against something that gave way more than any brick 

every did. Stooping down, he felt the softness of a piece of cloth and followed it down to a cold, 

stiff arm protruding out from under it. 

"What a way to go!" Starsky said out loud. He didn't expect a response, nor did he get one from 

his partner. 

Got to check out Hutch, make sure he's all right. They hadn't had any flashlights with them, and 

Starsky doubted they would have worked if they had. One benefit of this old, decrepit building: 

floors, walls, ceiling, all had been made out of cement blocks or bricks. No wood anywhere. If he 

could find something that would burn, he could start a fire. He searched his pockets and Hutch's 

too, coming out with the two notebooks they had been keeping records in and several 

miscellaneous other pieces of scrap paper: chewing gum wrappers, tissues, and, unbelievably 

enough, the fortune from a fortune cookie they had had a week or so ago. 

How the hell did that get in there! 

Starsky remembered the fortune well: "A friend who is always there is a true treasure." 

How many times have Hutch and me proved that to each other. Well, guess this will have to be 

one more. 

He reached in the pocket of the worn, now filthy, overcoat he wore and pulled out a book of 

matches. He'd found them in the street earlier that day, but did not know what ever possessed 

him to pick them up. Starsky reached out to feel for Hutch's legs, not wanting the fire to get too 

close, and instead felt something hard. 

"Someone must be smiling down on us today, partner," he said out loud as he lifted Hutch's legs 

and found two more pieces of wood under them. Apparently one of the few crates that had been 

in the warehouse had broken up and pieces of it landed within their enclosure. He took all three 

pieces of wood and piled them a few feet from Hutch, piling the paper scraps and torn out 

notebook pages on top. Then he set the whole mess ablaze with the matches. 

The fire's flickering gave Starsky his first opportunity to really check out his partner. A large egg 

had developed on his forehead, easily explaining his unconscious state. He untangled Hutch's 

limbs and laid him flat, not wanting to move him any more than necessary. The blond head was 

tipped at an odd angle, so Starsky placed a gentle hand on each side of the face and moved it 

semi-perpendicular to the shoulders. As he moved, he felt it start to move, to push against the 

hands trying to move it. 

"Take it easy, partner. You just got knocked out. Seems we've been in a little earthquake." 

Starsky moved to within Hutch's field of vision as his eyes slowly opened. There was fear in 

them, and Starsky thought for a moment that he hadn't understood what he'd said. "It's okay, 

buddy. We're all right." Hutch's eyes calmed down, and the classic line flashed through Starsky's 



mind. "The eyes are the windows to the soul". If that was true, he wasn't sure what was in 

Hutch's soul right now. It was a look he had never seen before. 

"Come on, partner. Come back to me. Tell me 'we shoulda known better' or 'you saw it coming'." 

Hutch's continued silence was troubling, but his eyes seemed to be lucid. "Talk to me, partner. 

Awe, come on! There's no way you can blame me for this!" 

Starsky watched as Hutch's mouth moved, but nothing came out. He put his ear close to Hutch's 

lips, listening intently. 

"I'm here, partner," could barely be heard from Hutch's mouth. Starsky drew back and saw the 

smile on Hutch's face, the best indication that he knew he wasn't in any danger. A hand lifted and 

began toward the throat. As it drew near, Starsky noticed the distinct red line drawn from under 

one ear to the base of the other. He held Hutch's hand and, instead, touched the area himself. 

Hutch flinched, and when Starsky withdrew his hand, it was wet with blood. Not gushing blood, 

not life threatening, but an indication of something worse. He now noticed the indentation on the 

front of Hutch's throat, but managed to hide his reaction from his partner. 

"Hutch, can you talk?" 

"Yes," came a barely whispered reply. 

"I mean out loud. Can you talk any louder than that?" 

"No," another whisper. Hutch's face fell as the impact of it hit him. 

"You probably just need to rest your throat for awhile. Just sit there, stay warm, and I'll see if I 

can't get us out of here." By now the paper which served for kindling had already burned out, and 

the pieces of wood were fully fueling the fire. The smoke rose up, up, through what used to be 

the ceiling. 

Hutch watched in silence as Starsky went to the small hole where he could see the light sneaking 

in. The blond officer breathed heavily through both his nose and his mouth, and was just getting 

enough air in his lungs to avoid feeling light-headed. "Crushed trachea" he remembered from his 

college bio days. 

Never thought they'd be using that term to describe a condition of mine! 

He watched as Starsky studied the hole carefully. It was about thigh level, and by looking 

through it he could see the rest of the warehouse. The outer wall of the warehouse which the hole 

faced had completely fallen in, allowing plenty of light to come in as the sun rose. Hutch noticed 

Starsky's eyebrows jump up, a sure sign that his partner had an idea cooking. Starsky lay down 

on his back near and perpendicular to the wall, and lifted his legs so they rested against the pile 

of bricks which formed their prison. He pulled his knees up to his chest and abruptly shot out his 

legs, pounding the soles against the hole. 

"Maybe I can make this big enough to crawl through," he said. He pounded several more times, 

and both officers could hear the wall begin to rumble. "I think I got it!" Starsky screamed over 



the mounting noise. Then, instead of the offending section of their prison falling away, more 

debris suddenly fell in a torrent from the ceiling, further entombing them. The dust flew in their 

cavern, choking both officers. It became more difficult to breath through the clouds, and Starsky 

and Hutch's eyelids drooped and finally closed into unconsciousness. 

*************** 

All the lines on Captain Dobey's desk phone were lit. Officers and detectives from all over the 

city were reporting in, letting the department know their status and availability for duty in the 

emergency. He methodically went over the list of officers under his command which lay in front 

of him, filling in the status next to each name as they reported. No sooner did he hang up one line 

and go to the next than the recently vacated line was once again lit and asking for his attention. 

"I'm trained to be a cop, not a damned secretary!" he exclaimed. 

Slowly the phones returned to normal, and the Captain sat down to review his list. It was 

standard procedure in a state of emergency for all officers, on duty or off, to call in. Anyone not 

heard from had to be contacted and their status ascertained. He began going down the list, the 

hairs on the back of his neck already standing on end, because he knew of at least two officers 

he'd hadn't heard from. The remainder of the names on the list had checked in, so he turned his 

attention to the missing officers. 

"I swear, those boys could find trouble in Disneyland!" He knew that, if there was a possibility 

of it damaging their covers, they might bend the rules and not report in, even in this emergency. 

He wasn't ready to jump to the conclusion that they were hurt, but their not reporting in could 

also mean trouble on the case. Pushing his chair back, he stood up and walked to the far wall of 

his office, where a street map of the city was haphazardly taped to the wall. Dobey used a yellow 

hi-liter to circle the intersections in the city where the homeless were known to hang out, 

remembering how Starsky had mentioned they were near an intersection. 

As the yellow circles grew in number, Dobey became more and more worried about whether he'd 

be able to locate them at all. When there were ten circles on the map, he threw up his hands. 

"I give up! This is never going to work!" 

He went back to his desk and pulled a Rolodex out of his left desk drawer. This was a file he 

hardly ever used anymore--names and numbers of people, or more correctly informants, who had 

been helpful to him in the past and would possibly be in the future. Since taking the Captain's 

job, he seldom needed it any more, but he would no more get rid of it than he would his right 

arm. After over twenty years on the job, it was a part of him. 

Plus, you never know when you might need it! 

He rarely added to the file anymore, but five years ago he had added Huggy Bear's name when 

his boys had come to depend on the colorful man for help and information. He smiled as the term 

"boys" flashed through his mind. They were so much like sons to him, even though he really 

wasn't old enough to be their father. Errant schoolboys, the kind who, in the old days, would get 



sent to the principal's office for dipping little girls curls in ink wells. But, knowing his "boys", 

the girls were just as likely to kiss them than to get angry! 

He picked up the telephone and began to dial. 

"The Pits. Huggy Bear, Proprietor here!" 

"Huggy, this is Captain Dobey." 

"Hey, Captain! What's shakin'?" 

"Bad choice of words, wouldn't you say? I was hopin' you could tell me. Have you heard from 

Starsky or Hutch lately?" 

"'fraid not, Cap. Haven't heard or seen hide nor hair of the dynamic duo in at least three days. 

What's up?" 

"They were supposed to check in after the earthquake, but I haven't heard from 'em. That was an 

awfully big quake, and, to be honest, I'm worried." 

"I know what you mean. We're still picking up the pieces down here." 

"Can you at least tell me where they were gonna stakeout? And what were they wearing, what 

kind of threads did you get them? I can't go down there asking questions without knowing where 

"there" is or what they looked like." 

"Well, Captain, I'm not sure exactly where they were gonna go, but I do know it is somewhere 

near the Ohio Street Mission. Hutch was pretending to be a blind beggar, and Starsky was doing 

drunk impressions. The clothes were just what you'd see on an average street person. Really 

worn out and lots of layers." 

"Thanks, Hug. I'll let you know if I find them." 

"Hey, Cap, I expect to hear from you especially if you DON'T find them." 

"You got it! Be talking to ya." 

He hung up the telephone and stood up in one smooth motion. He locked his office, clocked out, 

and walked out of the station. Dobey noted the clock and realized he had been at the station all 

night. It was 4:30 in the morning, and the sun would be coming up soon. Near the door there was 

a candy machine, and for once the big man did not even consider stopping for a bite of 

something sweet. He did, however, catch a glimpse of himself reflected in the glass front of the 

machine. 

No one down there's gonna talk to me in a suit like this. Better stop home and change. 

Forty-five minutes later he kissed his wife and left his house, this time dressed in simple jeans 

and a shirt. Not too messy, but not too fancy either. People would find him easier to talk to this 

way he was certain. Dobey's wife, as well, had a worried look on her face, and for once it was 



not at the prospect of sending her husband off to a dangerous job. The entire Dobey family had 

become very close to the two missing officers in the past few years, coming to think of them as 

more a part of their family than lots of people who were really related. 

"Good luck, honey. Please find them and bring them back safe!" 

As Dobey climbed into his car, he thought about the time that Starsky and Hutch had actually put 

themselves in danger in order to help him when he and his family's lives had been threatened. 

Their generosity of spirit was beyond question and reason. They simply cared hard and loved 

hard once someone had earned a place in their lives. 

He imagined a world of things that could have happened to his officers to keep them from 

reporting in. He couldn't seem to shake them from his mind as he sped down the street into the 

freshly rising sun. 

****************** 

Starsky woke up first, opening one eye at a time to try to avoid a crude, harsh awakening. The 

fire had long since burned itself out, and the unconsciousness from the dust had led into a deep 

sleep. He realized that the fire was out, but was surprised when he had to squint when looking 

around. The sun was rising on the side of the building their hole was facing, sending a bright 

shaft of light into the hole. It was enough, surprisingly enough, to illuminate their entire prison. 

Wakefulness also brought the full ability to think, and he realized that Hutch was not yet awake. 

He knew that he would probably need more sleep, but still needed to assure himself that 

everything was okay. He crawled over to his blond friend and took his hand in his, placing his 

index and middle fingers on his wrist to check the pulse. It seemed at an appropriate rate, 

although he hadn't brought a watch and couldn't time it exactly. He checked the slice across 

Hutch's throat, and was slightly alarmed at the sight of the dust from the earthquake that had 

settled on, and was sealed to, the dried blood there. 

"How could I be so stupid," he said aloud. "That's a sure way to get infected." He thought for a 

second, then pulled the flask out of the pocket of the coat he was wearing. Starsky then 

unbuttoned his coat and reached around his back to the waistband of the worn slacks he wore. 

There he had concealed a clean handkerchief. He might be away from his mother, but he always 

remembered her telling him that a gentlemen never leaves the house without a clean 

handkerchief. He may not have remembered everything his mother taught him, but this was one 

thing that had definitely sunk in. 

Starsky poured some of the water out of the flask over Hutch's neck, cleaning the slice gently 

with a corner of the soft cloth. He then wet the cloth, squeezed out the excess, and wrapped the 

entire thing around Hutch's throat. Hutch began to stir at this point, but simply rolled his head in 

the other direction and went back to sleep. The motion had actually helped Starsky, since it gave 

him access to the back of Hutch's neck, where he tied the handkerchief in place. 

That done, Starsky sat back to wait for his partner to fully awaken. He watched Hutch for any 

sign, and actually began to doze himself. Scenes of a story an older neighbor boy had told him as 

a child began to flash through his dreams. He remembered the story well, a classic horror story 



about a man whose wife always wore a ribbon around her throat, much the way Hutch was 

wearing his handkerchief now. 24-hours a day she wore the ribbon, and it drove the husband 

crazy that he never saw her without it. One night while she slept, the curiosity became too strong 

to resist, and he crept up on her and removed the ribbon. 

Starsky jerked fully awake suddenly as the story ended. Only this time in the story, the body on 

the bed wasn't the man's wife's, but that of his blond partner. Yet just as in the story he 

remembered, when the ribbon was removed, the head rolled off the bed and across the floor, the 

ribbon being the only thing keeping it on! 

Starsky breathed heavily, his chest hurting with the full intake of each terrified breath. "Hell of a 

dream! Always hated that story!" 

His abrupt awakening, however, had awakened his partner, and Hutch propped his arms 

underneath him and pulled himself to a sitting position. He hesitated to speak, not sure what 

exactly would happen when he tried. 

Maybe my throat just needed time to rest, and everything's all right this morning. 

But something in the back of his mind kept him from really believing the hopeful thought. 

Starsky came and sat directly in front of him. 

"Hey, that scarf makes you look like a cowboy!" 

Hutch smiled at the remark, but began pulling at the makeshift bandage, meaning to remove it. 

"Don't take that off! You know how easy it would be to get an infection in here? I'm afraid that's 

one part that they couldn't amputate if you develop gangrene." He smiled in a desire to lift 

Hutch's spirits, but it didn't elicit a like response from his partner. "Come on, partner. Say 

something!" 

The look that flashed over his partner's face only lasted a moment. Most people wouldn't have 

seen it at all, but Starsky knew him too well. Fear had flashed in the blue eyes and over the 

sculptured features. Starsky answered his look with one of encouragement, and Hutch slowly 

opened his lips and tried for a word. 

"SSSSSSS"--it sounded like a snake, but all right. But then, since the letter "S" is made mostly 

by forcing air between the teeth, the sound didn't really tell them anything. 

"-tarsky," the remainder of the word came out, but only in a whisper. It had a little more volume 

than the night before, and Starsky did not have to lean close to hear what he said. But it was not 

his partner's normal silky voice. "Starsky," he tried again, but the results were no better. 

"At least you're talking, partner," Starsky responded. "Considering what you're throat looks like, 

you're lucky anythin's comin' out at all." 

Hutch sat back, dejected, not sure what to do. The face conveyed such unhappiness as Starsky 

hadn't seen in a long time. 



"Look, when we get out of here, we'll take you to a doctor and he'll fix your throat. You probably 

just need some cough medicine or somethin'." 

A whisper responded: "You mean IF we get out." 

"No, I mean "when". We'll get out, I promise. Even if I have to pretend to be a mole and dig my 

way out." 

"Just don't try that kicking idea again. Apparently this cocoon around us isn't real solid." It 

bothered Hutch that he had to whisper like this. 

"I'll tell you what, partner. I'm so sure that we're gonna get outta here that I promise when we do 

I'll treat you to the best New York Strip steak dinner you've ever had." 

"Wish we could have it now. I'm starved!" The exclamation lost some of its impact because of 

the low volume, but at that moment Starsky's growling stomach spoke up its agreement with the 

thought expressed by Hutch. 

"No sense dwellin' on what we can't have! I'm gonna get to work on maybe making this hole a 

little bigger." Hutch moved to his side and set to helping him, the four hands tugging and pulling 

at the cement pieces surrounding the hole. 

****************** 

Dobey walked into the Mission, immediately seeing the young man he had come to question. 

The dark hair and collar stood out in the crowd, even while he was busy trying to help some of 

the people gathered there. 

"Good morning, Kevin," he said, loud enough to be heard above the din. Father Kevin smiled at 

his approach, genuinely glad to see the portly police officer. 

