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construed as real. Any resemblances to persons living or dead,
actual events, locales or organizations is entirely
coincidental.

 


 



Prologue

 

 


 


Sullivan’s haunted reflection stared back at him
from the bathroom mirror accusingly. Hollow eyes saw several days’
growth of beard. Tears left clean streaks on dirty cheeks. “Who is
that man looking at me?” Sullivan asked aloud. A voice within
answered, “That is who you’ve become.”

 

Horrified and shocked by the reality of his life,
Sullivan reached into the backpack that sat on the bathroom counter
and withdrew his pistol without being conscious of doing so.

 

His eyes were transfixed on the image being
reflected in the mirror. A sallow-skinned face rested above an
emaciated body riddled with scars. The puckered flesh across the
right shoulder drew his attention. As he narrowed his focus, the
scars grew nearer. There were miniature mountain ranges of scar
tissue; peaks and valleys of rutted flesh stretching across the
continent of the body in the mirror. The barrel of the pistol
pressed into one peak before sliding into a valley, traversing the
remnants of damage caused by another weapon, another weapon in
another life.

 Twelve shots rang out in his mind, the memory
causing him to flinch. Sullivan returned his gaze to the eyes in
the mirror, eyes that cried.

 He watched, mesmerized by the scene unfolding
before him, as the man in the mirror raised the heavy .357 Magnum
Smith and Wesson revolver to his head. The gaunt, crying man pulled
the hammer back.

 Sullivan heard the double click as the weapon
went from safe, to half cock, to fully cocked.

 The man in the mirror trembled as the barrel
pressed into his temple.

 Sullivan stared, unable to intervene as the
knuckle whitened on the finger that wrapped itself around the
trigger. He realized that that finger was exerting pressure on the
trigger. The hammer eased a fraction of an inch rearward in
response to that pressure, the final action before it would fall
forward, force the pin into the primer, detonate the powder, and
send the lead hollow point bullet through the rifled barrel and on
its deadly journey.

 “Daddy! Hey Daddy! Are you in there?” The
voice of Sullivan’s daughter pierced the horror of the
tension-filled confines of the bathroom.

 The man in the mirror quickly pulled the gun
from his head and slammed his thumb on the hammer before it could
drop. He eased it back into a safe position as he lowered the
gun.

 Sullivan watched as the gun slid down the
mirror. When the man in the mirror had dropped the gun below the
mirrors edge, he saw the gun in another hand, his hand. 

Sullivan gulped in air as this registered in his
conscious mind. The room began to spin. His emotions were in
turmoil. There was so much love in his heart for his daughter, for
his wife. However, there was hatred as well. He hated himself.

 As he struggled to regain control of himself,
Sullivan cried. The tears were brought on by the deep anguish he
felt at having devolved into the person he saw in the mirror. But
he knew that he was the one responsible for all that he had done to
put himself here.

 There was a pounding at the bathroom door,
followed by that sweet little voice. “Daddy, I came to visit
you!”

 His daughter, Lisa, was here. His heart
soared. “Daddy’ll be right out, sweetheart,” Sullivan’s voice broke
with emotion as he spoke. He looked again at his haunted reflection
in the mirror. All he could think of was that it was time to end
his trip to hell.

 


 



Chapter 1

 


 


The crowds kept coming. Sullivan watched the
alternating scenes on the casino’s bank of security monitors. The
card room was nearly filled to capacity. Cameras 6 through 12
showed only eight vacant seats at the twenty-four card tables – all
of which had stayed active tonight.

“Damned near 100% profit.” Sullivan thought
as he watched one of the dealers take the house’s portion from the
pot before giving the thin, expensively dressed Asian gentleman his
winnings at the Pai Gao table reserved for the high rollers. The
Asians flocked to the casino to play. Asian men dominated the Pai
Gao tables, while the poker tables were predominately visited by
whites and Hispanics of both sexes. Very few blacks played cards
here. Filipinos and Samoans were always prevalent, but the casino
didn’t attract many black men.

“ Maybe once we get the approval to play
Blackjack and Craps.” Sullivan thought.

Transportation coordinators were pulling up
at the south entrance and there was a hodgepodge of ethnic and
racial diversity exiting the luxury buses. They had come from as
far away as 150 miles on the air-conditioned bus provided by the
casino to anyone wanting to come spend 6 hours of their time – and
all their money.

Mostly the buses brought bingo players. The
casino contained a 1500 seat high-stakes bingo hall. The game,
first made popular at church socials and county fairs, had slowly
raised its stature to its present state of payouts of $1000 per
regular session game. They also offered assorted “special” games
that paid $25,000 in cash or a new car, and once a night, every
night except Christmas Eve, bingo halls across the country were
connected via satellite to the MEGA BINGO game, which, if won, paid
a cool million dollars. Suckers.

This was an “Indian” casino. At least it was
located on an Indian reservation in an isolated stretch of
scrubland near Palm Springs, California. The Indians had been at
the losing end longer than America had been in existence. Now it
was the Indian’s turn to come out on top. At least that was the
pitch Sullivan made just 3 months earlier when he was able to get
the tribe to agree to him taking over the casino.

The struggle had been a difficult one.
Sullivan had taken a full load at Cal State Riverside while
maintaining a full time job at the Desert Pueblo Indian Casino.
While going to college, he had been able to climb the ladder at the
casino to the point where he was the night manager of casino
operations. Two days after receiving his Bachelor Degree in
Business Administration Sullivan had asked to address the Tribal
Council. He knew the contract that the tribe had with the current
management team – his boss’s- was a pittance compared to the
current profits, and especially to the potential
profits.

Sullivan had approached the Bureau of Indian
Affairs first. Only the BIA could issue a license to conduct gaming
on Federally protected Indian lands. Very few casino operators
bothered with this detail since it wasn’t enforced by the
government. But there was protection in the license. Protection
from what he was planning against his unlicensed bosses ever
happening to him.

With a $300,000 stake gathered from a loan on
his house, the sale of his 1968 Corvette and some investment from
various members of Sullivan’s family, he made his pitch to the
Tribal Council.

Sullivan took half the money with him to the
Tribal Council meeting where he offered to double the tribes’
monthly payment from the casino - from $75,000 to $150,000, as well
as providing a profit sharing of all revenue, something the current
management refused to do. He also guaranteed hiring preference for
tribal members and would place Council members into several
management positions if they would contract his services,
essentially handing over the casino operation to him and ousting
the current management.

He opened his briefcase, exposing the first
month’s payment, extracted the contracts and told the Chief and two
Council members that he would return in ten minutes for an answer.
He walked out of the Council Hall and lit a cigarette.

Sullivan smoked his Marlboro slowly while
leaning against the front fender of his five-year-old 280Z, trying
to appear nonchalant and confident, knowing full well that the
three people inside could see him through the mirrored glass of the
Hall’s front windows. He dropped his smoke and stamped it into the
dirt parking lot, extinguishing it beneath his cheap penny loafers,
before walking back into the hall.

The briefcase was nowhere to be seen.