"Well, hello, Captain. Great to see you again." 

Even though the young man was a Seminarian when Dobey first met him, he found it very 

difficult to think of him in the formal "Father" tone. He had first met him when the church where 

Kevin was interning was involved in an interfaith athletic league. The team that Father Kevin 

coached in volleyball, a group of young Catholic boys and girls, had had a match against the 

team from Dobey's church. Dobey genuinely respected and appreciated the way that the young 

priest dealt with the youths in his charge, and believed the young man had a true gift for it. At the 

time Dobey had hoped that Kevin's destiny was to be working with youth in the way he had seen 

him do at the match, but apparently that was not to be. No one was more surprised than the 

Captain when Father Kevin accepted a position at the mission. 

"I know you're busy, so I won't keep you. But, can we step in the kitchen for a moment?" 

The priest led the way to the kitchen, and once the door swung shut, turned to Dobey. "What do 

you need, Captain? I'll be glad to help in any way I can." 



"You can help a lot by telling me if you've seen Starsky or Hutch lately. They were undercover 

when the quake hit, and I haven't heard from them since." 

"I haven't seen them since the quake, Captain. But they did come in several times in the days just 

before it. I almost didn't recognize them, and, when I finally did, I was deathly afraid of blowing 

their covers. They came in and had a meal, then left. Didn't stop to talk to me at all." 

"Kevin, you didn't happen to notice which way they went when they left here, did you?" 

"Well, yeah. They walked out the Mission and turned right to walk along the side walk." 

"Thanks a lot, Kevin. If you see them, please call me." 

"Will-do, Cap. Bye and God Bless!" 

**************** 

About two hours and ten broken fingernails later, both officers sat back in exhaustion. They had 

pulled at the edges of the hole and had actually managed to get it enlarged to the side of the 

average cantaloupe, but the effort had left their hands sore and bleeding. It had also exhausted 

both men, each already weakened by their forced inactivity in such a cramped space. 

"Let's take a rest, huh, partner," Starsky said, winded. 

Hutch just nodded his agreement. He sat in the middle of the room and pulled his legs up until 

his heels touched the back of his thighs and rested his chin on his knees. It was an unusual 

position for Hutch, and Starsky was struck by how child-like it made his partner look. Starsky 

knew that Hutch was feeling particularly vulnerable, the body language alone told him that. The 

dark haired officer placed a hand of encouragement on his partner's shoulder, but stayed close to 

the hole, not wanting to miss anyone who might come walking by. So far, the area seemed 

completely deserted, and he neither saw nor heard anything. 

"It's startin' to get dark again. Let's get some sleep and try again in the morning." He stifled a 

yawn by covering his mouth, and when his hand touched the lips, he was reminded again how 

thirsty he was. His lips were dry and cracked--it had been almost two days now since they had 

had any water. He looked to Hutch, now starting to lie down, using his right arm as a pillow, and 

noticed he also was looking very dehydrated. He knew a person suffering from dehydration had 

little chance of healing properly, and he was again struck by Hutch's silence. The scarf around 

his neck was still present, but the water in the canister was long gone, used to keep the makeshift 

bandage moist. 

"Just get some rest, partner," he said as they both dozed off. "We'll get out in the morning." 

***************** 

Captain Dobey's sedan pulled up in front of The Pits, and he could see from the street that the bar 

was a flurry of activity. It was dark by now, and there was a steady stream of people going in and 

out. Some came in couples, looking for a drink, dinner, and a little diversion at the pool tables 



Huggy had in the back. But most came in by themselves. "Looking for a little action" was the 

term that came to the Captain's mind. People came to places like this at this time of the night to 

find companionship without commitment or obligation--to find a little diversion. The only time 

Dobey ever came to Huggy's was during the day, and then usually only when Starsky, Hutch, or 

both dragged him or met him there. 

He slammed the car door and walked through the front door. Two steps in, he stopped to let his 

eyes adapt to the darkness--it even seemed darker than it was outside. When he started to walk 

again, he scanned the bar, looking for the barkeep. Several people walked past him in the 

confined space, and he suddenly felt a hand grab, then pinch, his left buttock. 

"HEY!" he said, turning around. It had been many years and many pounds since anyone had seen 

fit to pay that kind of attention to him, and it took him very much off guard. The last person who 

had passed him, a rather attractive, thirty-ish woman, turned at his shout and returned to him. 

"You free the rest of the night?" she said in a silky tone. When he failed to respond, she showed 

her teeth, like a jungle cat surveying its prey. "I just love a man with a lot of bulk!" she said 

through clenched teeth. 

"I'm sorry, Miss. I'm only here on business. Besides, I doubt my wife would like it!" 

"Why don't you invite her along?" 

"I don't think so," was the Captain's final reply, before walking away, shaking his head in 

amazement as he went. 

He spied Huggy from across the room, coming up from the back carrying a case of liquor. He 

made a bee-line for him, trying his best to avoid anyone else. 

"Captain, my dear Captain," Huggy said as Dobey took a stool in front of the bar. This certainly 

isn't your neck of the woods?" 

"Just wanted to see if you'd heard anything more on Starsky or Hutch. I've been up and down the 

area where I thought they might be, but either no one is talking or no one's seen them. Think you 

could put your feelers out in the area down by the Ohio Street Mission. The Father there says 

they were in a few times over the last few days, so apparently they were in that area. I've spent 

the last six hours covering that territory, but no sign." 

"Captain, ain't this s'posed to be your day off?" 

"Some things transcend even days off, Hug." For a moment the a look passed between these two 

very different men, each acknowledging wordlessly how much they both loved the missing duo. 

"Why don't you go home for the night. I'll call you if I find out anythin'." 

"Thanks, Huggy. Ya got my home number?" At Huggy's nod, "Good. I'll be talkin' to you." 

******************* 



It was just before dawn, six hours since a restless Starsky and Hutch had managed to finally fall 

fully asleep. Both men lay in their cavern. Hutch had, at some point, rolled onto his back, lying 

flat on the ground. Now his head began to rock back and forth from left to right and back again, 

in the throws of a dream, or actually a nightmare. 

He and Starsky were hiking through the woods. Typically, Starsky had fallen behind, 

complaining about the trail, his feet hurting, the fresh air, and the idea of hiking in general. After 

a particularly loud complaint, they both stopped where they were to rest, separated by about 

twenty feet of trail. Suddenly, Hutch heard a very distinct, unmistakable sound, and looked up to 

see a mountain lion poised to strike Starsky from a boulder-perch above and to Starsky's right. 

For some reason, his partner hadn't heard the noise, and was still sitting, adjusting his hiking 

boots, completely oblivious to the danger. Hutch opened his mouth to yell a warning, but he was 

unable to utter a sound. His feet were frozen on the trail, keeping him from running to his 

partner, so he tried again to shout a warning. Nothing again. He stood on the spot and watched as 

the lion leaped, landing on Starsky, tearing at fabric and flesh with incisors designed just for that 

purpose. Starsky struggled and screamed, an ear piercing scream Hutch'd never heard him make 

before. Then the screaming stopped, and the lion turned to him with his fangs and lips dripping 

with Starsky's blood. Then the cat bent down again, this time wrapping his jaws around Starsky's 

neck. 

With a jerk Hutch sat bolt upright, Starsky doing likewise, either from the sound or from the 

unexplained connection he knew existed between himself and his partner. He looked over to 

Hutch. The blue eyes were wide as saucers and his chest heaved in and out with the turmoil 

going through his mind. Hutch knew the dream and what it meant--being in a position and being 

unable to save Starsky's life. He had similar dreams often, especially when Starsky's life was in 

danger. He didn't understand why it would choose to happen again now, since, other than 

starving, Starsky's life wasn't in danger. 

"You okay, partner?" Starsky looked concerned. Hutch didn't respond, but Starsky understood. 

He sat down beside Hutch and put his arm around his shoulders, waiting for the heaving breaths 

to stop. Both officers had gotten used to the nightmares which often accompanied their job, but it 

never made it easier to have them or to watch as their partner did. 

By the time Hutch's breaths slowed the sun was beginning to shine through their "porthole to the 

world". 

"Maybe today someone will come by, partner," Starsky remarked encouragingly. "How's the 

voice. Any better?" 

Hutch made an attempt to speak and got out a quiet "I don't know". At these words, though, they 

both knew that it wasn't any better. 

"I'd better check your bandage," Starsky said. "Need to be sure there ain't any infection or 

bleedin'." Hutch lifted his chin slightly, allowing Starsky access to the bandanna he had so 

hastily placed there. Strong hands reached around the back of his neck and untied the knot he'd 

placed there. Starsky pulled it gently away, being extra careful not to tear the scabbing where the 

cloth was stuck to the dried blood. 



Starsky let out the breath he had been holding as he finally pulled it completely away from 

Hutch's neck. The scar looked awful, large, sore--as though someone had drawn a knife across 

the white skin there. He wondered for a quick moment exactly what kind of wire or thread the hit 

men had used to make such a mark. Then the thought was discarded. Luckily, there was no sign 

of infection or additional bleeding, so Starsky replaced the handkerchief and again knotted it 

around the back of Hutch's throat. 

After retying the knot, Starsky dropped his arms back to his sides. "Are you as weak as I am? I 

wouldn'ta believed I could feel so tired right after sleeping. Hutch nodded and closed his eyes a 

moment. When he reopened them, he was surprised at how heavy the lids felt. 

"Starvation," Hutch whispered. "Or dehydration. Maybe both. Somebody better find us soon, 

buddy!" 

The urgency in his words conveyed through the quiet voice, but, since there wasn't anything else 

to be done, they sat with their backs against the wall created by the quake and just rested. 

********************** 

"STARSKY! HUTCHINSON!" 

Starsky awoke again, the only part of the dream he remembered being the hearing of his name 

called. He wished he could remember what the dream was about. It seldom happened that he 

didn't because most of them were so vivid. Even the good ones, and those were few and far 

between. 

Then, suddenly, "STARSKY!" It was the same voice as in his dream, but he was awake! Now 

that he thought about it, it was Dobey's voice. 

"Thank God!" he said aloud. He turned to his left and shook Hutch. The blue eyes opened, then 

opened wider as the Captain once again called to them. 

"WE'RE HERE, CAPTAIN," Starsky yelled. 

"I can hear you," Dobey yelled, "but I'm not sure where you are! Keep on yelling until I can get a 

fix on you." 

Dobey moved down the alley, then through the opening where the doorway to the warehouse had 

been. Ten feet into the building he came upon another obstruction, a "wall" obviously made by 

the quake, with a hole about eight inches in diameter. He stood and watched as a hand, a very 

familiar hand, reached out to him through the hole. 

"I'd know that ring anywhere! Starsky, are you in there?" The question was rhetorical, but he 

asked it anyway. 

"Of course it's me! Who'd you think? Could you please get me and Hutch outta here? We've been 

stuck for two days!" 



"You got it! I'll go call for some help--we'll have you out of there in no time." 

Rescue vehicles arrived, and the sounds they made gave Hutch and Starsky some comfort in 

knowing that they'd be free soon. "Move as far as you can from the opening," the fire rescue 

captain ordered, and both officers shifted positions to the very back of the makeshift room. 

Hooks and jacks were put in place and human and mechanical strength joined to pull out the side 

of the cavern, suddenly dousing the duo with sunlight they weren't accustomed to. Starsky 

crawled out first, squinting his eyes in order to see Dobey, waiting for them on the other side. 

Dobey rushed to his side. It was fortunate he was there, because as soon as Starsky pushed 

himself to his feet, he immediately collapsed again, his knees turning to jello. Dobey caught him 

before he could hit the ground, and support him until the paramedics he had had the good sense 

to call could take Starsky from him. 

"I don't need no help!" Starsky insisted, trying weakly to push them away. "Help Hutch first." 

"We will, don't worry," the men replied, but still led him to the back of the ambulance. Hutch 

was even weaker than Starsky, and he didn't even make the effort to stand up. He crawled to the 

side and Dobey and one of the returned paramedics lifted him by the arms and led him to 

Starsky's side. Both men were shortly sitting on the back of the open ambulance. IV's were 

started with the fluid they needed to rehydrate their systems. 

"Check Hutch's neck!" Starsky insisted. No one up till now had even realized that the 

handkerchief tied there served as anything more than part of Hutch's disguise, but the look on 

Hutch's face told them that what Starsky had said was no joke. The medic closest to Hutch didn't 

even bother trying to untie it. He quickly pulled out his scissors, a pair especially made for this 

kind of situation, reaching around to the back of Hutch's neck with them, and cut the scarf off. 

He gently pulled it away, and Starsky, Hutch, and Dobey all saw the astonished look on his face 

when he saw the cut there. 

"Officer Hutchinson," he said after a few moments, "I think you'd better lie down." He kept his 

voice level, and Hutch didn't object. When he lay on the stretcher, the paramedics had a better 

opportunity to view the damage done at the blond officer's throat. They whispered between each 

other, not letting anyone else hear what they were discussing. Then one of the white-dressed men 

took some fresh gauze and salve and treated the slice as best they could. "Does it hurt when I do 

this?" he asked as he applied the salve. 

"No, not too much," Hutch whispered. 

The medics exchanged a look. "Would you repeat that louder, please?" 

""Fraid I can't," another whisper, no louder than the first. "Been trying for two and a half days, 

since that scum did this, but it's not gettin' any better." 

"That's okay, it's gonna be all right." He turned to Dobey. "We're ready to take them in now." 

Starsky wasn't exactly thrilled at the prospect of going to the hospital, but Hutch was going, 

needed to go, and he would have followed his best friend to the gates of hell if that was what it 

led to. Hutch was still lying down inside, so Starsky climbed in to sit beside him. One of the 



paramedics followed, and the other stayed behind to secure the doors before going up front to 

drive. 

"I'll follow you in," Dobey shouted after them, not knowing for sure whether they heard him or 

not. "At least they're alive," he spoke more to himself than anyone else, and went to get in his car 

to go take care of his boys. 

Dobey paced the hospital waiting room. I've been here so many times, he thought. But then, I 

was only worrying about one of them. This time, it's both of them! 

"No, not the first time," Dobey answered himself out loud. "There was that time they crashed the 

Torino together." He felt his face get hot as he grasped the memory and held onto it. "Damned 

fake amnesia. If they ever pull somethin' like that again, I swear I'll..." 

The Captain's voice faded into silence; he couldn't even hold onto his remembered anger at the 

pair. They were always there for him, and this time he was going to be there for them, 100%. He 

took two more steps, then finally settled himself into one of the plentiful but very uncomfortable 

chairs. 

He wasn't in the chair more than a minute when a woman in white approached him. He had been 

hanging his head, and only noticed her when her white shoes came into his field of view. 

"Captain Dobey?" she queried. 

"Yeah, I'm Dobey." 

"The doctor said you can see your men now. They insisted we put them into a room together, 

even though there was enough room for each of them to have a private one. They're in Room 

218, and the doctor is with them." 

"Are they gonna be okay?" 

"I'll let the doctor explain that, Captain." 

He gave up trying to elicit information from the nurse, and followed her down the corridor to a 

room on the right with a "218" plaque above it. 

The first sight that greeted him upon walking over the threshold was a hugely smiling Starsky. 

He looked like the proverbial "cat that ate the canary", and Harold Dobey could easily see why. 

He still had an IV hooked up, but on a tray in front of him sat a large glass of milk, another of 

juice, and the biggest plate of hamburgers and fries he'd ever seen. 

"How in the hell did you ever convince the staff to let you have that?" 

"Well, Cap'n, they told me it was important for me to build up my strength and eat, so I simply 

explained to them that I could eat a lot more and regain my strength if they'd let me have 

something I wanted. Actually, the burger was a compromise. I really wanted a burrito!" 



At this, the nurse stepped in, a pretty young woman with blond hair pinned underneath her 

nurses' cap. "Don't let him fool you, Captain. We only gave in so we could get him out of here 

that much sooner. He won't leave us nurses alone!" 

Dobey turned to Starsky who had a mischievous grin on his face. The dark haired man simply 

shrugged his shoulders--he couldn't deny the truth. 