“Thank you for your faith in my proposition.
I assume I can count on your cooperation in gaining immediate
control of the casino?” Sullivan stated as he affixed his signature
to the contracts that the Tribal Council members had already
signed.

Donny De la Cruz, the three
hundred-plus-pound Tribal Chairman extended his huge, beefy hand,
which Sullivan immediately grasped. The Chief then promised that a
half dozen of the tribes biggest and meanest would be arriving
shortly to give any help he may need. Sullivan discussed his plan
with the Council members and they assured cooperation. He left the
hall and drove to the casino to await the arrival of his
“troops.”

Sullivan entered the casino via the south
entrance and proceeded to the executive offices upstairs. He went
to the General Managers office and told the condescending old woman
sitting at the front desk, who’s job title was receptionist, but
should have been ‘Rabid Guard Dog’, that he would like to see
Jacob, the GM. She looked Sullivan over from head to tow and back
again before informing him “You haven’t an appointment so you’ll
have to wait.”

That was fine and as he expected. Sullivan
sat on the comfortable sofa in the reception area next to the
private executive entrance door that led to an outdoor stairwell.
Ten minutes passed and still Ms. Stillwell hadn’t made Sullivan’s
presence known to Jacob White.

The subdued buzz of the receptionist/rabid
guard dog’s telephone interrupted Sullivans thoughts and Ms.
Stillwell’s typing. “Mr. White’s office, how may I help you?” Ms.
Stillwell intoned into the receiver. She listened for a moment
before jabbing down the hold button without replying to the caller.
Peering down her patrician nose at Sullivan, she haughtily stated
that line one was for him and he could take it on the phone to his
left.

Sullivan picked up the receiver: “This is
Sullivan.” He said into the phone.

The slightly Hispanic accented voice on the
other end only stated “Everything is ready.” before hanging up.

Sullivan replaced the receiver in its
cradle, and then stood. The ‘rabid guard dog’s eyes were locked
onto Sullivan’s movements. As he stepped towards the private
entrance she chirped “You cannot use that door!” in her most
ostentatious voice, as if a mere middle management peon
passing over it’s threshold would be some sort of sacrilegious
affront to God himself.

“Don’t worry, I’m not going out,” Sullivan
replied. He opened the door and in stormed over 2000 pounds of gun
toting Native Americans. It was only seven men, one of whom was the
bear-like son of Chief De la Cruz. The Indians seized the office in
less than 10 seconds. The GM, Jacob White, his Security Director,
and the comptroller, as well as the old rabid guard dog, were all
staring down the barrel of one gun or another, backed by a group of
men who said not a word.

Chief De la Cruz entered the office a moment
later, followed by the other two Council members. Sullivan walked
them into Jacob Whites luxurious office suite.

“What is the meaning of this, De la Cruz?”
bellowed White. He had never liked the Tribal Chairman and
therefore refused to address him by anything other than his last
name, denying him the respect that decency and his position
provided.

Sullivan answered for the Chief. “ This,
White, is what could be construed as truly a hostile
takeover!”

The three Council members laughed, as did
Sullivan; White and the young man pointing the bolt action
Remington rifle at him did not.

“White,” Sullivan continued, “you are hereby
relieved of any and all duties, affiliations and interest in this
casino. You have five minutes to gather any personal belongings
from this office, after which you will be escorted to the
reservation boundary.”

White’s face flushed red with anger and he
shouted, “Rourk, you have absolutely no idea who you are fucking
with right now.”

He started to say more, but the explosive
sound of the rifle as the younger De la Cruz fired a shot into the
wall and inch above White’s head quickly dissuaded any further
objection he may have had.

Sullivan walked around the ornate cherry
wood desk and opened the lower right hand drawer. Inside, right
where it always sat was Jacob White’s 357 Magnum Smith & Wesson
revolver. Sullivan removed the weapon and moved aside so Jacob
could leave. White didn’t take anything other than his suit coat.
Without another word, without a backward glance, Jacob White walked
out of the office, followed by a young man whom White would surely
address as Mr. De la Cruz, if he were to ever
address him at all. The other young men had escorted the others
from the property and now, it was Sullivan’s Casino.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 2

 


The message Jacob White sent to his son was
short and to the point. He informed him of being ousted from the
casino by Sullivan Rourk and included the address where Rourk
lived.

Aaron Bradley “Whitey” White received the
letter from his father six days later in his cell at Soledad State
Prison. His anger was monumental and taken out on the closest
person to him, his new cellmate. Whitey pulled his sleeping celly
from the top bunk and threw him to the floor. The beating that
ensued was vicious. When Whitey’s rage had subsided, he wrote a
reply letter to his father to let him know the problem would be
dealt with.

Whitey heaved his unconscious celly back onto
the top bunk before the yard release unlock. He had a phone call to
make and the inmate telephones were located on the prison yard.

The call was answered on the second ring, the
collect call charges accepted and the message to Denise Amhurst
given. She would be at the prison to visit Whitey the next day so
he could pass his orders without the guards overhearing.

 



Chapter 3

 


The days immediately following Sullivan’s
takeover of the casino were a flurry of meetings, appointments of
Council members to key management positions and the hiring of
tribal members to a dozen positions within the casino.

On his one-month anniversary as general
manager, Sullivan left the casino at just after 6 p.m. He had to
rush to the opening of a new art gallery in Palm Springs that his
wife, April, had been the architect for.

The who’s who of the High Desert attended. A
gallery opening in the area always brought out the City’s cream de
la cream. Sullivan didn’t much care for the crowd; he was raised in
a middle class neighborhood in Southern California. His regard for
art was about like his regard for the people who considered
themselves the society’s best, nil. However, this was April’s
night, she had not only designed the modern structure housing the
exhibit, she had been instrumental in putting together the art that
was on display within.

Sullivan loved his wife absolutely; there was
nothing he would not do to ensure her happiness. They had met at
U.C. Riverside at the library. Sullivan was just over 6 feet tall,
April closer to 5 foot in height. He had pulled a book for her from
the top shelf and became mesmerized by her bright green eyes, long
auburn hair and engaging smile. He asked her out right then and
there. When she turned him down, he became even more
interested.

Throughout the following semester, Sullivan
sought out April whenever he was on the campus. He asked her out
every week. Every week she turned him down. After he had overheard
her listening to classical music he bought a pair of tickets to the
Los Angeles Philharmonic at the Hollywood Bowl. She didn’t hesitate
in saying she would go.

From then on, the two were nearly
inseparable. Sullivan fell in love right away. April held back a
little longer, but not by much. They were married the weekend
following the end of their third year of college.

April had graduated cum laude with a dual
masters in architectural design, and art history. Design firms from
across the country quickly recognized her educational
accomplishments. There were opportunities in San Francisco, New
York, Chicago and Miami. She chose a small, yet prestigious firm in
Palm Springs that was willing to give her immediate lead architect
status on a major project. Her success on the first design led to
more and more responsibility within the company. After only
eighteen months, April Rourk was a junior partner at Sheldon and
Kominski Architectural Designs.