"Speaking of the doctor, where is he?" Dobey's voice questioned. In response, the curtain that 

had been pulled behind Starsky's bed was pushed back to reveal the doctor, another nurse, and 

Hutch, lying propped up in an identical bed to the one his partner was in. 

The distinguished looking man approached him, his hand stretched out. Dobey took it as the 

doctor said, "Hello, Captain. I'm Dr. McCoy." Dobey smiled and the man cut off his next words. 

"Please, no more Star Trek jokes!" Both men laughed, but the black man did not deny his intent 

to make one. 

"How are they doing, Doctor?" he uttered instead. 

The doctor walked to stand beside Starsky's bed. "Well, as you've probably guessed, Detective 

Starsky is quickly on his way to recovery. I'll probably release him sometime mid-day tomorrow. 

His only injuries were the dehydration and starvation from being trapped for so long, but it 

seems he's perfectly capable of fighting these conditions on his own." 

"Tell me about it!" Dobey responded. He looked away for a moment, and didn't notice the rather 

undignified face Starsky made at him when his face was turned. Hutch, however, hadn't missed 

it, and did his best to stifle a grin. "What about Hutchinson?" The captain looked to Hutch, 

noticing that, although he was slightly paler than usual and looked very tired, he looked all right. 

The impression was belied, however, by the white bandage encircling his neck. He also noticed 

that, while Starsky was allowed to have food, Hutch only had tube-feeding. Knowing what 

hospital food was like, Dobey wondered if it was by order or by choice. 

The doctor turned again and walked beside Hutch. "I'm afraid his case is a little more 

complicated. We need to do some more tests to see what is up with his throat, but he'll probably 

only be in here an extra day, until the following morning. That's why he can't have any solid 

food--it'll interfere with the test results." 

"The next morning sounds good," Dobey responded. "Wouldn't want these two going through 

separation anxiety at being split up for more than a few hours. Well, boys, since it seems you're 

gonna be okay, think I'll head home. It'll feel good to actually get some sleep for a change. 

Besides, my wife's been calling to check on you every half hour--I need to give her a live report. 

Goodnight!" And with that, he turned and left the room. 

******************** 

It was long after lights-out at the hospital, and Starsky and Hutch sat in their darkened room. 

Both men were still awake, and Starsky kept a constant stream of discussion going. He felt an 

overwhelming need to do everything he could to stay awake--he wanted to avoid another of the 

dreams that haunted his subconscious. Actually, discussion wasn't exactly the correct word, since 



Starsky was doing most of the talking, with Hutch breaking in only every now and then to make 

a whispered point. 

"So I told her, 'Look, lady, you're the one who ran your shopping cart into me, so don't be 

blaming me for this traffic accident.' But she just stood there. Honest, Hutch, I almost wanted to 

pull out my badge and give her a ticket for unsafe operation of a deadly vehicle!" 

When no response came when he expected one, he turned and lifted his head, checking on 

Hutch. The blond head lolled to one side, but regular breaths could be heard coming and going. 

"He fell asleep on me!" Starsky said, nearly incredulous. Then his face softened and he lowered 

his voice. "Good night, partner. Sleep tight!" and with that he lowered the head end of his bed, 

rolled over on his side, and likewise went to sleep. 

******************* 

Eleven o'clock the next day came quickly for the blond detective, but not quickly enough for his 

curly haired partner. Two significant things were scheduled for 11:00: Starsky was to be 

released, an event to which Starsky awaited with increasing impatience. "Sure don't make the 

time go faster when they get ya up at the crack of dawn," he remarked. 

As eager as Starsky was for the awaited hour to approach, Hutch was inversely unhappy about 

seeing it come. Eleven was also the scheduled time for his tests to start, and Hutch had been 

through enough tests to know he wasn't going to enjoy it. He also hated the idea that his partner 

would be leaving without him. 

At 10:30 a knock came at the door, and Captain Dobey and Huggy Bear both poked their heads 

into the room. "Everybody decent in here?" Huggy called. 

"I haven't been "decent" a day since my Barmizvah," Starsky joked. While still in hospital 

clothes, he had taken to pacing the room waiting to be released. Hutch watched him walk back 

and forth, eight steps down, eight steps back, knowing that each step brought them closer to a 

short but meaningful separation. 

Dobey stood with both his hands hid behind his back. "Got something for ya, Starsky." 

"Ya brought me donuts?" Starsky said with round eyes. 

"No, not that! Only these." He pulled his large hands from behind his back and held Starsky's 

very favorite jeans, a colorful T-shirt, and a pair of Adidas. Starsky practically grabbed the pile 

from him, headed for the bathroom to get dressed. He took two steps and, in his haste, had to 

stop to pick up the socks and underwear that had been concealed inside the T-shirt. After they 

were retrieved, he ducked inside the bathroom. 

"Wouldn't want you to think we'd forgot about you, Hutch," Dobey said. He reopened the door 

and reached into the hallway, then opened the door to its full extent to pull in a large bundle of 

multi-colored balloons. "Hope these brighten your day." It didn't appear that the balloons were 

lifting the young detective's spirits any, so he went on. "Don't forget, you'll only be in here 

another night, and you'll get out, too!" 



"I know," Hutch whispered, even quieter than what seemed to be his best voice. But he still 

looked dejected. Huggy and Dobey looked at each other, then gave up trying to cheer up Room 

218's only remaining patient. 

"Don't take it personally, Captain," Starsky yelled from behind the bathroom door. "He's just 

unhappy because he's gotta have some tests." Starsky emerged a moment later fully dressed 

except for the sneakers he held in his hand. He sat on the edge of the bed and began to lace them 

up. He had just finished tightening the last knot when the doctor and two nurses with wheelchairs 

came into the room. 

"I know it's not quite eleven yet," Dr. McCoy smiled, "but since you both seem ready, I guess 

we'll get an early start." Starsky looked over to his partner, sitting dejectedly in bed, and back to 

the waiting medical staff and their two best friends. 

"Could you guys give us a minute? I just need to talk to Hutch before I go." 

Respecting their privacy, the entire circus left the room, shutting the door behind them, and 

waited in the hallway. 

"What time did the Doc say he'd have your test results?" 

"About 8:00," Hutch responded hesitantly. "Would you.... Would you mind coming back to be 

here about then?" At Starsky's confused look, he went on. "I'm just a little worried." 

"Don't worry, partner. I'll be here, guaranteed. I'm sure everything is gonna be just fine. Think 

you can hang in there without me?" 

Hutch smiled. "I think I can manage, Daddy." 

"Okay, I'll see ya later, then." And with that he pulled open the door. "Let's get to it, Doc," he 

called. The first nurse stepped forward with the wheelchair, and Starsky awkwardly climbed into 

it. He knew the hospital routine, but still hated the mandatory ride to the door. As they wheeled 

him away, he called out, "see you in awhile, partner!" 

Once Starsky was gone, the second nurse approached Hutch, and he climbed out of bed. A 

moment later he realized exactly what he looked like and grabbed a light robe to cover the rather 

scanty hospital gown he wore. His expression was sullen as she pushed the chair out of the room. 

Huggy and Dobey each said good-bye with a parting squeeze on his shoulders, then they were 

gone and he was alone with what was to come. 

******************** 

The hospital corridors were darker than they had been this morning--the natural sunlight no 

longer leaked in along the windows and through the open doors to the rooms. Starsky walked 

slowly down the halls, headed for Hutch's room. 

God, I hate hospitals! 



If it wasn't for the fact that his best friend was here, he wouldn't even come to see the nurses. The 

antiseptic smell invaded his nostrils and they flared out slightly. He felt sorry for the forlorn 

figures in some of the rooms. Patients who didn't get visitors and didn't have the flowers and 

balloons that always adorned his or Hutch's rooms whenever they were required to be here. 

He stopped once again at the door marked "218". He took a deep breath and plastered his best 

cocky smile on his face. His hand pressed down on the lever handle and in to open the door. He 

didn't have the door more than six inches open when he stopped. He was greeted with darkness 

and total silence in the room. Even if Hutch can't talk, he thought, I thought he'd at least have the 

TV or a radio on. 

He continued pushing the door, trying to be more quiet than before in case Hutch was asleep. 

"I'm awake," he heard a whisper. He walked slowly into the room, not sure whether the slowness 

in his steps was out of care not to bang his legs on the furniture or fear in seeing Hutch quite this 

way. He approached the bed, and even in the darkness, he could see that Hutch was sitting up, 

with the head end of the bed cranked up to an almost 90-degree angle. 

"Why you sitting here in the dark, partner?" 

"Just thinkin'. Didn't need the lights to do that, did I?" A moment passed when Starsky had 

nothing to say. "Hey, turn on the lights, will ya. The doctor's gonna be here any time now." 

Starsky pushed a button and the lighting level in the room came up to normal level. Hutch 

squinted a moment, and his pupils reduced to pinpricks as they adjusted to the new light. He 

focused on Starsky's face. 

"Thanks for coming," he said, and looked quickly away, attempting to hide the obvious 

dependence in his face. Starsky came over and sat on the bed next to Hutch. He looked down and 

saw his normally serene partner energetically drumming his fingers on the bed, eager to hear the 

test results and get out of the hospital. A slightly darker-skinned hand reached over to rest on the 

lighter one, stopping the drumming at once. 

"I'll always be here, partner." The fingers didn't even try to start their thrumming again, and 

Starsky felt the tension-hardened muscles relax a little under his. 

At that moment, Dr. McCoy entered with Hutch's medical chart tucked under his arm. Both 

officers studied his face, but there was no hint of anything to be seen there. He stood at the food 

of the bed, not saying anything for a few moments. 

"For God's sake!" Starsky hollered. "Tell us something!" 

"Okay, I will. Officer Hutchinson, can I presume that you still want to have Starsky here while I 

give you your results?" At Hutch's nod, he went on. "We've finished all the tests we can, and I 

wish I could say that the difficult part was over but it's not. It seems you have a bit of a choice to 

make, but what you choose is entirely up to you." And your partner here, he added inside his 

mind. 



"You have two options to choose between regarding the status of your voice. If you choose to do 

nothing at all, your voice will quite probably remain the way it is the rest of your life. It won't get 

any worse, but then again it won't get any better either." Hutch's head dropped a little, and at the 

slight change, Starsky stepped in. 

"What's the second choice? We gotta have all the facts, after all." 

"The second option is surgery. If this surgery is successful, you could regain full use of your 

voice, as if nothing ever happened." Hutch raised his face in hope, and leaned up off the bed 

toward the doctor. 

"Sounds good, Doc," he said. 

"Wait, let me finish, Ken. I said it could, only could, restore your voice. But I also have to warn 

you of the risks involved. Of course, there are the traditional dangers of any surgery: anesthesia, 

blood loss, infection. But with this case there is also an additional risk. There is a chance that the 

surgery could fail. If this happens, if you choose the surgery and it fails, you will most probably 

lose what little voice you have. Do you understand what I'm saying? I'm talking about the 

possibility of your becoming totally mute. The decision you have to make is, "Is it worth the 

risk?". 

"Now," he went on, "you don't have to make your decision tonight. I'm still going to release you 

in the morning like I promised. But I need your final decision by Friday. That gives you four 

days to think, talk it over with friends and family, and make your decision." He stopped, having 

run out of things to say. He was proud of the way his patient seemed to be taking the news, yet 

knew he really had no right to feel this way. Then he noticed Starsky's hand still resting on 

Hutch's, and could almost see the vibrant strength that flowed from the standing figure to the one 

in the bed. Maybe the choice won't be so hard, he thought, with a friend that great to help you. 

"I'll see you in the morning. Get some sleep." He then noticed that the hospital bed next to 

Hutch's was still unoccupied. "If you'd like, Detective Starsky, you can sleep in that empty bed. 

There won't be anyone admitted tonight anyway." 

"I might just do that. Thanks, Doc," Starsky said as the doctor left the room, shutting the door 

behind him. The door wasn't shut more than a few seconds when it reopened again and a white 

clad feminine figure came in. The woman silently handed Hutch a small paper cup with two 

small pills inside and then poured him a glass of water from the pitcher by the bed. Hutch for 

once didn't object, and downed the pills with due haste. The nurse watched until she was sure he 

had swallowed the pills, then turned on her heals and left. 

"Sleeping pills," Hutch said. "I really hate these things, but then, the sooner the night's over, the 

sooner I get to go home." He didn't seem ready yet to discuss the choice the doctor had just given 

him, and Starsky did not force the point. He stood by Hutch's side, his hand still resting on his 

partners, until he finally dozed off. Then he turned and headed out the door. His hand was on the 

door handle when he heard Hutch stir. Then, thinking twice, he came back and lay on the bed 

next to Hutch's. He lay on his side facing the now still figure of his partner, determined to keep 

comfort with him through the night. 

******************* 



The orderly came in first thing in the morning, at the crack of dawn, in fact, with two trays of 

breakfast for the men. Apparently, the doctor had informed the staff of the possibility that there 

would be another guest in that room, and the orderly had come prepared. 

"Rise and shine, boys!" 

Starsky sat upright quickly, smelling the food on its way in. "Breakfast! Great, I'm starved." 

Hutch stirred, rolled over, and finally sat up, rubbing the sleep and the remainder of the pills out 

of his eyes. The orderly sat the trays in front of each man and left. Starsky dug in quickly, but 

Hutch just sat staring at the tray. "I really don't want this." 

He looked up and had to smile at the look on Starsky's face. "Yeeeccchhh! This smells great, but 

it's awful! Take my recommendation, partner. Pass on the breakfast." He pushed the tray away 

from him, and the occupants of both beds satisfied themselves with the orange juice that had 

come on their trays. After it was gone, Starsky quickly jumped out of bed. Then he noticed that 

Hutch was staring at him. 

"What you lookin' at, buddy?" 

"You slept in your clothes?!" 

"Of course I did. I didn't exactly come prepared to spend the night, ya know." 

 

Hutch's look said that he was glad Starsky had stayed, and Starsky understood without him 

having to put it into words. 

"Just think," Starsky said while trying to smooth some of the wrinkles out of the jeans he was 

wearing. "In just a few hours, they're gonna release ya and you can go home." 

"Can't wait," Hutch responded, but he didn't sound excited and Starsky could hardly blame him. 

He sat down on Hutch's bed. 

"C'mon, Hutch, talk to me. Tell me what you're thinkin' about this operation thing!" 

"I do want to talk to you about it, but I don't think I can take doing it here. We'll go over it when 

I get home." 

Starsky understood and took him at his word to bring up the subject again later. 

Hutch reached into the table beside his bed and pulled out a deck of cards. "How about some gin 

to waste the time?" His first thought had been poker, but "draw two" and "ante up" would just 

have drawn attention to a condition he'd like to momentarily forget. This way, the only thing he 

had to say was "gin", and he planned to say it often. 

"Wish we had the monopoly board," Starsky added as he dealt. "I'd be a shoe-in to beat you in 

that!" 



The championship gin match went on for three hours, with many of the hospital staff who had 

duty on their floor stopping in during their breaks to watch the competition. At the end of the 

three hours, Hutch laid down his final "gin", and the six hospital personnel who had squeezed in 

the room clapped at a hand well-played. Starsky tallied the final score and proclaimed Hutch the 

winner by a meager five points--a respectable showing from both men's points of view. 

The nurses and orderlies filed out of the room, and Starsky piled the cards and wrapped a rubber 

band around them. Then he looked at his watch. "Ten o'clock, partner. One hour until 

emancipation! What do you think, you ready for a shower?" 

Hutch nodded, he did that a lot lately even though he could talk, and headed for the bathroom. 

He pulled up short two steps from the bathroom door. "Wait a minute. What am I gonna wear 

home? I was planning on calling you this morning to ask you to bring some clothes from my 

place. Your staying here last night messed that up." 

"Have no fear," Starsky spoke up, "Starsky's here! Don't worry your pretty, blond head, partner. 

I've got it taken care of. I called Huggy last night and asked him to go to your place and pick up 

something 'appropriate'. He and Dobey should be here any second." 

Sure enough, less than a minute later there was a rap on the door and their friend stuck his head 

in. "Everyone decent?" he asked. 