The latest project was something April was
particularly proud of due to the complete artistic freedom she had
been given. It was her baby from inception to completion. This was
her night to shine and Sullivan was happy to be by her side and
watch as her peers plied on the praise.

Following the reception at the gallery,
Sullivan and April headed out to dinner. The car that followed them
went unnoticed.

“I’m proud of you, Baby. Proud and
impressed,” Sullivan said to his wife as he opened her door at the
restaurant.

“Thank you,” she smiled brightly while
replying.

Sullivan leaned in to give her a kiss. Their
lips never met as Sullivan was grabbed by the collar of his jacket
and thrown against the car in the next parking space.

April screamed as two bulky men wearing
leather jackets and blue jeans proceeded to beat her husband.

Sullivan tried as best he could to defend
himself. He landed a few return blows against his attackers.
Several were solid, but these two were used to fighting and had
gotten a jump on him that he couldn’t recover from. They were
strong and tough. Sullivan soon fell to the asphalt where he
received several hard boot kicks to his back and ribs.

“You will either give that fucking casino
back to Mr. White or start working for the people he worked for.
And those people would be our people,” growled one of the men,
Sullivan wasn’t sure which one.

Sirens could be heard getting closer and that
was the cue for Sullivan’s attackers to flee.


Chapter 4

 


Over the next ten days, Sullivan was approached
several times by people threatening harm to him and his family. As
a precaution, he had sent his mother and grandmother on a Caribbean
cruise. His wife would not listen to reason. No matter what he
said, she refused to be intimidated

Sullivan had been given a piece of paper with a
phone number on it by one of the thugs that had approached him in
the casino parking lot. They told Sullivan to call the number
within the next five days to get his instructions or the next time
they saw him they would kill him. That had been four days ago.

The phone was answered by a gravely, whiskey and
cigarettes voice. Rourk identified himself and was told that he
would be called back in five minutes.

It was closer to ten minutes when Rourk’s cell rang.
The information he was provided sent a chill down Sullivan’s spine.
He sat at his desk in his den for several minutes following the
call. His thoughts were racing as he tried to process the words. It
was an introduction into a world he knew nothing about. At least
nothing his personal experience had witnessed. It was a world he
thought only existed in books and movies.

He found his wife in her separate home office. She
didn’t often work from home, the large room held a drafting table,
desk and computer in one corner and a comfortable sitting area with
an 80 inch flat-screen television. She was addicted to several
reality crime scene investigation shows. Her fascination with the
mind of murderers and the forensic trails followed by investigators
held no morbidity to it; hers was simply a need to understand the
mind of those who kill. It was so far from any thought she had ever
had to harm a person that thought processes of killers fascinated
and intrigued her.

“April, we need to talk.” He sat next to her on the
couch.

She muted her show and told him, “Baby, I’m not
packing up an hiding. I don’t know why you don’t call the cops or
friggin’ FBI.”

“I called that number. The one that last thug handed
me.”

“And?”

He laid the information out just as he had received
it. Jacob White had been using the casino to launder money for the
Aryan Brotherhood, who, in turn, were laundering money for the
Mexican Mafia. The gang would pay Jacob $100,000 per month in
exchange for gambling tax reports, in varying denominations,
totaling $1 million. Their million would be hit with a fifty-four
percent tax, which they paid through the individual accounts
attached to the tax forms. That cleared $460,000 in immediate funds
each month, then Jacob would provide documentation that showed the
taxed winner had spent more money than they had won, allowing them
to get a check from Uncle Sam complements of the IRS for the entire
remaining amount of the $1 million investment.

“It is a complex and, actually brilliant, scheme.
The problem is that they will kill us if we don’t keep their
business going.”

“Why can’t you call the police?”

“Because they would not be able to keep us safe.
These people have hundreds of members and the best the cops would
be able to do is put us in witness protection. Are you ready to
give up your career, our family, who still wouldn’t be safe, and
become an Avon lady in fuckin’ Nebraska?”

April stared at the muted television for several
minutes before speaking again. “What are we going to do?”

“We? We are doing nothing. I am going to do what
they want. I have no choice. There is more. They want their lost
profits from the last three months.”

April stood as if she had been kicked, “Where in the
hell are we going to get three million dollars?”

“I have an idea. It involves doing things I have
never done and don’t even know if I am capable of doing.”

“You going to become a contract killer?” Her sarcasm
was not lost on him.

“Baby, I want you to show me the plans you drew up
for those three banks.”

“You are not robbing banks!”

“No. Not really. I want to blow the fronts off of
the ATM’s”

She thought he had gone completely mad. Her anger
turned to apprehension, which became a grudgingly given consent as
the details began to make sense.

“There’s a big development project going up that’s
going to require some heavy demolitions. The tribe has allowed
temporary storage of the explosives back in Coyote Canyon,” said
Sully.

“And you are going to just go help yourself to that
stuff?”

Avoiding the question, Sully told April he was going
to take the Jeep up the canyon and see it could be done. She
insisted on coming with him.

They pulled off the pavement and onto the gravel
road that served as the only real entrance to Coyote Canyon.
Slowing so as not to stir up too much dust and attract unwanted
attention, Sully asked April to keep an eye out for anyone who
might come up behind them. She turned around in her seat and peered
out the rear window.

 About a mile and a half into the canyon was a
fenced area about 200 feet square, with a chained gate, barbed
wire, and, apparently nothing else to prevent access to an overseas
container that was clearly marked as being dangerous.

 Sully continued past the site, sure there
would be a guard in a patrol car nearby. He traveled another
half-mile down the road in the waning daylight before turning
around. “This is too easy. There has to be a guard.”

 “There isn’t anyone, Sully. Let’s get it done
before someone does show up,” urged April.

 Putting the Jeep back in drive, Sully drove
directly to the gate. April handed him a pair of leather driving
gloves and a set of bolt cutters that he had taken from his garage
before they left.

“You watch the road. If anyone comes, just turn the
motor on. I’ll hear it and run back,” Sully instructed before
moving over to the lock.

 It only took a few seconds to cut the lock,
remove the chain from the hurricane fence gate, and pull it open.
Sully ran the 100 feet to the metal cargo container where he used
the bolt cutters to cut another lock. He ripped the destroyed
padlock from the hasp and shoved it into his pocked. Lifting the
latch and pulling outward, the twelve foot high steel door swung
open.

 The walls of the container were lined with
double-door fireproof cabinets. Sully put the bolt cutters to use
again. The first cabinet held various boxes that appeared to him to
be electronic detonation devices, although his only reference was
Rambo movies. He went to the next box. After cutting its lock and
opening its doors he found boxes labeled “Primary Detonators.” He
removed two boxes and set them on top of the cabinet before moving
on to the next cabinet. This third cabinet held what he was looking
for. Looking like the generic version of Nestlé’s cookies in the
premixed cut and cook tubes sat several dozen cylinders marked as
being an explosive manufactured commercially as Tovex. This was an
industrial grade plastique, similar to the military C-4, pliable,
moldable, stable, and perfect for his purposes.

 Sully loaded twenty of the one-kilo tubes into
his arms then jogged back to the Jeep. “Put all that in the back,”
he said over his shoulder as he ran back to the container.

 Once inside, he grabbed his bolt cutters, the
boxes of primary detonators, and a couple of the little boxes with
guarded red buttons on top. Arms full, he darted back to the
Jeep.

 “Here,” he handed the items to April, “I’ll be
right back.”

 Returning to the container, he closed the
outside door, then hurried back and closed the gate, careful to
wrap the chain through the fence. It wouldn’t pass a close
inspection, but it was better than leaving everything wide
open.

 Back in the car, Sully started the motor. Even
though it was a cool 60 outside, he was
dripping with sweat. His pulse pounded in his ears and his thoughts
raced as the insanity of what he was doing began to sink in. His
parents had taught him to be honest. He believed in God. He
expected the police to protect his neighborhood. Yet he had just
committed an act of dishonesty that broke at least one Commandment
and who knows how many laws. Suddenly Sully didn’t want to think
about his parents, his God, or the police. He shuddered visibly at
the realization that he had just crossed a line he never believed
he would cross. Pushing those thoughts aside, he put the Jeep into
gear.

 April looked around nervously. “Let’s get out
of here.” Sully was already moving. They rode back in an excited
silence that charged the air around them. Fear. Power. Danger. They
were college grads, working stiffs, taxpayers, fucking Republicans,
for Christ’s sake! Now they were living on the edge and it was
exhilarating like nothing else either of them had ever known.

 April pushed the automatic garage door opener
as soon as their house was in sight. Too soon. She reached up to
the visor above Sully and pressed it again as he turned into the
driveway. He stopped the Jeep a foot from the back wall of the
garage and put it in park as April pressed the controller to close
the door behind them. As the outside was sealed off and the silence
that followed the Jeep’s motor being shut down filled them with a
sense of safety, both Sully and April sighed a deep breath of
relief.

 Sully turned off the headlights and sat back
in the seat. Sweat dripped down his sides from under his arms in
oily rivulets, brought by the sudden lifting of tension and fear
that had dominated his every breath since he had cut the first lock
on the gate to the explosives storage area.

 The hammering of his pulse echoing in his ears
subsided only to be replaced by another uncontrollable bodily
sound. Only this sound was not his own. Looking to his right, Sully
was alarmed by what he saw. April had gone ghostly pale and her
teeth were chattering noisily. “April,” he said, then more
urgently, “April, what’s wrong?!”

 She stared straight ahead, shivering,
unresponsive. Sully opened the driver’s side door and practically
leapt from behind the wheel. He rushed around the back of the Jeep
and to the passenger door. He reached for the door handle and
yanked forcefully. His fingers slipped from the handle. The door
was locked. He pounded on the window several times with the edge of
his closed right fist. “April! Open the door, April!” She didn’t
move. He snatched at the rear door. It opened, and he reached
through to the front door lock, and quickly disengaged it. Reaching
back to the front door it now opened easily. He slid an arm behind
April’s head and the other under her legs before easing her out of
the car. He pulled her to him tightly as he carried her into the
house.

 After settling April into her bed and tucking
the blankets around her shivering body, Sully hurried out to the
living room and grabbed a bottle of Fireball whiskey and a lowball
glass, which he took back into the bedroom.

 April’s teeth had ceased their chattering, but
she was still suffering body chills. Sully worried that it was
shock. He spun the cap from the bottle, letting it fall to the
floor. Shakily, he poured a large dollop of the amber liquid into
the glass, and then set the open bottle on the nightstand. He held
the glass in his right hand while sliding his left arm under
April’s shoulders and helping her into a sitting position. He put
the glass to her bloodless lips and said, “Here you go. Drink
this.” 

 The whiskey poured over her parted lips and
warmed her throat as if liquid fire were heading to her stomach.
She breathed in while trying to drink, which resulted in a violent
series of harsh coughs.

 Whether it was the whiskey, the coughing, or
both, Sully wasn’t sure, but the color flooded back into April’s
skin. The focus also returned to her eyes.

 “Are you trying to drown me, or what?” April
gasped, looking at Sully for the first time since they had arrived
back at her home.

 “You scared the shit out of me,” Sully
replied, then asked gently, “Are you okay?”

 “Yeah. I’m not sure what happened. It was just
all so much all of a sudden. But I’m fine now. Promise.”

 

 


 


 


 


 


 




 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 5

 


 


They decided that Sullivan would go to the
planned bank on his motorcycle, a black Kawasaki 1000cc rocket on
two wheels, and that April would follow at a distance in her Jeep,
thereby providing help close at hand in the event he needed it,
while placing enough distance between them to keep her from
suspected involvement.

He had gone out with a small amount of the
Tovex and checked the detonator and its compatibility with the
detonation boxes he had grabbed. He found that the detonator was a
simple device that just pressed into the main explosive compound
and was then connected by thin wire to the control box that
contained a battery. This sent a small jolt of electricity, when
it’s activator switch was depressed, into the detonator, which, in
turn, created a small explosion that generated the necessary force
to detonate the main explosive charge. His one experiment was an
open-air test that left his ears ringing and a hole in the desert
floor measuring eight feet in diameter and three feet deep.

Sullivan rushed back to April’s and loaded
the explosives he would need, and a little extra, just in case the
first blast wasn’t enough, into a backpack. He put on his black
leather jacket, gloves and, after giving April a quick kiss, his
full face Bell helmet. Sullivan straddled his motorcycle, flipped
the darkly tinted visor down and started the motor.

April got into her Jeep and started it.
Before she could get out of her driveway, the motorcycle had
already sped out of sight.

It was a twenty-minute ride on the motorcycle
to the bank they had chosen. It would take April closer to thirty
minutes to reach the same location in the car. That was also part
of the plan.

As he arrived at the bank, Sullivan noticed
that there was a man using the automated teller machine, so he
pulled up and parked on the opposite side of the building from
where the customers car sat idling with it’s headlights on.
Simultaneously killing the motor and putting out the kickstand,
Sullivan waited. While he waited he removed the backpack from his
shoulders and set it on the motorcycles’ gas tank between his legs.
Sullivan unzipped the bag and plugged the wires into the control
box. Inside, the pencil detonators had already been stabbed into
two separate chunks of Tovex and linked by a 6-foot length of
sheathed copper wire that he had coiled like a phone cord to
prevent it from being tangled. As soon as the customers’ car pulled
away, Sullivan got off the motorcycle – leaving the key in the
ignition – and hurried over to the ATM.

After a quick look around to be sure he
wasn’t being observed, Sullivan withdrew the two soft chunks of
Tovex and forced them into either side of the machine near the
center, then stepped around the edge of the building.

His hope was to rip the front of the machine
off with the explosion and have it drop a couple of feet in front
of the wall. Not this time.