"We already did that one, Huggy," Starsky said, and Hutch laughed. 

Huggy stepped into the room with a grocery bag tucked under each arm. The first he handed to 

Hutch, still standing silhouetted in the bathroom doorway. Hutch went into the bathroom and 

shut the door half-way, still allowing him to hear the discussion going on out in the room. 

"Ya know," Huggy said. "I've been in the hospital before. And there is one thing I remember 

most about it." He pulled out the other bag and produced two large Styrofoam containers. He 

handed one to Starsky who opened it, smelling the contents greedily. 

"Bacon & eggs, hash browns, toast, and jam! Huggy, you're a Godsend!" He sat down and began 

to hungrily devour the unauthorized breakfast, as if, if he at it quickly enough, it wouldn't be 

confiscated by the "hospital police". "Hurry up, Hutch," he called into the bathroom. In case you 

haven't smelled it already, our guardian angel here has brought us breakfast. Hutch didn't 

respond, but Starsky knew he had heard him. The movements from in the shower suddenly 

became much faster, and he could hear the fast tempo the soap had as it glided over Hutch's 

body. 

Five minutes later the patient emerged fully dressed, and looking much happier. The jeans 

Huggy had chosen looked nearly new and still had the creases down the front. Huggy had wisely 

chosen a long-sleeved, button-down shirt that he could leave open at the collar to accommodate 

his bandage. His hair, though still wet, had been towel dried and combed into its customary style. 

Uncommonly for him, he, also, dove into the food with vigor; but upon opening the package 

Huggy handed him, he found more than he expected. Instead of the same breakfast the black man 

had brought to Starsky, Hutch's care package included whole wheat toast, a half of a muskmelon, 

and wheat pancakes lightly sprinkled with natural brown sugar. 



"Thanks alot, Hug!" he said energetically. Huggy responded by handing his friend a fork, spoon, 

and table knife, handle first. Hutch grabbed them with almost too much haste and also happily 

dug in. 

It took them barely five minutes each to finish their meals--This morning's breakfast was the first 

time the doctor had allowed Hutch to eat, and Starsky hadn't had anything "good" to eat since the 

night before. "If even that can be considered food," Starsky muttered. At five minutes before 

eleven, Dr. McCoy and Dobey walked in together, a nurse bringing up the rear with the release 

forms and the ever-present wheelchair. 

"Checkout time, Ken!" the doctor called. "It should make you two happy to know that the 

administration called earlier and asked me specifically when the two of you would be getting out 

of here. They said you were disrupting the staff and the operation of the hospital. So I'm obeying 

orders and kicking you out!" 

"You oughta see what they can do to a squad room!" This from Dobey, who had lots of 

experience to speak from. 

As Hutch was escorted through the hospital corridors many members of the staff stopped to 

wave their good-byes, and many of the nurses came to say more personal farewells, laying a 

hand on the blond officer's shoulder or back. Many of them were young and attractive, and 

obviously found this particular patient very desirable. But Hutch had too much on his mind to 

really realize it, so each one walked away a little sad. 

Starsky was also a little depressed, mostly at the lack of attention he was getting. He greatly 

admired the people who worked in hospitals--was not sure he could ever do it himself. He 

watched one smiling nurse walk away and thought, they spend their whole days with sickness 

and pain, disease and death, and yet they still have the strength to smile! Then his glance strayed 

to his partner in the chair, and his sadness at being put aside was replaced by feelings of guilt at 

his momentary selfishness. 

The nurse pushing the wheelchair, whose badge said "Christine", accompanied them to the 

sidewalk outside of the hospital. As soon as she brought the rolling chair to a halt, Hutch stood 

up with undue haste, eager to be rid of it. She pushed the chair aside, smiled her good-bye. Then, 

on the spur of the moment, she quickly took two steps forward, stood on her toes, and gave 

Hutch a light kiss on his cheek. Before he could react, she was gone, back through the doors of 

the hospital. 

Starsky, Huggy, and Dobey all stood in silence, not daring to comment on the display they'd just 

seen. 

"Hey, I gotta get back to The Pits," Huggy said suddenly. "If you're gonna be home later, I'll stop 

by and check up on ya." 

"I can guarantee they'll be home," Dobey cut in. "Because I'm giving you two," he turned to face 

Starsky and Hutch, "the rest of the day off to rest up. But I expect to see you at the station first 

thing tomorrow morning." 



Hutch turned to Starsky as Huggy walked away. "Where's your car parked?" 

"That's okay, partner. I'll pull it around." And before Hutch could add another word, he was off 

and out of earshot. Left alone, Dobey could see that Hutch wanted to say something, but the 

Captain wasn't sure what. 

"What's on your mind, Hutchinson?" 

"Captain, there's something I need to know. Can I, exactly the way I am now, still be on the 

force? I don't mean some desk job or position in acquisitions, but a regular, on-the-streets cop?" 

"Well . . ." Dobey started. 

"I want the truth, Cap." Hutch interrupted. 

"Okay, Hutchinson, I'll give you the truth. Right now, in your current condition, yes, you can be 

active on the force. But if it was any worse, if your voice was damaged any more than it is, the 

answer would be different. The Commissioner would never allow you to continue on the streets." 

He slapped his arm around Hutch's shoulders. "But since it's not, you've got nothing to worry 

about." Dobey was not aware of the choice Hutch had before him, and that was just the way 

Hutch wanted it when he questioned his captain. He didn't want Dobey to influence him with 

anything but the facts. 

At that moment, Starsky pulled the Torino, tires squealing, around a curve in the hospital 

driveway and braked to a stop with the passenger-side door exactly in front of his partner. Dobey 

kept his left arm around Hutch's shoulders and reached forward to open the door with his right, 

escorting Hutch into the interior. "Can I presume you'll be at Hutch's? Just in case, mind you." 

Starsky looked to Hutch, as they really hadn't made any plans, and when the blond head nodded 

once, Starsky answered, "on the money, Cap," and sped away, leaving Dobey to look after them. 

*********************** 

Supper time was quickly approaching in the apartment in Venice, and Hutch stood at the counter 

chopping vegetables for a salad while Starsky pulled two beers from the refrigerator. He stood in 

front of the ice box with one in each hand when something came to mind. 

The Doc gave Hutch a prescription. And you're not supposed to have alcohol with prescription 

medicine. He stopped and set one bottle back on the shelf, grabbing instead a bottle of spring 

water. Then he had a second thought about the remaining beer in his hand. Hutch probably really 

wants this. Would be cruel to drink it in front of him. So he placed the second bottle next to the 

first and opted instead for a root beer soda. 

Starsky set the drinks on the small kitchen table, then pulled plates from the cupboards and 

flatware from a drawer next to the sink. Hutch finished the salad, pulled the formerly frozen 

lasagna from the oven, and both officers sat down silently to eat. 

"You thinking about what the doctor said?" Starsky muttered around a mouthful of salad. 



"Yeah, 'fraid so. You remember when you went to get the car at the hospital, and Huggy had just 

left? Well, while you were gone I asked Dobey about this." He motioned toward his throat. "He 

says that, as long as I can talk this well, I can still be your partner. And I do want to be your 

partner, Starsk!" 

He took a bite and swallowed, then went on. "But he also says that if it was worse, say like after 

the surgery fails, that there's no way I could stay on duty. They'd probably lock me away in the 

basement with Bigalow in Requisitions. I couldn't take that." 

"Sounds like you've already made up your mind. Am I right?" 

"Not entirely. Starsky, I need you to look at me and tell me, can you accept my being like this the 

rest of my life? Can you think of any reason why I would want to take the risk?" 

Starsky was silent for a long time, but during the silence a myriad of memories flew through his 

mind. 

The time, after they'd finally caught the man who was killing those strippers, when they had 

celebrated with a small party at Hutch's old place. Singing "Black Bean Soup" as a duo, half 

drunk and not caring if they made a spectacle of themselves..... 

Arriving at Hutch's early one morning and drawing up short just before knocking on the door. 

Standing silently waiting to hear any indication that what was going on inside the apartment 

between his partner and Anna was not to be interrupted. Staying there and listening, discreetly, 

while Hutch sang a love song to her. And after Hutch had finished, sneaking away so as not to be 

caught..... 

The one time when, after badgering by Starsky, that Hutch had actually consented to sing in 

public. Watching him scared to death on the stage and unable to make a single sound to show the 

bar's patrons what a beautiful voice he had..... 

Regardless of which way he chose, there was a good possibility he'd never hear his partner's 

high, melodic voice again. But at least, with the surgery, he'd have a chance. 

At Starsky's silence, Hutch answered for him. "You think I should have the surgery." 

"No, actually, I think that this is a decision that only you can make." 

"Lotta help you are!" 

"So, despite my being no help, have you decided what you're gonna tell the doctor." 

"Yes." Hutch couldn't help but look a little sad, but knew it could be worse. "I'm gonna tell him 

I'll stay the way I am. Look, my real friends will understand, and if they don't, they're not worth 

having. I'm a cop--it's not just what I do, it's who I am. I couldn't give it up, and I couldn't spend 

it locked in an office." 



Starsky smiled at his partner, relieved to see that, with the decision finally made, Hutch's spirit 

had lifted and he'd begun to hungrily dig into his salad. 

"Slow down, buddy. You'll choke!" 

"I think I'll save that for sometime when we're in a crowded diner. Turnabout is fair play, after 

all!" 

********************** 

The friends played records and dealt cards until late into the night. At about 1:00, both men, tired 

from the excitement of the day, decided to turn in. Starsky slept on Hutch's couch in his shorts 

and T-shirt, utilizing the sheets, blankets, and pillow that Hutch kept in his living room closet for 

just such occasions. 

When the alarm clock went off 5-1/2 hours later, Hutch staggered out of bed and into the 

bathroom for a shower. On his way, though, he grabbed a pillow off his bed and threw it at the 

still-sleeping figure on the couch. When the figure didn't move, he stopped and instead walked 

toward him, taking in the sight. Starsky slept soundly, and had somehow managed to get both his 

head and his feet, and everything in between, concealed under the wool blanket. 

"Come on, partner." For a moment he had forgotten that he probably could no longer waken such 

a sound sleeper simply with his voice, so instead he went back into the bedroom and pulled an 

old fire truck bell off the shelf of antiques he kept there. He held it in his left hand about six 

inches in front of where he suspected his partner's face to be. His right hand reached out and 

grabbed the tassel which was suspended from the pendulum which hung inside the bell. Shaking 

it suddenly from side to side, the clanging noise so startled Starsky that he fell off the couch and 

onto the floor, almost knocking into Hutch's legs and taking him with him. Hutch stepped back 

and leaned over the form which now occupied the floor. 

"Time for work, Starsk!" He smiled. 

"That was cruel," Starsky muttered. 

"Make some coffee if you like, I'm gonna take a shower." Hutch walked into the bathroom, 

stripped off the robe he wore and the underwear beneath it, and stood in front of the mirror 

which hung over the sink. He opened the medicine cabinet and pulled out a pair of sharp 

scissors, a role of 1" wide gauze, and a tube of cream with a prescription label on it. Using the 

scissors, he carefully cut away the old bandage around his neck. He jumped quickly in the 

shower, washed his body with soap and his hair with shampoo, then wrapped a towel around him 

and stepped back out. He stood again in front of the mirror, dried his hair thoroughly with the 

towel so as not to drip, and combed it into his usual style. Then he dried his hands as thoroughly 

as he could and reached for the tube. Ointment was slathered over the cut at his neck, as the 

nurse had instructed him, and he covered it with the gauze, wrapping it around his neck four 

times then cutting and taping the end in place. 

Can't, don't wanna actually, go into the station with this thing sticking out like a neon sign. 



Hutch walked through his living room, the towel still wrapped around his waste, and tapped 

Starsky on the shoulder. His curly haired partner sat at the kitchen table resting his head on his 

arm, an untouched cup of coffee in front of him. He jumped at Hutch's touch, so Hutch just said, 

"shower's free!" Starsky stood and ambled across the living room. 

"You still got those clothes I stashed here?" But as he asked the question, Hutch went to the 

closet and pulled out a pile of clothes--a spare set Starsky kept there for nights when he stayed 

over. As Starsk climbed in the shower, Hutch walked into his room and stood before the closet 

with both doors open, trying to decide what to wear. Without hesitation he chose a white 

turtleneck and a pair of maroon trousers. 

I'm glad the white one was clean. This way it'll cover my bandage, and, if it should slip, people 

will be less inclined to notice a white bandage under a white shirt. 

He pulled the shirt over his head, carefully adjusting the collar around the white gauze. Then he 

crossed to the dresser and chose socks and underwear. Less than five minutes later he was fully 

dressed and in the kitchen with a cup of coffee in his hands. 

Starsky emerged from the shower refreshed and came into the kitchen fully dressed and ready to 

go. He picked up the now-cold cup of coffee he'd left on the table and drank down the contents 

before putting his cup in the sink. Hutch set his in the sink beside it. "You ready to go?" 

"Yeah." 

They strapped on their shoulder holsters, covered them with jackets, and left the apartment, 

locking the door as they went out. 

********************* 

"Come on, partner. This shouldn't be that tough to figure out!" Starsky put a hand to the back of 

his neck, stiff after spending the past four hours pouring over paperwork and autopsy reports. 

"Okay, let's take it from the top. All the victims carried wallets. As far as we know, this is the 

only thing they have in common except that they were homeless." 

"Right. So what?" 

"So, what do people carry in their wallets?" 

"Well..., pictures, credit cards, money, library cards, drivers licenses . . ." his voice trailed off as 

he ran out of things to list. 

"Wait minute!" Hutch's face had suddenly brightened, and Starsky knew his brainy partner had 

come up with a theory. "Drivers licenses. Drivers licenses. Starsky, hand me that phone." He 

opened the phone book, looked up a number, and talked while he dialed. 

"If these people carried wallets, they probably each had some kind of ID in 'em." At that moment 

the person he was calling must have answered because he turned his attention from his partner to 



the woman who had answered the telephone. "Yes, ma'am. Detective Sergeant Hutchinson, 

LAPD. Could you please check your records and tell me if you received requests for replacement 

social security cards for ..." and he listed each of the murder victim's names. It took awhile for 

the federal employee to get all the names, then she put him on hold to look up the information. 

He allowed the bottom part of the phone to fall away from his mouth. 

"All you need to get a new social security card is proof of identity, usually only one." 

"So you think that the killer used the credit cards, drivers' licenses, or whatever, to get new social 

security cards for the victims. So what?" 

"So, once you have a social security card and number, you can use it to get health insurance, life 

insurance, almost anything!" 

At that moment the woman came back on the phone. 

"Yes, Officer Hutchinson. Replacement cards were issued for all these people." 

"When?" 

"All within the last three weeks." After the victims were missing but before the bodies showed 

up. 

"Thank you very much. Oh, by the way, could you messenger over to me the list of their social 

security numbers. Yes, I need it right away. Yes, thank you." 

"Hutch, what are you onto? I'm afraid I'm not following you." 

"I won't know until we get the numbers, but I think someone was using their replacement cards 

to perpetrate some kind of fraud. I'm not sure what yet, but I've got a few ideas." 

******************** 

Two hours later, the social security numbers in hand, blond and dark heads both bowed over 

their desks, both officers on the telephone. Starsky looked like he was about to fall asleep, or was 

just waking up from having done so. 

Hutch spoke up with his hand over the speaking end of the receiver while he waited for the 

woman at the other end to come back. "I tell you, Starsk, I think that whoever killed these people 

was using their ID's to take out life insurance. That would explain the delay between when the 

victims turned up missing and when the bodies actually showed up. They could've picked up the 

victims, used their social security numbers to take out life insurance on them, then killed them 

and collected the money." 

"Boy, if that's the way it went down, they really made a killing!" 

The pun imprinted a grimace on Hutch's face, accentuated by the tension line between his brows 

and the smiling eyes. "I'm afraid they did in more ways than one. That's why I'm on the phone 



with the state. I'm gonna ask them to give me the names of all the central records offices of all 

the insurance agencies in the city. Then we can call them each and find out if any policies were 

taken out recently in the victims' names." 

"Sounds like a good idea to me. I hope you're right. One thing I know for sure, I'm sick and tired 

of waiting!" and he slammed the receiver back on the phone. 

"Who were you talking to?" 

"Can you believe how long they made me hold just to get a pizza delivered?" Hutch shook his 

head at his partner's antics but, for once, didn't say anything about the man's eating habits. 

Suddenly Hutch picked up a pen and started scribbling frenziedly. Apparently, Starsky thought, 

the person on the other end of the line had finally decided to come back to the phone and give 

Hutch the info he needed. 

A few minutes later, Hutch finally hung up the phone. The list of names and numbers on the pad 

in front of him went on for a page and a half. "This will at least give us a starting point," he said. 

"A starting point! That looks like a whole project to me!" 

"Yeah, but these are just the agencies in the city. There's nothing to say that the agency had to be 

local. Hell, you can buy insurance from a company in New York for a person living in Hawaii!" 

"Well," Starsky said, "let's get started then." 

~~~ 

Two hours later yet, the frustration was showing on both officers. So far, none of the agencies 

they called had issued a life insurance policy for any of the victims. Not lately, not ever. "It was 

a good idea, partner. Just wish it'd panned out." 

"You sound like you're giving up." 

"There's only four companies left on the list. Don't you think we should?" 

"I'll try the last four, then, if we still haven't come up with anything, I guess we start back at the 

drawing board." He picked up the receiver for the umpteenth time and dialed the fourth to the 

last company on the list. 

"Good afternoon, Lifestyle Casualty. How may I be of service." The voice was like silk on skin, 

and Hutch's mind wandered for a quick second. Then it was back on duty. 

"Hello, this is Detective Sergeant Ken Hutchinson, Los Angeles PD. I need to inquire about the 

possibility that your company issued a life insurance policy to one or more murder victims. Can I 

talk to you?" 

"Sure, you can talk to me anytime! But seriously, yeah, I can help you. Hang on just a minute 

while I get the file." Hutch thought how kind it was of her not to mention the strange, whispery 



sound of his voice, but dismissed it as her just being used to working with the sick and injured 

claim filers. She was gone for a few moments, and then came back. "What were the names of the 

victims?" 

Hutch began to read off names, but the woman stopped him after the very first one. "Yes, 

Officer, we did issue her a policy." A pause, then, "no, wait. I'm sorry, I picked up the wrong 

file. We didn't issue her a life insurance policy." 

"Are you saying that your company issued another type of policy to this woman?" 

"Yes, she was issued one of our special 'elderly or infirm' policies. These are special policies that 

we offer to people who probably couldn't get one anywhere else. The rates are rather high, but 

it's a lot cheaper than having to pay the hospital bills when they get sick." 

"So this is a health care policy?" 

"Of course. And it looks like she claimed on it just a few days after taking it out. Apparently had 

some very expensive medical care she needed, then died shortly thereafter." 

"So your company paid benefits to the hospital for the care she had before she died?" 

"No, it looks like they were paid directly to the beneficiary." 

"That's it. Lovely lady, I think you just helped us solve this case! Could you check the rest of 

these names for new policy purchases?" 

"Sure." They went through the list, and, as suspected, every one of the victims had an insurance 

policy taken for them. 

"Thanks for the help! Bye!" 

Hutch just sat there for a moment after hanging up the phone. "Well, what did you find out? 

Sounded like you were making some real headway." 

"Headway, hell! I think we've got this one solved." He went on to give Starsky a detailed account 

of all the insurance agency woman had told him, ending with the payment of benefits to the 

beneficiary instead of the hospital. 

"So, you were off track, but not all that far. Where do we go from here?" 

"I dunno. Any suggestions?" 

Starsky thought for a second and then had a sudden brainstorm. "Hey! Don't those medical 

insurance claim forms have to be signed by the attending physician?" At Hutch's nod, he went 

on. "You don't suppose whatever doctor signed those forms would be dumb enough to use his 

real name, would he?" 

"He'd have to. The agencies make sure the attending is state certified before making any 

payment. I think we need to pay a visit to that agency. In person!" 



They were out of the squad room in a blink, then rolling down the street toward the agency in the 

Torino. Starsky pulled the red car in a spot next to a fire plug directly in front of the offices. 

"Starsk, you're gonna get a ticket!" 

"So, you should talk! If I remember correctly, you've got a few yourself." This comment forcing 

Hutch into silence. 

Starsky hesitated a moment for traffic to clear, then opened the driver's door on the traffic side 

and got out, walking around the front of the car and joined Hutch up on the curb. They walked 

together into the office, and the first thing they saw upon going through the door was a beautiful 

blond woman sitting behind the desk. 

"May I help you gentlemen? Do you need some insurance information?" Hutch immediately 

recognized her voice as being the same woman he spoke to on the phone. Boy, when you called 

her "lovely lady" you weren't off base, Hutchinson! 

Instead of voicing this thought, he just asked, "I spoke with you earlier on the telephone, my 

name is Officer Hutchinson?" 

"Oh, yes, hello." Her eyes were wide as they looked him over. "But I would never have guessed 

that you were the person behind the voice." 

"Just a little accident, miss." He noticed the black name plaque on her desk: Melanie Hansen. I'll 

have to remember that, Hutch though, storing away the name in his memory banks. 

At that moment, Starsky decided it was time for an introduction, since it was apparent his partner 

was too preoccupied to do the honors. "I'm Hutch's partner, Detective Dave Starsky." He put out 

his hand and she shook it gently. Her hand was warm and smooth, with long fingers that 

wrapped around his hand. 

"Nice to meet you." 

"Same here. Look, we need t'know the name of the attending physician on the policies you and 

my partner discussed earlier. Could you please look them up while we wait?" 

"Sure, but the claim forms are kept in the back room. I'll have to go get them. Take a seat, guys. 

I'll be back in a minute." She stood up from the desk and turned toward the doorway. Both 

officers noticed appreciatively how little material the manufacturer had used in making the skirt 

she wore. In non-traditional fashion, though, she wore stockings with seams up the back, each 

one accentuating a long, thin leg. Starsky caught Hutch staring as she walked away, and Hutch 

blushed guiltily. 

She was back in short order, carrying a box full of file folders. "Do you have that list of names?" 

She directed her questions at Hutch, and Starsky was a little embarrassed to be there. The looks 

that passed between his partners blue eyes and Miss Hansen's striking green ones made him 

distinctly uncomfortable. 



"It's right here," Starsky interrupted, helping Hutch to break the connection with this young 

woman. She took it from him and began to go through the folders. Once her mind was on her 

work, all thoughts of the officers seemingly vanished and she was all business. She read each 

name, opened a folder, then made a note of the doctor's name on the sheet next to the patient's. 

Fifteen minutes later, she wrote a name next to the last victim on the list, then stepped back to 

look at the list. 

"Gee, that's strange." The two officers jumped up out of the chairs in which they had been resting 

and looked as she turned the list around. The name "Dr. Henry Triton, MD" appeared next to 

each and every name. 

"Looks like we've got a lead," Starsky said. 

"Thanks alot, Miss Hansen," Hutch said. "But we've got to be going." 

"No problem, officer. And by the way, call me Melanie." Both men turned to walk out, but she 

stopped Hutch with a hand on his arm. "You forgot your list, Officer," and pressed the folded 

piece of paper into the palm of his hand. 

"Thanks. Bye." 

They were out in the car before Hutch looked again at the list. Melanie had folded it three times, 

creating a rectangle about three inches by two inches. Across the back of the creased paper she 

had scribbled: 555-6928. Hutch smiled and quietly pocketed the paper, not letting Starsky see his 

secret. 

While Starsky drove, Hutch called into dispatch. "Mildred, please get me a telephone patch 

through to the AMA." 

"The AMA, Zebra 3?" 

"Yes, that's what I said." 

There was a pause while the connection was made. "AMA. Can I help you?" 

"Yes, can you tell me if you show a Dr. Henry Triton as a practicing, licensed physician?" 

"Just a moment, sir. Yes, he's fully licensed in this state. Can I do anything else for you?" 

"No, thank you. That's all for now. Good-bye." 

"I wonder if Doc McCoy would know anything about this doctor," Starsky asked when Hutch 

put the radio down. 

"Dunno. Maybe we should stop by the hospital and see if he can tell us anything." 

"Good idea." And he turned the car around to head toward the hospital. 



They found the doctor with his feet propped up on a coffee table in the doctors' lounge. He 

looked tired, Starsky thought. "Hiya, Doc." 

"Hi, Officer Starsky. How're you doing, Ken?" 

"I'm okay." Why did his voice difficulties seem so much more pronounced when he talked to the 

doctor. 

"Then, and please forgive my bluntness, why are you here?" 

Starsky started, "we've come up with a name related to the case we're working on. A physician 

licensed in the state of California and last known to practice in L.A. His name is Henry Triton. 

You don't happen to know of him, do you?" 

"Now there's a name I haven't heard in a long time," the doctor began. "Not since there were 

some inquiries about him a few years ago. Something about drug abuse, but it never was 

investigated fully. Just rumors and innuendo. The Board of Ethics decided to drop the charge 

when he stopped active practice. His license never was pulled, though." 

"A drug problem. People have broken laws for lesser reasons." Hutch held out his hand. "Thanks 

a lot, Doc." 

"Hey, don't forget your checkup on Friday. And I'll still need your answer about the surgery." 

Hutch suddenly sat down next to the doctor, and Starsky sat next to his partner, being there as 

friend, support system, and partner. "I've decided not to have the surgery." There, he'd said it 

aloud. "I can live my life like this." 

"Well, like I said, you've got until Friday in case you change your mind. I still need to see you, 

though, to check your throat and that cut." He motioned to the bandage concealed under Hutch's 

turtleneck. 

"See you then, Doc." And both officers stood up and were gone. 

***************** 

Starsky pulled up short next to a pay phone in the hospital lobby. "What are you stopping for?" 

his blond partner asked him. 

"You may not have noticed this, but even with all we've found out, we still don't have any idea 

where we can find this so-called doctor." 

"Right. So who're you calling?" he asked as Starsk picked up the receiver and deposited a dime. 

"Huggy. If anyone knows or can find out about a non-practicing doctor on the wrong side of the 

law, it'd be him." 

"Good idea, Starsk. Maybe if we call him now, he might even know something by the time we 

get over there. Ya, know . . ." 



Starsky held up a hand to silence his partner, then turned his attention to the phone. "Hi, Hug!" 

Then he told Huggy at length what they needed. 

"I'll see what I can do," was Huggy's only response. But both officers knew the chances were 

good that he could help them. Since meeting the odd, thin black man, he had proved himself an 

invaluable friend as well as an invaluable tool in their fight against crime. His style, his "look", 

allowed him access to information and areas that the officers could never get to. The bad guys 

just didn't seem to realize that this man was not on the same side of the law as they were, and 

trusted him implicitly. 

Half an hour later they pulled up in front of The Pits, and walked into the den with their usual 

confidence and comfort. Starsky took a seat at the bar, ordered a soda (they were on duty) and 

winked at the waitress who had taken the order. She turned to Hutch, standing beside his partner. 

"What'll you have?" 

"How about some hot tea with honey?" 

"Coming up." 

Starsky thought twice about the drink his partner had ordered, then remembered something 

Hutch had said to him once when he'd had a cold and a sore throat. "Tea with honey had 

remarkable healing properties for the throat." Apparently, despite what the doctor had said, his 

partner was hoping that the beverage might help in place of the surgery. Some day, Starsky 

thought, maybe all this "holistic medicine" stuff of yours will catch on, partner. 

As she poured Starsky's soda, he asked the waitress where Huggy was. "He's around back." 

"Could you tell him we need to see him?" 

"Sure." She set both beverages in front of the officers and disappeared into the back of the bar. A 

few moments later, Huggy came up from the kitchen, his customary ear-to-ear smile plastered 

across his face. 

"Hey, my men! How you doin'?" 

Starsky began without preamble, and it occurred to him momentarily that he seemed to be doing 

most of the talking lately. From the look on Hutch's face, it apparently didn't bother him, so he 

went on. 

"You find out anythin', Hug? About Dr. Triton, I mean." 

"Yeah, lots. But the biggest thing is, I know him. I never knew his name before, but one of the 

people I contacted showed me a picture. He comes in all the time. Sits in the corner, orders a 

bunch of drinks, then staggers out a coupla hours later." 

"When was he in last?" Hutch asked after taking a large swallow of tea. It didn't seem to help. 



"Day 'fore yesterday. He's probably due to come in again." 

"Great! You s'pose you could reserve us a booth in a dark corner where we could watch for 

him?" 

"Ya got it, Starsk." 

"Good," Hutch said. "We'll be back around nine tonight." 

"See ya then!" Huggy waved as the duo stepped through the doorway and into the sunlight. 

"Hey, we got a few hours to kill before we gotta come back here. What say I treat you to that 

steak dinner I promised?" 

"If you're paying, I'm there, buddy!" Hutch told him. He had actually forgotten all about the 

promise, but the offer was rare, so he took his partner up on it. 

As he slid behind the wheel, Starsky said, "I know the perfect steakhouse, too. The steaks are as 

big as your plate, and the salads are so good, even I like 'em." 

"Sounds like the perfect choice. Well," he said to the man behind the wheel, "lead the way!" and 

he motioned to the road stretched out in front of them. 

********************* 

Three hours later both officers walked through the steakhouse parking lot. Starsky held his 

stomach in a very uncustomary manner. "Oh, God! I think I'm gonna bust!" 

"I know the feeling," Hutch said. But at least the engorging dinner didn't show in his posture or 

the way he walked. He did, however, have to raise his hand to his mouth to cover a very 

ungentlemanly burp which unexpectedly made an appearance. "Remind me, when this is all 

over, to spend some time at Vinnie's. I've got to work some of that off, and I think it's gonna take 

a coupla weeks to do it!" 

Hutch climbed behind the wheel of the LTD, taking pleasure in the rarity of driving it on duty. 

They had chosen to switch vehicles because the LTD was much more inconspicuous. Hutch 

knew, but would never admit, that Starsky was the better driver, and it was primarily that which 

led him not to object when Starsky wanted to drive most of the time. I'm no slouch, he thought to 

himself, but Starsky could've been a pro if he wanted. 

Starsky hopped in the passenger side, pushing aside some of the paraphernalia that littered 

Hutch's front and back seat. Starsky never could figure out his partner. His apartment was almost 

always spotless, but his car was usually a mess. 

By the time Hutch pulled the car to the curb in front of Huggy's, Starsky's customary energy 

level was back up to full force, the ache of overeating forgotten. The bar was almost dark inside, 

and both men hid in the shadows and slid into the booth Huggy had kept for them. The flashily 

dressed man came to the booth. 



"Is he here yet?" 

"No, but I'll let you know as soon as he arrives. Meanwhile, what'll you have." 

Hutch groaned, but Huggy spoke right up. 

"It'll look suspicious if you sit here without a drink or somethin' to eat!" 

"Good point," Starsky remarked. "Why don't you just bring us a couple of beers. Draft, please!" 

"On its way!" and the black man went back to the bar. 

Both officers nursed a single beer all evening, slouching down in the booth so as not to draw 

attention to themselves. At 2:30 Hutch looked over at his partner and noticed he had dozed off, 

his head lolled to one side. "Starsk...STARSK . . ." he said with as much volume as he could 

muster, which wasn't much. Instead he tapped his partner's leg with his booted foot, bringing the 

dark haired officer around. Starsky rubbed his eyes blearily. 

"What time is it? Why did you let me fall asleep?" 

"I didn't know I was supposed to baby-sit! Besides, you're the one with the watch fetish. You tell 

me what time it is." 

Starsky focused on the timepiece on his wrist. "2:45. He should've been here by now if he was 

gonna show up at all. Why don't we call it a night and come back again tomorrow night." 

"Guess so." But before they could climb out of the booth, a run-down looking man walked past. 

He was obviously already partially inebriated, but hoping to complete the trip in this bar. They 

watched as he continued to stagger across the room and slid into the booth Huggy had pointed 

out to them earlier. Huggy rushed over to them. The bar was almost empty already, the hour 

being very late, and he wasn't too concerned about his other patrons. Anita walked over to serve 

the Doctor. 

"That's him!" Huggy whispered. "Dr. Henry Triton himself!" 

"Okay," Hutch explained. "We'll sit here until he leaves, then follow him to see where he goes. If 

we follow him long enough, he's bound to lead us to the man paying all the bills." 

"How do you know he's not in this alone?" Huggy asked. 

Starsky answered, "Look at him! Does that look like a man who's collected over two million 

dollars from insurance agencies? Someone had to have put him up to it!" 

"And we're gonna get each and every one involved," Hutch told him. Huggy just nodded his 

approval and went back to cleaning up the bar. Closing time was only another couple hours or so 

away, and he had lots of work to do. 

***************** 



When Triton left the bar two hours later, by that time thoroughly drunk, Starsky and Hutch 

unhesitantly got up to follow him. They weren't too worried about the man spotting them; he was 

lucky if he could see the floor in front of him and would be even more lucky if he didn't see it 

close up before too long. 

The doctor flagged a cab outside the bar, and when the cab pulled away, the dynamic duo was 

right behind it. They followed the cab to a run-down motel on the darker side of town. Triton 

staggered to a door on the second level, achieving a major miracle in just getting up the stairs. 

"Guess we'll just have to keep an eye on him until he leaves in the morning. Why don't we go 

home and come back first thing." 

Hutch, though, disagreed. "I'm afraid we'd better stay. You never know when he might decide to 

go out again." 

"But, Hutch, did you see that guy? There's no way he's goin' nowhere tonight, except maybe to 

the land of nod." But the stubborn look on Hutch's face and the square set of his shoulders told 

Starsky that further arguing would be senseless. "Well, do ya think we can at least trade off 

napping and watching for Triton?" 

"I don't see any reason why not, Starsk. Just be sure you don't fall asleep during your shift." 

"Okay, partner. Wake me when it's my turn." And the dark haired man climbed over the seat and 

into the back, sliding down to keep the lights from the motel from shining in his face. 

"Hey, Starsk. Ya think I could borrow your watch to keep the time. I forgot mine." Starsky 

silently took off his watch and handed it over. 

"This time, I expect it to be working when you return it to me." And with that, he was asleep. 

Left alone with his thoughts for awhile, images came and went almost like he was dreaming. He 

thought about the dream he had had while they were trapped after the earthquake. The mountain 

lion attacking Starsky, and his inability to help, bothered him suddenly. He didn't know why it 

occurred to him now; he hadn't dwelled on it a moment since getting out of that hole. Hutch 

didn't believe the books that told what a person's dreams meant, and certainly didn't believe 

himself capable of any kind of foresight which a very rare few were gifted with. So he dismissed 

it as nothing and went back to the stakeout. 