Sullivan had used entirely too much
explosives. When he flipped the guard and depressed the button
beneath, the explosion was enough to knock him off his feet.
Momentarily dazed by the concussion, he was also left with a
ringing in his ears that wouldn’t stop. It was nearly a full minute
before he realized that the ringing was the alarm, not only at the
bank, but also at several stores across the street, most of which
were now windowless.

He looked at the shredded remains of the ATM.
There were several hundred dollars in twenty-dollar bills scattered
about, but sitting just in reach was the box that he was after.
Sullivan grabbed the container of money and shoved it into his
backpack.

The sound of sirens could now be heard above
the ring of alarms. They were getting close. Sullivan turned the
ignition, pulled in the clutch lever and pressed the starter
button. The motor purred, then screamed as he twisted the throttle
and dumped the clutch.

He nearly lost control of the machine as the
motors’ torque brought the front wheel nearly a foot off the
ground. The backpack shifted in his lap and he leaned forward to
secure it between himself and the bike. He shot into the street and
turned east, then made the next left. The bike was nearly on its
side as he leaned into the turn. The bikes’ headlight washed across
the front end of a black Jeep Wagoneer that was stopped at the
intersection.

April turned right to fall in behind the
motorcycle. As she turned left at the next block, she caught a
glimpse of red and blue lights streaking toward the bank just over
a half a mile away. Unconsciously, she pressed a little harder on
the accelerator.

Careful to make each turn in order to follow
the path she knew Sullivan would be taking, she soon had to slow
down in order to read the street signs. ‘So far, so good,’ she
thought each time she made a turn and the motorcycle was nowhere to
be seen.

While April was taking the deliberately
cautious route, Sullivan had been on the verge of panic. Running
through the gears, he would quickly bring the bike to speeds in
excess of 100 M.P.H. That was suicidal, considering the fact that
some of the streets were in residential areas that were posted with
25 M.P.H. speed limits. None of the streets he traversed were
posted greater than 45 M.P.H. He didn’t slow down until he arrived
at his own neighborhood. Here, at least, some of his composure and
common sense returned. The possibility of drawing attention to
himself and his house became real. He down shifted and eased down
on the rear breaks. At a calm and unobtrusive 20 M.P.H., he turned
into the eastern access to his neighborhood and sat up a little
straighter. After two more turns and the longest 45 minutes of his
life, Sullivan was home. He pulled the bike into the open garage
and parked. With deliberate care, he turned off the key and got off
the bike.

Sullivan pressed the garage door button as he
went into his house. It wasn’t until he was safely inside the
kitchen that he took off his helmet and gloves. He got a bottle of
Finlandia from the freezer and drank straight from it. The ice-cold
fire had an instant calming effect. He tipped the bottle again and
choked when the doorbell rang. He spit vodka through his lips and
nose, coughing and gasping for breath. “Shit!” he exclaimed as he
rushed to the door.

Glancing through the peephole, relief washed
over him and he opened the door to let April come in.

“My hands are shaking, I couldn’t get my key
in the lock.” She stepped across the threshold at the same moment
that a sheriff’s patrol car pulled into view.

Sullivan closed the door slowly behind April,
trying to keep the sheriff in view as long as possible. The black
and white kept moving without so much as a glance in the direction
of his or April’s homes. Still, he didn’t take a breath until the
door was closed and the deadbolt secure.

“Did you see that?” he asked.

“See what? Is everything okay? Did you get
the money? You didn’t get hurt, did you?” The nonchalance he had
seen through the peephole had suddenly vanished as her calm
dissolved and her questions came out in rapid-fire succession
without pause for a reply.

Sullivan took her by the shoulders to steady
her, “The cops just drove by as you walked in the house,” He
stated.

Her eyes widened with fright and she started
to say something, but he interrupted. “Could they have followed
you?”

“No,” she responded immediately, “I’m
positive that no one followed me. I would have noticed. I kept
looking to be sure.”

“Okay,” he said as he turned and pulled the
heavy gold baroque drapes enough to peer out the window. “It was
probably that cop who always patrols this area.”

Releasing the drapes, he turned once more and
walked back into the kitchen, April followed. He went straight to
the backpack and pulled out the cash box. “I could only get one
box,” he said as he opened its lid.

“How much is in there?” she asked.

Dumping the contents onto the kitchen
counter, Sullivan replied, “We’ll soon find out,” and smiled. They
each began grabbing twenties.

“Put them out just like at the bank,” April
suggested. Demonstrating what she meant, she began laying down the
bills in an overlapping pattern of five across, ten down for a
total of $1,000.

Sullivan followed suit and in just a couple
minutes, they had twenty such stacks.

“Twenty grand.” His voice was tinged with
disgust.

April looked up, “It’s nowhere near enough.”
She was numb.

The Aryan Brotherhood had demanded he begin
making payments within 48 hours. They ware smart enough to know
that he didn’t have the money and that this was their best chance
of being paid. Sullivan Rourk needed $100 thousand in 12 hours. The
money he had just stolen combined with their savings and everything
in their checking accounts, added to a dozen credit card advances
would put him at close to $60 thousand. That meant thee next bank
he would have to get at least two of the three money boxes inside
the ATM.

They talked about the job just completed, the
need to reduce the explosive charge and April brought up the fact
that neither of them had thought to cover the license plate on the
motorcycle.

This last thought worried Sullivan. He
decided to put a strip of duct tape across the plate once he neared
the next bank. They hid the money and the box in a tool shed in the
back yard then went back inside, where Sullivan grabbed the yellow
pages and opened it to “BANKS.” He counted the number of banks then
wrote those numbers out on strips of paper, thirty-seven in all.
Once the numbers were written down, he folded each piece of paper
and put them in a pitcher, then had April draw one number out.
This, they jokingly referred to as the “Robbery Raffle” as they
sought to lighten the stress they both felt.

April opened the paper, and with movements
reminiscent of Barkers Beauties on The Price is Right, she showed
the number to the imaginary audience, “Today’s lucky winner is
number six,” she said in a sotto game show announcers’ voice.

Sullivan counted down the column in the phone
book. “American Savings on Date Palm Canyon Road.”

“That’s kind of close to here, isn’t it?”
April dropped the game show bit as real worry filled her.

“Yeah, but it’s also far enough away from the
other one that it won’t be expected,” he assured her.

They went out to the garage, bringing the
backpack and riding gear with them. Sullivan quickly wired two more
charges, much smaller charges, and put them inside the backpack.
April grabbed one of his double extra large tee shirts from the
clothes hamper and suggested he tie it to the tank of the bike so
it would look like a white motorcycle from a distance. He
enthusiastically agreed and gave her a congratulatory kiss for her
idea. With the tee shirt secure, he put on his helmet, jacket and
gloves. He had April grab the garage door opener from inside the
Vette and told her to go out the front door and go to her Jeep. He
also instructed her to activate the automatic garage door opener
once she was outside and could see that there were no cops in the
area. A few minutes after April had left, the automatic garage door
opener came to life and the door was pulled open. Sullivan had the
bike started and moving before the door had fully opened. Turning
right out of his driveway, he shifted into second and sped past
April in the Jeep. It took him less than ten minutes to reach the
American Savings. There was no one in sight as he pulled up close
to the building and parked.