~~~ 

The pair had switched placed three times, and Starsky was sitting in the front seat shuffling a 

deck of cards when Triton finally emerged. The sun was just coming up, and it was difficult for 

the officer to see what the man wore or looked like, but there was no doubt that he came out of 

the room that Triton had entered the night before. 

"Hutch, wake up." Nothing. "Hutch, come on, he's coming." Still no response. Starsky turned 

around and slapped the sole of the boots his partner wore, waking him abruptly and at the same 

time knocking his feet off the putrefied car upholstery. 



"Huh? What?" 

"He's coming," Starsky said as he slid down in the seat so as not to be seen. Hutch stayed down 

until the doctor had gotten into his car and pulled away, then climbed into the front seat next to 

his partner while Starsky put the car in gear and pulled after him. He was careful to keep his 

distance. Now that he was sober, it would be easy for Triton to spot them if he followed too 

close. 

They followed the car many miles across town, to the upper class side. He pulled in through 

large gates, shutting them behind him and the boys out of the estate. They could see, though, that 

there were two large trucks backed up to the house, obviously in the process of moving the 

occupants. 

"If they leave now, we'll never get 'em," Starsky growled. "But we can't go in--we got no 

warrant!" 

"You know, Starsk, I think we could be looking at a robbery in progress here. We'd only be doin' 

our duty if we went in and checked it out." 

"Yeah, partner." Starsky grinned devilishly, understanding where Hutch was going with the 

comment. The gate was now sealed solidly, so the officers walked around to the side, where they 

wouldn't be seen by the movers, and climbed over the brick wall encircling the estate. They 

skulked toward the house, going from tree trunk to tree trunk, keeping hidden. 

***************** 

"Hey, Boss. Someone just came over the west wall. Security sensors picked it up." The guard's 

boss was overseeing the loading of some very valuable portraits into the vans--recent 

acquisitions purchased with the insurance money. 

"Just one person?" The guard nodded. "Whoever it is, they've got a helluva lot of guts. Prepare to 

welcome our 'guest'. Track him until he gets close to the house, then take him out!" 

Starsky was in the lead as they approached the house, with Hutch watching from about twenty 

feet behind him. Staying apart gave them more of an advantage, and made them harder to 

identify. The movers continued to work uninterrupted, and both officers felt certain that their 

presence was still a secret to the crooks. Starsky made his final move, from the wide trunk of a 

maple tree to the side of the house staying just outside of the flower gardens and bushes which 

set there. From here he could no longer see the trucks, which he figured was an advantage, since 

they couldn't see him either. Hutch watched from behind the nearest maple tree, still some 

distance away. He waiting for Starsky to move up again, or for his partner to signal him to join 

him 

Suddenly there was a flash in the blond detective's blue eyes, momentarily blinding him. After it 

was gone, he looked up and realized it had come from the sun reflected on an upstairs window as 

it was opened, swinging out. From that moment, things seemed to run in slow-motion, 

accentuating his helplessness. He saw a man appearing in the window, and the muzzle of a 

double-barreled shot gun extended out of the window, aimed down at Starsky. If the trigger was 



pulled at that moment, Hutch could tell the bullet would hit Starsky directly in the center of his 

back. Apparently they had somehow been seen. 

"STARSK!" He attempted to yell a warning. "STARSK!" He yelled a second time, then 

reddened in frustration when he realized he couldn't get up the volume to warn his partner, still 

standing beneath the window like a sitting duck. Hutchinson looked up again and saw the 

shooter's finger tightening on the trigger. He had to protect his partner! 

Hutch broke cover, running at his fastest speed toward his partner. He made a flying tackle, 

pushing his partner out of the way just as the bullets cut into the dirt where Starsky had been 

standing. 

"You sure you didn't play football in college instead of wrestling?" Starsky said quickly. Hutch 

didn't react to the joke, but jumped to his feet. He spun around with amazing speed and pulled 

the trigger on the Magnum twice, putting two bullets into the shooter. The moving people and 

those watching, including Dr. Triton and the mastermind of the scheme, began to react to the 

shots. Starsky jumped to his feet and went in, Hutch hot on his heals. Since all the remaining 

members of the gang were outside at this point, it was only a matter of moments before the two 

officers had all the perpetrators surrounded and Dr. Triton and Mr. Big, whose real name 

according to his ID was Angus Ford, cuffed. 

They heard sirens and three black-and-whites skidded to a stop in front of the estate. Starsky 

went to open the gate, allowing the uniformed officers to come in and take everyone into 

custody. The curly haired detective was exhilarated at the bust, but Hutch seemed surprisingly 

quiescent. Starsky's exuberance wasn't muffled, and he talked almost non-stop on the ride back 

to the station. They sat at their desks, completed the required paperwork, and finally felt able to 

call it a day. 

Starsky drove Hutch to Venice Place, and agreed when Hutch invited him to come in. He knew 

something was wrong with his partner, and maybe he would feel more willing to open up inside 

his own apartment. Hutch pulled the spare key from above the door and unlocked it. After they 

were both in and the door was closed, he walked directly to the refrigerator and pulled out a six-

pack of beer. After taking out the pack, he reached in the space between the refrigerator and the 

counter and picked out two more six-packs, which he deposited in place of the one he'd removed. 

Out of the pack he'd just removed from the fridge, he pulled one can out of the plastic holder, 

opened it, and drank it down in one continuous gulp. Starsky's eyes were round--he'd never seen 

his partner drink like that before. But Hutch walked back into the living room, pulled another can 

out and handed it to Starsky. One more pull, and they both had a beer to drink. 

Hutch drank and drank in silence, and it scared Starsky that he didn't seem to think he could talk 

to him about whatever was bothering him. When the second six-pack was gone, with Starsky 

having drunk four and Hutch finishing the other eight, Starsky finally decided he had to say 

something. 

He walked over to where Hutch was sitting and laid a hand on his arm. "What prompted this, 

partner?" and gestured to the empty cans littering the table and floor in front of him. 



"Nothing," Hutch's whispery voice slurred. He decided not to talk--hating the sound of his own 

voice. 

"Come on! Did I do something to make you mad at me? I can't believe that, after all our years of 

friendship, that it could end like this and I don't even know what I did wrong." 

Hutch shook his head, amazed that Starsky could misunderstand and take the blame for this on 

himself. "It wasn't you. It was me." 

"You did something to get you mad at you?" Starsky said, confused and intentionally trying to 

keep it light. 

"No, that's not it. That's not it at all." 

"Then what?" More silence. "Come on, Hutchinson!" he shouted. "Tell me." 

"Okay!" Hutch said finally. "I'm just having a hard time dealing with the fact that I almost got 

you killed today!" 

"Killed?! What do you mean by that? It was a clean bust, and we did a great job!" 

"YOU did a great job. Doesn't it both you that, while I was supposed to be watching your tail, I 

didn't even warn you about that shooter who had you in his sights?" 

"You took care of it. And you coulda got killed knocking me out of the way the way you did. 

That was endangering to you, not me!" 

"The only reason I did it was because there wasn't any choice." 

"I don't get it." 

"Do you remember my yelling to you to get down--that someone was takin' aim at you?" 

"No, I didn't hear you." 

"That's my point exactly." The blond man was obviously frustrated, and reached up under the 

turtleneck he wore and ripped the gauze from around his neck, creating a red burn along the 

back. "This," he gestured at his neck, "almost cost you your life! You coulda died because you 

couldn't hear my warning." The last few words came out as an anguished choke, and Hutch sat 

back in the chair and began to cry. Starsky was frozen with shock for a moment, then came over 

to kneel besides his partner's quivering form. 

"Come on, partner. Why don't you get to bed. Things'll look better in the morning." He helped 

Hutch to his feet and led the man into the bedroom. 

"Sleep's not gonna help," Hutch said as they continued to walk. "There's only one thing that 

might." He lay down on the bed and was asleep before he could explain to his concerned partner 

what he was talking about. Starsky decided to spend another night on Hutch's couch, very 

concerned because, for once, he didn't know what his partner was thinking. 



"We'll pick it up first thing in the morning," he said aloud to himself after Hutch was soundly 

asleep. Then he lay back on the couch and fell asleep too. 

******************** 

The next morning, for the first time, Starsky was awake before his blond partner. He padded on 

bare feet to the kitchen and put coffee on. 

Hope all that talk last night was just the beer. Hutch didn't sound good, blaming himself like 

that. Sounded like he's reconsidering the surgery, too. Too bad. 

He didn't admit, even to himself, that his thoughts stemmed from the idea that, if Hutch chose the 

surgery and it failed, that their partnership would come to an end. He did admit, however, that, 

while his first instincts those few days ago were to tell Hutch he should have the operation, it just 

wasn't worth the risk. 

Starsky snuck in the bathroom and brushed his teeth, letting his partner sleep a little while 

longer. When he appeared from the bathroom again, he just stood for a moment, watching Hutch 

sleep. 

Funny, I can always tell when he's gone to bed drunk. Something about the way he lies--I don't 

know. He walked softly to the bed, bracing a knee on the edge, and gently shook his partner's 

shoulder. 

"Wake up! What happened, did you forget to set your alarm?" 

Hutch roused, but threw his arm over his eyes as he opened them. "Oooh! How can it possible be 

time to get up yet. Let me sleep!" 

"We gotta get to work! Dobey'll have our heads if we're late after all that happened yesterday." 

As Starsky mentioned the previous day's events, Hutch's face, which had just begun to brighten, 

fell again, remembering the incident he had so wanted to forget. But he didn't say anything, just 

got up and started to collect the clothes he'd wear to the office that day. 

"Hey, don't forget to rebandage your neck!" Starsky yelled back to him as he disappeared into 

the bathroom for a shower. Hutch grumbled something unintelligible, but Starsky didn't feel 

suicidal enough to ask him to repeat it. 

Starsky was leaning against the counter when Hutch emerged, ready for work. The dark haired 

detective squared his shoulders, finally deciding to confront his partner head-on. 

"Hutch, do you remember what you said last night?" 

"Ummm...yeah, sure." 

"Were you serious?" 



Suddenly, Hutch once again lost his temper. "Of course I was serious. Why the hell would you 

think I wasn't serious. Just 'cause I had a coupla beers? I knew exactly what I was saying, and I 

meant it!" 

"It was more than a couple, partner." Hutch started to walk away from him, and Starsky, also 

losing his temper, grabbed the big man by the arm, spinning him around. "Look, you have to tell 

me what you're thinking. More than that, I have a right to know. Any decision you make about 

this affects me--affects our future as a team. That gives me the right! Now spill it!" 

Hutch shrugged his shoulders and slid into one of the kitchen chairs. "Okay, you do have the 

right, so here it is. Plain and simple. I want to have the surgery. I know that I can't be a good cop 

like this; I was foolin' myself when I thought otherwise. But the same operation that could give 

us back our partnership could also take it from us. And something I need to know: If it goes 

wrong, and I can't be your partner any more, does that mean we can't be friends any more either? 

I'm thinking that I might, somehow, be able to get along without being your partner, but I could 

never get along without my best friend! So I'm stuck and I don't know what to do!" Once he 

started, the words came tumbling out, each one pushing the last out in its rush to be said. 

Once they had been said, Starsky instantly understood the strain Hutch had put himself under. 

How could he even doubt for a moment that he'd always be there for his best friend. "Hutch, I 

oughta belt you in the mouth! How could you even think that I'd ditch our friendship just 'cause 

we couldn't work together anymore." His voice grew in volume, expressing how upsetting he, 

himself, found Hutch's remark. "I don't care if your a cop, a teacher, or a garbage collector, I'll 

always be your best and most undeniable friend, like it or not. So you'd just better get used to it, 

'cause you can't shake me that easy!" 

He finished out of breath, and he noticed that both his and Hutch's chests were pumping in and 

out with the strain of the argument. 

After a moment, a whispered, "So it's okay with you if I have the surgery?" 

Starsky answered, "Not that you need it, but, yeah, you got it. We'll talk to the Doc first thing 

after we clock in." 

"First," Hutch said, with a combination scared and goofy look on his face, "I've gotta talk to the 

Captain and ask for the time off. I imagine I'll need at least a couple weeks. Hope he doesn't give 

me a hard time." 

"If he does at first, he won't once he finds out why. You might not know this, but he cares an 

awful lot about you." 

"About both of us, I think. Now how d'ya think we deserved that!" 

"Just lucky, I guess." 

******************* 



As soon as the detectives walked into the squad room, right after pouring themselves cups of 

coffee, Hutch made a b-line for the captain's office. "Best get it over with!" he said to himself. 

But Starsky had overheard him. "D'ya want me to come with you?" 

"Actually, yeah. I could use the support." 

"Sure." It was offered unquestioningly and unhesitantly. He walked into the office behind Hutch, 

and stood behind the chair Hutch took as the Captain sat behind his desk. Not there for any 

specific reason, just there, supporting, reassuring. 

"Captain," Hutch began, "I know that things around here are real busy, and I understand that this 

will be tough, but . . ." Hutch hesitated, and Starsky placed a hand on his shoulder, giving him 

strength to go on. "I need some time off." He just blurted the last part out. 

"How long?" They were the first words the captain had said, but his face was a mask of 

seriousness. 

""Bout two weeks." 

"Sure, we'll manage. You've decided to go ahead with the surgery, huh?" 

"How'd you know?" 