He was better prepared this time and stepped
right up to the ATM that was mounted in the wall of the bank facing
Date Palm Canyon Road. From the backpack, which he now wore against
his chest like an infant carrier, he withdrew the charges and
quickly affixed them into place. Without so much as a backward
glance, Sullivan stepped a few feet away to stand around the
protective corner of the red brick building. As soon as he was out
of the potential blast area, he depressed the activator button.

The blast was immediately followed by the
audible alarm from the bank. However, this blast did not cause the
damage that the first had wrought. The mangled remains of the ATM’s
façade was tossed about forty feet by the force of the explosion,
landing near the double yellow line in the center of the road.

Sullivan stepped quickly to the opening and
grabbed the center moneybox, then managed to work the remaining two
boxes out. The boxes he then shoved into the backpack, along with
the detonator box, as he ran back to the motorcycle. Jumping
astride the bike like it was a horse and he was a B-western cowboy,
he was almost instantly on the go.

As he sped through the neighborhood south of
the bank, he calculated that the entire process from the time he
arrived at the bank until the time he was driving away was less
than two minutes. He was nearly half way home when he passed April
heading in the opposite direction. He watched her turn around in
his side view mirror, then ripped the tee shirt from the tank and
tossed it in the road. Then, reaching back, he ripped the duct tape
from the license plate and tossed it aside as well.

April slowed down as she neared the discarded
white shirt. As she pulled next to it, she stopped, opened her door
and leaned out to retrieve it. Quickly she tossed the shirt aside
and continued toward home.

Sullivan was standing in the open doorway of
their darkened house when April pulled into the driveway.

They kissed briefly as she entered the house,
but she had too many questions that forced passion aside. “What
happened? Did you do it? I never got anywhere near the bank.”

He put a finger to her lips to silence her
prattling and said, “Yeah, it was so fucking easy!” “Do you think
they keep track of all the serial numbers?” she wanted to know, as
she shoved the money in her purse.

Sullivan followed her into the house as he
answered. “If they didn’t, they will.”



 




 


 





Chapter 6

 


 


“Sam-seven, control,” came the dispassionate
female voice over the cars multi-channel tactical radio.

L.A Michaels was “Sam-seven.” The radio call
sign signifying his Federal Bureau of Investigation rank of
Supervising Agent (‘Sam’ being the radio code for the letter ‘S’
and the ID number assigned to his vehicle, car 7).

L.A. had been an agent with the FBI for going
on sixteen years. For the past nine he had been the Supervising
Agent in Charge of the Indio field office. He had put duty and
country before everything else in his life. The final papers
signaling the end of his third marriage sat on the seat beside him
as testimony to that fact. He had been staring at those papers,
which had been delivered to the field office that morning, when the
radio interrupted his despairing thoughts. Reaching below the
dashboard, L.A. pulled the radio mike free from its clip and
pressed the send key before answering. “Sam-seven.”

“One-one-six-seven-one Desert Drive, First
Financial Savings, explosion, no known injuries, apparent robbery
of ATM, locals on scene.” L.A. was making notes of the dispatchers
call. “Also two-one-three-oh-nine Date Palm Canyon road, American
Savings, explosion, no known injuries, apparent robbery of ATM,
locals on scene. Respond to location number one as C.I.C., units
delta-three, delta-nine to follow, units responding code
three.”

“Copy, Sam-seven is code three,
One-one-six-seven-one Desert Drive.” L.A. pulled the discreet
emergency light form the floorboard and shoved it onto the dash
before flipping the two toggle switches that would activate the
flashing red light and siren. As he weaved in and out of the light
nighttime traffic near Indio’s downtown and headed for Highway 10,
which would take him west to Palm Springs, he keyed the mike again.
“Control, Sam-seven.”

“Go ahead, Sam-seven.”

“Roll Tech teams Able and Baker, one to each
twenty.”

“Ten-four, Sam-seven.”

“Also, have the deltas responding switch to
this tac channel.”

“Roger.”

A moment later, the other two agents
responded in turn.

“Delta-three, Sam-seven,” came the first
voice, which was nearly drowned out by the screaming sirens at both
ends of the radio calls.

“Delta-three, your ten-twenty?” L.A.
asked.

“Nearing location number one, sir,” came the
reply.

“Delta-nine, Sam-seven,” boomed the basso
voice of the squads youngest agent

“Your twenty, Delta-nine?”

“On scene, Sam-seven.”

“Status?” L.A. asked.

“Locals here have area secure. I’ve claimed
jurisdiction. It’s a mess, L.A.”

“Roger. You’ve got a tech team rolling your
way and I’ll have a couple more agents A.S.A.P., but you’ll need to
keep the peace with the locals. Keep me posted.”

“Ten-four. Delta-nine out.”

“Delta-three on scene,” came Henry
Kellerman’s voice.

“I’m ten minutes out, Delta-three. Secure
the scene and fill me in when I get there. Tech is en-route.”

“Roger, sir. Delta-three out.”

L.A. sped down the freeway, thoughts of his
failed marriage replaced by duty and country. Just like when he was
married.

The hole in the wall looked a lot worse than
it was. The inner components of the ATM appeared, at first glance,
to be a fragmented ruin of twisted metal and ripped wires. Closer
inspection revealed that the machine consisted of so many twisted
metal parts that it probably wouldn’t look much different absent
the explosion that ripped its front cover off.

Henry Kellerman was a poster boy
representation of the ideal special agent of the FBI. At
thirty-eight, his six-foot frame was still the lean muscular 200
pounds that it had been when he was attending Cal State, Fullerton,
following high school. After receiving his BS in Criminal Science,
he was accepted to Harvard School of Law, where he graduated in the
top 5% of his class. His academic standing caught the attention of
FBI recruiters, who brought him to Quantico to train at the FBI
Academy. However, his movie-star handsome good looks first caught
the attention of June Saunders. She had been a part-time academy
receptionist who was there until classes resumed in the fall at
George Washington University, where she was studying Early
Childhood Development. They had been married on the day he
graduated from the academy. That was twelve years ago today. June
understood duty, and for that he was very grateful.

“What do you think they used, secret agent
man?” asked a sarcastic Riverside County sheriff’s detective,
annoyed by the ‘Fed-sissies’ walking in and taking the case.

Kellerman wasn’t fazed by the man’s
derogatory, intentional misstatement of his special agent status.
Henry knew this backward-ass idiot with his community college
education was tossing out bait, but he wouldn’t bite. “An EDUCATED
guess would result in theorizing some sort of plastique as being
the explosive compound,” was his reply. Either the emphasis on
‘educated’ went unnoticed by the Sheriffs detective, or, thought
Kellerman, they didn’t teach the meaning of the word out here in
the desert. The detective didn’t reply.

Agent Kellerman then asked one of the nearby
uniformed deputies if they had located any witnesses. They
hadn’t.

L.A. parked his car at the curb half a block
west of the bank and turned off the flashing light, siren and
engine. He sat in the car a few moments, surveying the scene before
he touched any possible material evidence. He noted that there were
twenty-seven storefront windows across from the bank that had been
blown out by the blast. There was one car parked on the street
across from the bank and it had only glittering shards of broken
safety glass outlining the window frames. From the looks of things,
there hadn’t been anyone shopping. The stores had been closed for
the night when the blast occurred, he correctly surmised.

L.A. got out of his regulation Chevy
Caprice, 4-door, blue sedan, closed the door, walked around to the
rear and opened the trunk. He laid his sport coat inside and pulled
on the dark blue windbreaker with the letters FBI printed across
the back in a highly visible yellow. Next, he opened a large duffel
bag and removed a portable two-way radio, checked its battery power
level, and turned it on, before clipping it to his belt. He then
removed his 35mm Nikon camera and its flash attachment. He checked
the film frame number. ‘1’, as it should be, since he always, after
having used it, loaded a fresh roll of film into his camera before
storing it. He also shoved several pair of latex gloves into his
pocket, followed by a fist full of clear plastic Ziploc evidence
bags of various sizes. These were generally tools of the trade for
the tech teams, since evidence collection was their purpose. L.A.
sometimes found that due to wind, rain, or some other unknown, it
was necessary to secure possible evidence before the Tech team
could make it to the crime scene.

He closed the trunk and headed up the street
to where he could see Kellerman poking around some bushes near the
bank. He walked slowly, watching the ground around him, there was
nothing in particular he was looking for, but he looked,
nonetheless. He figured the first time he didn’t look would result
in missed evidence. It wasn’t often that the slow, heads down
approach, yielded any significant clues, but this time it just may
have.

L.A. noticed a black streak along the
sidewalk and curb in the wash of the streetlight adjacent to the
banks’ driveway. Kneeling down for a closer look, L.A. figured it
to be a partial burn mark from a motorcycle tire.

Agent Kellerman noticed his Commander in
Charge (CIC) and walked over. “Find something, sir?” he asked as he
approached.

The flash from the camera lit the area for a
split second. “Maybe.” Adjusting the focus and changing angles,
L.A. asked, “What have you found so far?”

“No eyewitnesses. One of three moneyboxes
taken from the ATM following the use of an apparent plastique to
blow the front cover off the machine. The concussion tore out
twenty-seven windows across the street. No structural damage
apparent to the bank, other than the face of the ATM. The bank
manager is on his way down to give us a tally on the amount
missing. But my guess is twenty thousand, since only one box was
taken and they hold that amount in each box.”

“What about the alarm companies? Can you get
them out here to shut this noise off?” asked Michaels.

“The locals took care of that; said there
are three different companies who have an audible ringing right now
and all have service people en-route.”

The uniformed deputy that Kellerman had
talked to previously walked up. “We’ve got several people saying
they heard a motorcycle moving fast right after the blast.”

“That fits in with this,” stated L.A., while
pointing to the tire marks. Henry made the introductions,

Supervising Agent Michaels shook the
deputy’s hand and asked him to follow up on the sound until
witnesses to it ran out. “If it’s a local, we may just get lucky
and follow him home. Also, check for the same thing from the other
bank. If we get motorcycle sounds following that blast, maybe we
can at least coordinate the direction and gain some sense of where
this bastard went.”

“Sure thing, Agent Michaels,” replied the
deputy, “I never would have thought of that angle. It’s a long
shot, but still the best one we’ve got. I’ll get right on it.”

The deputy turned and headed back to his
cruiser, glad to be working on the case.

“Be sure and get Tech to film and scrape
this tire mark,” Michaels told Kellerman.

Henry leaned down for a closer look. “Fresh,
alright. There is powdered rubber still on the edge of the curb,”
he commented.

Frank photographed the spot as Henry pointed
at it for clarification. Then, after handing Henry the camera and
donning a pair of latex gloves, he removed a small clear plastic
baggie and scraped a small amount of the rubber powder into it with
the edge of his penknife. Sealing the bag as he stood, Frank then
retrieved his camera from Henry and stuffed the evidence into his
pants pocket.

They walked over to the destroyed ATM and
continued noting the crime scene from there. The Tech team arrived
half an hour later, followed by four more special agents who had
been called from the warmth of hearth and home. Agent Michaels
explained what he wanted done at the scene and left to check on the
other bank.

 


 


The agents on the second scene had done a
first class job of securing the area and gathering what little
evidence there was. They had acted on L.A.’s motorcycle theory and,
between the three agents and the dozen deputies that were now
assisting, they had followed the sound of a motorcycle for
approximately three miles. The path they were following, if it
stayed true, would intersect with the path of the other teams
motorcycle sounds somewhere near the city of Indian Wells.

“You’ve got things moving along just fine,”
Commented L.A. after hearing their reports. “Anything else you
think we need to be looking at before daylight?” he asked.

“No. Everything else belongs to Tech. I
think it’s now a paper chase if we can get some people looking at
DMV records for motorcycle owners. Any explosives in the area
should be on the ATF report back at the office. The money isn’t
logged, so there is no tracking it.”

“I’ll put out a bulletin to all the banks
and the S and L’s in the region and ask them to use only
consecutively sequenced bills in the ATM’s in case this guy hits
again,” Michaels was saying, “And these two came off so clean that
we can almost be sure of more to follow. It’s really a matter of
‘when and where’, not ‘if’.”

The other agents agreed with that
assessment.

The news vans were arriving from Los
Angeles. Deputies were keeping the crews behind a barrier, but with
the zoom lenses that the mini-cams had, the entire scene would be
close up, live and in color when Robin Roberts would be greeting
the country with a smile and a ‘Good Morning, America’.

L.A. got into his car and headed back to the
office. There was a lot yet to do.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 7

 


 


Sullivan awoke to April’s yelling “Sully!
Hurry! You’re on the news! Quick”

He hurried, naked, from bed into the living
room where she was sitting on the edge of the black leather couch,
looking back and forth from the TV to him. “See? It’s the banks!”
she said excitedly.

“Hush, so I can hear,” he admonished as he
sat down beside her.

The scene on the television was of the
American Savings on Date Palm. The reporter was standing in front
of a barricade. “….there don’t appear to be any leads at this
point. According to one source close to the investigation, the
thief, or thieves, made off with approximately forty thousand
dollars in cash between the two locations. Though one person has
indicated that both robberies were committed by a group of former
military members turned anti-government extremists, that report
remains unconfirmed. From Palm Springs, this is Dave Gonzalez for
Channel Seven Eyewitness News.”

The scene turned to the studio where
Christine Lund was now promising updates, as they became
available.

April reached for the remote and turned off
the set, “What do ya think, Clyde?” she asked, teasingly referring
to the infamous Clyde Barrow, who had robbed many a bank with one
Miss Bonnie Parker.

Sullivan smiled at the inference, but said,
“I think I need to go to work.” He patted April affectionately on
the knee then went back into the bedroom to get dressed.