"I read your report on the arrest yesterday. And I knew this was coming. And basically, I just 

know you." His gaze strayed to include Starsky. "I know both of you. Just let me know when 

your time off has to start, and I'll put it down as sick leave. No one needs to know anything more 

until we get the results." 

"Thanks, Captain." The stress-induced perspiration which had appeared on both detectives' faces 

began to evaporate immediately, and was not replaced by more. They walked out to their desks, 

and Hutch picked up the telephone, dialing by heart. 

"Yes, hello, Dr. McCoy, please. Morning, Doc. Yeah, of course it's Hutchinson. Look, I know 

what I said before, but I've changed my mind. I've decided to go ahead with the surgery. No, I 

won't change my mind again. So, what do I do next?" Hutch was silent for a moment, then said 

good-bye and hung up the phone. 

"What'd he say?" Starsky had no patience. 

"He's gonna have to check the OR schedule and get back to me. He'll call me back, and dispatch 

will patch it through to the car. C'mon, buddy, let's hit the streets!" 

As they walked out, both men thought to themselves how important each day they had left was, 

knowing that it could be one of their last. 

******************* 



They patrolled all day, and although they got lots of calls over the police radio, not one was the 

patch from Dr. McCoy that they awaited. At the end of the shift they clocked out and headed 

home. 

"Hey," Starsky said. "How about picking up a pizza for supper?" He was hoping to get his 

partner's mind off the phone call. 

"All right, but can we eat it back at my place? We can have a game of Monopoly after we eat!" 

He smiled, his toothy grin speculating how much fun it'd be to beat Starsk in a game. Sometimes 

it was almost too easy! 

Before long they were seated in Hutch's living room, eating pizza and playing monopoly at the 

same time. Hutch kept the phone within reach, his reflexes poised to grab the receiver at the first 

sign of a ring. Playing and eating had been Starsky's idea, and Hutch complained constantly 

about the difficulties of trying to do both. 

"Awe, Starsk, look what you did! Ya got pizza sauce all over the $500 bills! By the time we're 

done I'm gonna have to buy a whole new game!" 

"It's not that much! It'll be fine--I'll just wipe it off." And he took the red-splattered bills and 

rubbed them off on his jeans. 

"That's just great, Starsk, now..." but before he could go on, the phone rang. Hutch grabbed it so 

fast that all Starsky saw was the glare of his ring's flash. 

"Yeah. Doc, I thought you'd never call!" 

"Well, scheduling is kinda tight. You had dinner yet tonight?" 

"Yeah, we're eating right now. Almost done actually." 

"Good, finish what you have but don't have anything more to eat tonight. And no liquids after 

midnight either." 

"What's going on?" Hutch's mind was spinning at the speed everything was happening. 

"Well, I checked the OR schedules and they're all booked solid for the next two weeks. The only 

opening is tomorrow, so I signed you up. Didn't think you'd want to wait two weeks to get this 

over with." 

"You were right. I wouldn't wanna wait. What time should I be there?" 

"Be here at 8:00--you'll go into surgery at 10:00. Oh, and tell Starsky there's a real comfortable 

waiting room outside of OR #2, the one you'll be in. I presume he'll be taking up residence 

through the day." 

Hutch raised his eyes from the phone to look at Starsky. "I can't speak for him, of course, but I 

imagine so. Listen, I gotta call Dobey, so I guess I'll see ya tomorrow." 



"I'll see you then. Oh, and don't be surprised if you don't get much sleep tonight. Most patients 

don't when they're going into surgery." 

"Thanks, Doc. Bye," and Hutch hung up the phone, looking slightly stunned. 

"So?" Starsky interrogated. "When did he schedule your surgery?" 

Hutch looked, the dazed eyes meeting his friends. "Tomorrow," he said quietly. 

"TOMORROW? Is he crazy?" 

"It was that or wait two weeks. I gotta call Dobey." He picked up the phone and dialed the 

Captain's home. "Hi, Edith. Ken Hutchinson. Can I speak to your lesser half, please?" He could 

hear her covering the receiver to call for her husband. 

"Harold told me about the surgery. I'll be praying for you," she said as she waiting for her 

husband to come to the phone. 

"Thanks for the wishes. And give Rosie a kiss for me." 

"Sure, Ken. Here's Harold." 

Hutch explained the short notice scheduling, and the Captain heartily approved of Hutch going 

ahead with it. He reassured the blond officer that it would be okay, then said, "Is Starsky there 

with you?" 

"Yeah." 

"Lemme talk to him a second." Hutch handed the telephone over to Starsky. 

"Hiya, Cap. What can I do for you?" 

"Hi, Dave. I wanted to tell you I'm taking you off the roster tomorrow. I expect you to go to the 

hospital with Hutch, as if I could stop you that is, and call me as soon as the operation's over. Ya 

got that?" 

Starsky nodded, then realized that the Captain couldn't see him and answered a short "Yessir." 

Then he hung up the phone. 

"Starsk," Hutch started, "I'm not gonna be able to sleep any tonight, and the Doc says I can't have 

anything more to eat and nothing to drink after midnight. How d'you feel about an all-night 

Monopoly tournament?" 

"I'm willing to try if you are, partner." 

**************** 

At five-thirty, Hutch paused in packing his suitcase to watch his partner. Starsky had fallen 

asleep on the couch, right in the middle of a roll of the dice. It put him in the most awkward 



position, and the blond man wondered how, even at his most exhausted, the man could sleep like 

that. 

"Beats me," he said out loud, then went back to the bed. The open suitcase lay on it, and into it 

he put two pairs of pajamas, showering and shaving supplies, three books and two magazines, 

and a deck of cards. Lastly, he walked to the bathroom door and pulled a light blue robe from the 

hook. He held the robe for a moment, remembering. 

Starsky gave me this--a present for my last birthday. It had been shortly after the incident with 

Diana, and Hutch hadn't yet replaced the orange robe which the paramedics and doctors had 

destroyed cutting off. To be honest, he hadn't really wanted to replace it, somehow seeming like 

he was giving in to what had happened. He knew it didn't make sense, but he couldn't help how 

he felt. 

"Hell, maybe I'm as unbalanced as she was!" 

He carefully folded the robe and placed it in the suitcase. Part of one sleeve hung out, and Hutch 

lifted it to slide it in. Just inside the sleeve, where it couldn't be seen, Starsky had had a picture of 

Bugs Bunny embroidered. Hutch knew he meant it to serve as a silent reminder not to take 

himself too seriously and to laugh when he needed it. Considering it was on his robe, Hutch also 

took it to have a second meaning, considering what rabbits were best known for. He smiled to 

himself at the thought. 

He zipped the suitcase shut and carried it to the door, setting it along side it. He had begun to 

pack as a last resort, not having anything else to do once Starsky was asleep. His stomach 

growled once, softly. Six o'clock. The hospital was a forty-five minute drive from here, and he'd 

want to get there early anyway. Starsky would have to be getting up pretty soon, and the tall man 

had a sudden brainstorm for gently awaking his partner. 

Hutch knew he wasn't allowed to eat, but he always found that the smell of food, even if he didn't 

eat anything, would help to quell his hunger. Cooking breakfast for Starsky would serve all three 

purposes: slowing down Hutch's hunger pangs, waking Starsky from a sound sleep, and feeding 

an officer who would no doubt be hungry when he did finally awake. 

He walked into the kitchen and opened the refrigerator and the freezer, surveying the contents. 

He found a package of pork sausages, several eggs, and a loaf of bread. 

"This'll give me a good start," he muttered as he pulled all these things out and set them on the 

counter. He turned on the oven and took a tray out of the cupboard , pouring the sausages out on 

it. 

Next he went to a higher cupboard and took out a mixing bowl and chose a large fork from the 

utensil drawer. He mixed the pancake batter by hand so the mixer wouldn't wake the sleeping 

figure in the next room. He even managed to sneak in a little of his renowned breakfast drink. 

Starsky'd never notice it, but it might give his partner some of the energy he knew he'd need. 

Hutch picked up the fork and held the bowl in his left hand, then realized that there was a tremor 

in them he couldn't control. He set both items down and wrung them together, calming them as 

much as possible, then went back to his work. 



By six-thirty there was a solitary place set at the table, generously laden with toast, jam, butter, 

juice, and syrup. Hutch poured the pancake batter into the hot frying pan, and the smell wafted 

through the apartment. He heard the figure on the couch shift, then the noisy springs told him 

Starsky was getting up. 

"What is that wonderful smell? I think I've died and gone to heaven!" 

"It's breakfast," Hutch said simply as he served the sausages onto Starsky's plate. He turned back 

to the stove, turned off the burner, and served two medium-size pancakes next to the sausages. 

Starsky literally jumped into the chair, digging into the food hungrily. He had just taken a bite of 

sausage when he stopped and took notice. "Why's there only one place set. There's plenty of food 

here for two." Hutch knew he had momentarily forgotten, in the haze of morning, but before he 

could say anything, Starsky remembered. "Oh, yeah. Almost forgot for a minute there." 

Hutch sat down in the chair across from Starsky, enjoying at least the pleasure of watching 

Starsky enjoy his breakfast. His stomach growled again, loudly this time, and Starsky's head 

came up suddenly. "Oh, God, Hutch. How could you make all this for me when you knew you 

couldn't have a bite!" He pushed the plate away from him, toward the center of the table. "I can't 

eat this in front of you!" 

"Please, Starsk," Hutch said, pushing the plate back. "If I can't have it, at least let me eat 

vicariously through you." Put that way, it didn't sound so bad, so Starsky once again dug in. 

Once he was done, a quick shave with Hutch's razor and some cold water splashed in his face, 

and they were both ready to go. It was only a little before seven, so Hutch picked up the suitcase 

and locked the apartment, heading for the Torino for the ride to the hospital. Hutch pulled up 

short, though, half way down the stairs. 

"Wait, there's something I forgot!" He ran back up to the apartment, leaving Starsky and the 

suitcase waiting on the stairs. He disappeared inside the door and came back a few seconds later 

with his guitar case. 

Starsky didn't comment, but Hutch said anyway, "It's a cinch I'm not gonna be able to sing, but at 

least I can play! You won't forget to water my plants, right?" 

"Course not. I promised, didn't I? Besides, I have the instructions you wrote out right here," and 

he patted his back left pocket. 

Both officers sat quietly on the ride to the hospital. "Companionable silence" Starsky'd once 

heard a shrink call it. The silence only found between good friends. The white striped car slipped 

smoothly into a space in the hospital parking lot, and Starsky locked both doors before getting 

out. Starsky only does that when he's gonna be away from his baby for awhile, Hutch thought. 

Guess he's gonna stay till it's over. 

In typical fashion, the hospital wasn't ready for him at eight as he'd been told, and Hutch paced 

nervously in the waiting room, eager to get on with it. At 8:15 a middle-aged nurse finally called 

"Hutchinson" even though there was no one else in the waiting room at the time. Starsky and 



Hutch quickly shook hands, Starsky noticing but not commenting on how his partner's hands 

trembled, and the taller member of the pair walked through the doorway the nurse had guided 

him to. 

He spent the next hour and a half suffering the large and small indignities related to being 

prepared for surgery. Lastly, he was laid on a rolling gurney, dressed in only a hospital gown 

which was not fastened in the back, and an elasticized bonnet which was placed over his hair, 

completely hiding the blond waves. He felt but didn't see an intern slide a needed into his arm, 

and a voice telling him he'd start to feel a little groggy. The shot took effect right away. At first 

he mistook the moving of the gurney as more aftereffects of the drug, but when he saw the door 

frame go by, he realized otherwise. As soon as his bed had cleared the doorway, he felt a firm 

hand settle on his arm, silent but supportive. Starsky didn't say anything--wasn't sure he could if 

he'd wanted to. He simply walked beside the rolling figure, keeping time with him until they 

reached the OR doors, where the nurse kept him from continuing. Starsky's fingers lightly 

brushed across Hutch's forehead and down the side of his face, and then the nearly unconscious 

figure disappeared through the double swinging doors. I'm glad it's OR #2, Starsky thought. 

That's our lucky number! 

The next three hours were excruciating for Starsky. He was well known for being a man with 

little patience, especially not where his partner was concerned. Sitting here in the waiting room 

was simply torture. But he knew that the work that was going on behind the doors was 

painstaking and slow--had to be in order to be sure it was done as well as possible. So he didn't 

bother the hospital staff with constant questions. He knew Dr. McCoy, and knew he'd get out to 

him with the news as soon as there was some. So instead he paced the waiting room, counting his 

steps, reading magazines he wasn't really interested in, drinking coffee he wasn't really tasting, 

and remembering. Remembering everything. 

A figure covered in surgical gear walked toward him. He didn't even recognize it was Dr. 

McCoy until the man pulled down his surgical mask. Starsky tried to give him his exclusive 

attention, but couldn't help but be drawn to the red streaks on the green scrub gown. Hutch's 

blood--and he felt panic rise in his throat. He pushed it down long enough to pull his eyes away 

from the blood stains and up to the doctor's face. 

"Dave, it's over." Simple and to the point. 

"How'd it go?" Starsky managed. 

"Well, I think. Of course, we won't know for at least a week whether it worked or not." 

"Can I see him?" 

"He'll be in recovery for another twenty minutes or so, but you can see him as soon as he's 

transferred to his room. It'll be #303 if you'd like to wait there." 

Starsky started to walk away, toward the pay phones and the elevators, but stopped at the 

doctor's hand on his shoulder. 



"Detective Starsky, for the next week very it's important for him not to try to force it. He 

shouldn't try to talk at all--think you can help me with that?" 

Starsky seemed relieved, finally able to do something to help the cause. "You got it, Doc," and 

he rushed away to the phones. 

Starsky's call to the Captain was short, there being very little to tell him except that it was over 

and the doctor had thought it went well. Then he excused himself from the conversation and 

rushed to Hutch's room. 

He walked to Room 303 and pushed the door to go in. The room was all made up, ready for 

Hutch's use when he was brought down. Someone had even thought to leave a large pad and 

several pens and pencils on the bed tray--knowing he'd have to use them for communication for 

awhile. Starsky also noticed that the suitcase they'd carried in had been placed on the dresser 

directly across from the bed, and he spent the next several minutes removing the items from the 

case, placing ones Hutch would want on the bedside table, and the rest in the dresser drawers. 

The guitar case had been set in the corner, and Starsky also moved it to within reach from the 

bed. Hutch'd probably be too drugged up or just too weak, he thought, to do much walking 

around, so everything had to be within reach. 

Starsky'd just finished his chores when the door was propped open and Hutch was wheeled in. 

He was barely conscious and dressed in a traditional hospital gown and slippers. The blond hair 

was no longer covered, but the edges were wet with perspiration. The strong hands of two 

orderlies lifted him into bed, taking off the slippers along the way, but it didn't stop Starsky from 

adding his manpower to theirs in the transfer. Once he was settled, the orderlies left and the 

nurse pulled up the blankets and tucked them around his partner. "You spoke with Dr. McCoy?" 

At Starsky's nod, she turned and left without another word. 

****************** 

The world coalesced into blurred forms and pastel colors around him. He blinked his eyes to try 

to focus, looked from side to side, and while the forms became sharper, their color didn't change. 

Then a distinct, dark color slid into his vision--dark hair with a smiling face underneath it. 

"Hutch! Hutch! You awake? Wait, don't answer that!" Some job you're doing, Starsky. He's up 

ten seconds and already you've blown your assignment! "The doctor said you're not s'posed to try 

to talk for at least a week. Can you understand me?" This last was added because the man in the 

bed still looked at him with glassy eyes. 

Slowly the man's head nodded once, slightly, so as not to aggravate the heavy bandage now 

wrapped around his neck. Starsky noticed his restricted movements. 

"Does it hurt?" 

The head shook "no", and Hutch smiled. 

"Well, I'm afraid it probably will before long. Look, someone left you a pad and some pens so 

you can write out when you wanna say somethin'." 



Hutch quickly picked it up and began to write. Because the anesthesia wasn't completely cleared 

from his system, the writing more resembled that of a first grader than his partner's, but it was 

still readable when Hutch turned the pad around. One single word stood there, it said simply: 

"THANKS". 

Starsky blushed. Then, true to form, he tried to distract both of them from the subject. "You up 

for playing a little cards?" 

Hutch wrote: Give me a few minutes, okay? 

"Sure." He went to look out the window of Hutch's room--someone had given him one with a 

great view. When he turned back, hoping his partner'd be ready for the game, he instead found 

him fast asleep. He picked up the pad and wrote: Gotta report to Dobey. Be back in a bit. Hope 

you slept well. P.S.: KEEP QUIET!. Starsk. 

******************* 

When Starsky returned to the room a few hours later, he was surprised to see Hutch sitting up in 

bed. He was even more surprised, however, to see water on his face and tears streaming from his 

eyes. 

"What's wrong, partner? Are you okay?" He took Hutch's hand in his, noticing how cold it felt. 

Hutch pulled it out of his after a second and picked up the pad. Again, he "spoke" in one word 

statements, like a news bulletin on the television. 

"HURTS" he wrote. 

"Oh, you're in pain! When was the last time they gave you something for it?" 

"Don't know--not sure!" the pen worked again. 

"Well, we'll see about this!" He pushed the call button and waited for someone to come. A full 

five minutes later, time when the tears continued to stream down Hutch's cheeks, a nurse finally 

came in. "Where've you been? Don't you even keep an eye on patients who are newly out of 

surgery?" 

"We get around as fast as we can, sir. What seems to be the problem?" 

"Can't you see he's in pain? He's been calling for you forever now!" 

She picked up his chart and checked it carefully. "Looks like he's not due for another painkiller 

for fifteen minutes. Let me check with the doctor and see if I can give it to him early." 

She left but was back shortly with a needle, which, instead of sliding into his arm, she poked into 

the IV which in turn ran into Hutch's arm. "What's that IV for anyway," Starsky asked. 



The nurse spoke down to Starsky, as if she was talking to an idiot. "Well, you have to realize that 

Mr. Hutchinson can't possible have any solid foods until his throat is healed. This is the only way 

we can get nutrients into him." 

"That's Detective or Sergeant Hutchinson, honey," he said to her as she stalked out the door. 

Within minutes Hutch's face began to relax and, although his eyes were slightly glazed as a result 

of the medication, he still wrote that he was interested in that game of cards he'd missed earlier. 

They played until the end of visiting hours and the nurse came to kick him out. "See ya 

tomorrow, partner. But I'm afraid it'll have to be after work. The Captain only gave me off for 

today." Hutch nodded his understanding then waved good-bye. 

******************* 

The next night, Starsky was visiting when the doctor came to change his bandages and check the 

sutures. He watched from the end of the bed, supportive and more than a little curious. He stayed 

frozen in the spot until the doctor cut the gauze and lifted the tape away. The red, swollen slice 

along Hutch's neck was ugly, and it gagged him. Starsky clenched his teeth, determined to stay 

there, but when the doctor lifted a sterilized, gloved finger and probed at the stitches, he felt 

pressure in the back of his throat that he could no longer deny. He barely made it into the 

bathroom in time. Starsky didn't see the small smile that Hutch and Dr. McCoy exchanged. The 

doctor replaced the bulky bandage with gentleness and care. 

"Have you been staying silent, like I told you, Hutch? Now, I want the truth, not what you think I 

want you to say." 

Hutch wrote, "Haven't even tried." 

"Good, keep it up. The time'll be gone before you know it. I've gotta get back on rounds, so I'll 

see you later." The doctor and the nurse assisting him exited the room just as Starsky emerged 

from the bathroom, wiping his face with a Kleenex. 

"Don't you go smiling at me like that!" Hutch wiped the smile from his face, but thought about 

the incident. Starsk had seen a lot worse things done to a human body than this. And he 

wondered just for a moment why he'd had such a strong reaction to this particular injury. Perhaps 

it wasn't really the injury at all, just the victim. Starsky made a mental note to be sure to excuse 

himself the next time the bandage was changed. 

"You're deal," he said to Hutch, who quickly began shuffling the cards. 

********************* 

Starsky walked with a bounce in his step into the hospital lobby, carrying a carefully wrapped 

package topped with a bright blue bow under his arm. Tomorrow's the day, he thought to 

himself. Tomorrow Hutch'll be able to try to talk, and then we'll know when he can get back to 

duty. He had a feeling that it was going to be all right, couldn't really explain it but truly believe 

in it. He wasn't feeling any doubt when he walked into Hutch's room and found him sitting, once 

again, in bed, but this time strumming on his guitar. The song he played was sad, almost morose, 



and Starsky knew it was a reflection of his mood. Despite Starsky's encouragement and positive 

feelings, Hutch didn't think it was going to go quite so well tomorrow, and it was reflected in the 

music he played. 

Starsky noticed, though, that his eyes were clear--an indication that he didn't have any of those 

lousy painkillers in his system. That in itself was good news. He worried about his friend when 

they gave him that stuff--remembered a time when the medicine wasn't prescription and resulted 

in Hutch only begging, pleading for more. 

"Hey, your IV's gone! Does that mean they're gonna let you eat?" 

Hutch set the guitar aside and picked up the pad, looking a little frustrated at having to write 

everything down. "Had my first meal tonight. Liquid diet only! Yeecccch!" 

"Yeah, but wasn't it better than the IV?" 

"Yes." 

"Hey, in celebration of the big event tomorrow, I brung you a present." He presented the 

package, until now unnoticed by the blond figure in the bed, setting it in his lap where the guitar 

had been. Long, thin fingers unfastened the ribbon, lifted the bow off the box, and undid the 

wrapping paper. Starsky was reminded how much he hated watching his fastidious partner open 

presents. Each part of the wrapping paper was only opened where there was tape, carefully 

separating seems until the paper came off in almost the same condition as when it went on. 

Hutch's smile grew when he beheld the gift: a brand new, deluxe edition of the monopoly game 

they'd almost worn out with all-night tournaments. He looked his partner directly in the face and 

mouthed a silent "thank you". Starsky didn't have to be a mind, or lip, reader to know what his 

friend had said. And he smiled again. 

******************* 

The next day finally came, and Hutch was practically jumping out of his skin waiting for the 

doctor. This is gonna decide the rest of my life, he thought. In just a few minutes, my fate will be 

sealed. Starsky felt the tension as well, and had taken to pacing the room from corner to corner to 

corner and back again. Hutch wanted to stop him, but knew, if he was allowed, he'd be pacing 

along with his partner. Along side him, the way I may never be again. 

Then Hutch did something he couldn't remember doing in a long time. He looked up and he 

prayed. God, let it be all right. And give me the strength to deal with it if it's not. 

Just as he completed his short, silent prayer, something happened he felt sure would be a good 

omen. There was a knock on the door--the medical staff never knocked--and Starsky spun 

around with an oral invitation for the knocker to come in. 

The dark head that peaked around the corner did not belong to Dobey, or Huggy, or anyone else 

he mildly expected might show up. Both officers showed their surprise with saucer-size eyes at 

the appearance of Father Kevin. 



"Just heard about it, Hutch. Sorry I didn't get here sooner." It was such a simple thing to him--

coming to see a sick friend, but his appearance amazed Hutch. Hutch picked up his pad and 

wrote, "I didn't expect to see you here." 

Father Kevin answered, "I often visit the patients here." 

"But, I'm not Catholic." Hutch turned the pad around so the priest could read the message. 

The Father chuckled. "You don't have to be Catholic for me to visit you or pray for your 

recovery. You may not realize this, but you and Starsky," he looked to the curly haired man who 

had stopped pacing, "quite often do the Lord's work in ways I never could. You're good people 

with good hearts. I did bring something with me, though, if you'd permit me." 

He reached into the bag he carried and pulled out a pair of candles, crossed in the middle and 

held there by a red ribbon. "Hutch, have you ever heard of the 'blessing of throats'? It's 

something we Catholics try to do once a year in honor of St. Blaise. Would you let me bless your 

throat? It would at least make me feel better." 

Hutch didn't hesitate to nod his approval. Any help we can get would be appreciated, he thought. 

He bowed his head as the young priest encircled the front of his throat with the candles, not quite 

touching, and muttered a prayer. He ended it with "amen" and a light touch on Hutch's head. 

Hutch raised his head to look up at him. "I guess I'd better go. They told me the doctor'll be here 

soon," but Hutch reached out and grabbed his arm to stop him. 

He wrote out, "Please stay. The more, the merrier, as they say." Kevin nodded and took a quiet 

place in the corner of the room. Huggy and Dobey arrived a few moments later, being supportive 

and caring. Finally the doctor arrived. He went directly into the bathroom and filled the little 

pitcher with water, poured Hutch a glass, then handed it to him. 

"Drink this. All of it." Hutch did. He tipped the glass up with his left hand, and the doctor 

noticed that Starsky, who stood close to the patients right side, held his hand tightly. Both men's 

fingers were white with the pressure, but the doctor wasn't about to interfere in what he had seen 

between the two officers. 

After Hutch was finished, the doctor sat down on the bed, as close to Hutch as he could get. He 

removed the bandage once again and placed his hand on Hutch's throat, near but not on the 

sutures. 

"Okay, here we go, Hutch. Take it slow, but try to say something." 

Hutch opened his mouth and gently put his lips together. "P-a-r-t-n-e-r." The first syllable 

actually came out, giving momentary excitement, but the second turned completely silent. The 

doctor gave him the glass to drink again, replaced his hand on Hutch's throat, and told him, "try it 

again." 

"Partner." That one word, clearly heard by everyone in the room, was like a proclamation for the 

future. Chaos erupted in the room, with everyone hugging everybody else in the excitement. The 

doctor, after taking part in a certain amount of the ruckus himself, tried to restore some order. 



"People, people! Calm down now. There are other patients on this floor, some of whom would 

like to sleep!" The visitors settled down, and he noticed how Starsky had once again reclaimed 

Hutch's hand. "Look, this is a great sign, and there's an excellent chance that you're going to 

make a full recovery. But I want to caution you about overusing your voice for the next few 

days. Try to build up to normal gradually. I'm gonna keep you for at least another four days. 

After that, you should be able to return to full and active duty." 

"Thanks!" It was the second word Hutch wanted to say since regaining his voice, and he said it 

with great warmth and sincerity. Each of the visitors energetically pumped Hutch's hand before 

filing out, finally leaving Starsky and Hutch alone together. Starsky was silent for just a moment, 

trying to absorb the positive results, then said only, "Welcome back, buddy." 

******************* 

The phone on Starsky's desk rang twice before the distracted officer picked it up. "Starsky." 

"Hi, Starsk," Hutch's voice--strong and true. "Are you comin' by the hospital tonight." 

"I've been there almost every night, why would I stop now?" 

"Well, do you remember that box that my mom sent me? D'you think you could bring it with you 

when you come tonight? I may have to spend three more days in here, but at least I can spend the 

time doing something productive." 

"Yeah, I'll bring it. Hey, what's in that box anyway. It weighs a ton!" 

"I'll show you once you get here. But you have to promise me that you won't give me a hard time 

about it." 

"I promise. I'll be there around seven." 

"See ya then!" Hutch relished in being able to tell his partner that. 

~~~ 

At five to seven that night, Starsky staggered through the hospital corridors with the huge box in 

his arms. Since it blocked his view of the door numbers, he was finding it pretty tough to find the 

right room, but a pretty nurse appeared from out of nowhere and lent him a wheelchair to place 

the box on. He thanked her and headed, more comfortably now, to Hutch's room. 

When he walked into Hutch's room, he saw that his partner had pushed everything out of the 

way, including the bed tray, to make more room on the bed surface itself. He crossed his legs 

under him to get them out of the way as well. 

Starsky set the large box on the bed, and Hutch began to cut it open. "What's this all about, 

buddy. What'd your mother send you?" 



"Well, you remember a coupla months ago when we were watching that miniseries "Roots"? 

Well, after it was over it made me think about my family history. I decided I wanted to find out 

more about it, and I spent the first month and a half researching my father's side of the family. 

Didn't really find anything all that interesting--seems they'd always been in Minnesota. Nothing 

really remarkable. So then I started to check my Mom's family. Did I ever tell you they weren't 

Scandinavian?" 

"No, I just presumed they were." 

"Well, they weren't. They were Scottish, and didn't come from Minnesota either." He opened the 

box and began drawing out books upon books upon books of family history and photos. He 

found one in particular which showed a family tree on the front, and Hutch seemed to pay 

particular attention to this one. He opened it to the first page and showed the picture to Starsky. It 

was of a young woman, and the picture was dated 1925. "This was my grandmother when she 

was very young. She was born in 1910 in the state of Washington. Her mother, Sarah, was this 

woman," and he turned the page to another woman in an even older photo. She was born in 1890 

in Seattle. We don't have a whole lotta details about her mother, except that her maiden name 

was Peggy Thornley. She married Sarah's father, who ran a logging camp with his brothers 

there." A look of frustration crossed Hutch's face. 

"What's wrong, partner?" 

"Mom said there was a picture of the Bolt brothers--the family she married into--somewhere in 

this book. . . Oh, here it is!" He flipped the pages over to reveal the photo, and both officers 

stared dumbfounded when they beheld the trio in the portrait. The oldest brother, who stood in 

the back, was bold and brave looking, built like a bear. The younger brothers were smaller, but 

one, the one the caption identified as Joshua Bolt, Peggy's husband and Hutch's great-great-

grandfather was an exact duplicate of the man sitting in the hospital bed. Starsky took the book 

from the shaking hands to examine it more closely, but there was no denying their eyes. 

"Hutch, it's you!" 

"No, it's not me." 

"Sure looks like you! You sure this isn't a joke?" 

"It's no joke. Funny, I always thought I looked Norwegian, like my father's family. But 

now...well, I guess I was wrong." 

"That's an understatement, buddy! 

They continued to flip through the pictures, checking out all of Hutch's ancestors. Starsky 

thought for a moment that he should look into his--thought he might when things calmed down. 

It took hours to look through all the things Hutch's mom had sent, but as they went through each 

one, they always came back to that one volume showing Joshua and Peggy Bolt. 

****************** 



"But I don't want a blind date!" Starsky wailed. He was sitting in Hutch's living room, dressed in 

his best clothes, waiting for Hutch to emerge from the bathroom. 

"Well, Melanie agreed to go out with me, but she wasn't too crazy about doing it alone the first 

time we were out. So I said I'd arrange for you to come along. And since you're not seein' anyone 

right now . . ." 

"Still, you didn't have to set me up. God, I just hate the sound of the word!" 

"Well, we're committed now. The girls are gonna meet us at Huggy's for drinks before we go to 

dinner. Your date's name is Linda, and I know you'll like her!" 

"I'd better, partner. I'd better!" 

They arrived at Huggy's before their dates, and slid into a booth where they could see the door. 

Starsky kept his eyes glued to it, wanting to get the first glance at his date. A woman walked 

through the door, and as she stepped into the light he immediately recognized her as the waitress 

from the diner all those weeks before. 

"Now why couldn't you have set me up with her! There's a real beauty!" 

As Hutch opened his mouth to speak, Melanie came in and stood next to her friend, who still 

stood in the entryway. "I did." 

Starsky was stunned. "You mean, she's my date?!" 

"Yeah, partner. Thanks for sticking by me!" 

"You're welcome. Thanks for this!" The women finally caught sight of them when Hutch 

partially stood up and they walked in the men's direction. 

Hutch felt obligated to make the introductions. "Linda, this is my partner Dave Starsky. And my 

name is Ken Hutchinson." Melanie was quick to slide into the booth next to Hutch, staking her 

claim, so to speak. Linda slid in next to Starsky, and he asked her, "what would you like?" 

"Whatever you're having is fine, Dave." Her voice was breathy, and she, unlike the other day, 

was no longer all-business. 

Huggy came by the pairs' table and Hutch ordered a bottle of champagne. He brought it in a 

bucketful of ice with four glasses on a tray. Starsky expertly opened the bottle and poured the 

sparkling liquid into the glasses. Four arms raised the glasses in a toast. 

"To good health and good times," Hutch said energetically. 

"Good health and good times," the other three voices echoed. Something told him that this was 

going to be the beginning of a marvelous evening. 

The End 