When he left a few minutes later, hair still
tousled from sleep and shirt in hand, the neighbor across the way
saw him. Mrs. Kravits was sitting in her living room talking on the
phone with her sister and couldn’t wait to tell her that the good
looking gentleman was leaving for work at that fancy casino and he
hadn’t even combed his hair properly. This didn’t happen in
Minnesota, don’t ya know!

Sullivan picked up several suits from th dry
cleaners on his way to work. Once there, he showered, shaved and
dressed in his private bath in his office. After a cup of coffee,
he retrieved the money from his briefcase. After placing the bills
into several padded mailing envelopes and sealing them, he called
the number that was answered by the gravely voiced person.

“I have your money,” Sullivan announced.

Rourk was instructed to bring the money to
the Ralph’s grocery store in Palm Springs, where he would be met.
“Park near the recycling trailer.”

Sullivan Rourk parked his yellow Corvette
where instructed. Several minutes later, he noticed a woman walking
his way. She was petite, bordering on anorexic, with long, stick
straight, blonde hair.

The woman climbed into the passenger seat of
Rourk’s car and said, “We don’t see any cops lurking around, and
the taps on your phones haven’t caught any conversations with the
police. You are smart.”

Rourk didn’t hear a word of what the woman
had said. Her gravely, whiskey and cigarette voice was the one he
had heard on the phone. Never would he have thought the voice had
belonged to anyone other than a sixty year old man.

“Excuse me?” Sullivan failed to mask his
shock.

“It’s the voice I was born with, get used to
it because you will be dealing with me for a long time to
come.”

 


 


When Sullivan pulled into his garage, his
first thought was that he wanted to jump on his motorcycle and hit
another bank. The rush of the robberies was intense. Like cheating
death; if you cheat death once, it becomes a challenge to cheat it
repeatedly. Eventually death will win, but he always wins in the
end, so it was a thrill to see how many pots you could rake in
before his scythe cut a royal flush in spades.

The bank robberies began as a financial
necessity, but almost immediately turned into a thrill ride. That
scared him. He got out of his car and walked in. “April?” he called
out, as he closed the door behind him.

“In the bedroom!” she called back in
reply.

He walked down the hall and into the bedroom.
April was sitting at the dressing table applying her make-up. “I’m
almost ready,” she said, while stroking her lashes with a mascara
brush.

Sullivan chuckled as he took in her attire;
black sneakers, black pants, black turtleneck sweater. “All you
lack is the little black mask for your eyes and you’d be a cat
burglar straight out of central casting,” he mused.

“I put this on because it was cold,” she
shot back, wounded by his remark.

Finished with her make-up, she pulled the
sweater up over her head and threw it at Sullivan, who was sitting
on the bed. “Fuck you,” she pouted, “Fix me a drink, please,
asshole.”

Sullivan got up and gave her a kiss on her
bare neck before going out to the living room to pour drinks.

“Grand Mariner,” she said to his retreating
back. When he returned with a snifter of the sweet liqueur for her
and a lowball glass half-filled with vodka for himself, she had
pulled on a crème colored velour top. It actually looked very good
with the black pants and, now, matching crème low-heeled sandals
that had replaced the sneakers. “Better, Mr. Blackwell?” she said
snidely, but with a smile that showed that she saw the absurdity of
her “Mission Impossible” outfit.

“You look great,” he commented, as he handed
her the drink and sat beside her on the bed.

Sullivan took a long swallow from his
glass.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 8

 


 


The FBI office in Indio was sort of a
wasteland. It wasn’t on anyone’s short list of requested field
office assignments. Anyone except Henry Kellerman.

Henry’s sister-in-law lived in Indian Wells.
His parents weren’t too far, either, having retired to the resort
town of Big Bear in the mountains above San Bernardino, an
adjoining county. In addition, when the kids were school age, the
area of Palm Springs where he and his wife lived had great schools.
So, while most agents in the office fought to earn a transfer to
someplace more exciting, Henry fought to stay right where he was;
and that seemed to take up a lot of his office time lately.

“Henry, you are a good agent and you’ve got a
chance for a fast track into the upper ranks” the Special Agent in
Charge, L.A. Michaels, was saying.

“Sir, I’m first on scene for the first case
in this explosives robbery. It would be best if I stayed here to
continue in the investigation. Couldn’t you get D.C. to hold off on
the transfer?” he pleaded.

With a conciliatory tone the S.A.I.C. gave in
as far as he could. “Okay, Henry, I’ll get you a week stall, but,
unless there is a break in the case or this guy hits again, I won’t
be able to put this off again.”

“Thank you, sir,” Agent Kellerman said with a
smile. He was walking a little taller as he left his supervisors
office.

“What are you so happy about, Kellerman?”
asked one of the other agents, as Henry walked into the squad
room.

“Got my transfer stalled for another week,”
he replied.

The entire office knew that Henry was
supposed to be sent to the Seattle office to work the elite, high
tech crimes unit. Every agent in the office wanted a spot on that
team. Except Henry. Michaels wanted that assignment. Had put in for
it, was interviewed for it. Then they call for Kellerman. No
application. No interview. Michaels knew it was because he was
black. They don’t like blacks anywhere except in the ghetto or on
the basketball courts. At least that’s how Special Agent Michaels
saw things.

It was nearing 8 o’clock at night. The agents
involved in the investigation were tired and ready to head for
home. They had been working the case nearly 16 hours straight. L.A.
Michaels sat on the edge of one of the desks and called everyone to
pay attention.

“Listen up,” he began, “Just so we are all on
the same page before we go get some sleep, we’ve got the following
information.” He read off a list:

“A. The witness info is zero as to a possible
suspect. The perp never drove within view of the ATM video cameras.
All we have is a person in a full-face helmet, dark jacket and
gloves. The explosion destroyed the cameras. Though we’ve had six
people claim responsibility, all of them have been proven false. We
do believe that the suspect drove to the area of Indian Wells after
each robbery.

“B. The suspect most likely is riding a
Japanese motorcycle. Probably a seven-fifty cc or larger, from the
description of the speed and sound we’ve been getting.

“C. There are one-hundred and thirty-seven
street bikes of foreign manufacture registered in the Indian Wells
area that are of seven-fifty cc or greater. We’ll cross check the
registered owners with known felons through D.C. overnight.

“Anything else?” he asked, after he
completed his recitation. No one answered.

“Go home, see you in the A.M.”

The agents, nine, not counting L.A. Michaels,
all got up and began heading out to their cars.

 


 


 


April pulled another bank that had been
numbered from the pitcher.

“My bank,” Sullivan said, after checking the
phone book for the 14th bank listed. “Bank of America on
Manzanita.”

“Oh, no. You can’t do the bank you use,” she
said worriedly.

“It’s perfect! Who would ever guess?” he
exclaimed. “Listen, picking the banks like this takes the pattern
out of the picture. In fact, I want to add a couple more areas so
we have a better chance of not getting caught.”

April saw the logic in it. “Okay, once
again, you’re right,” she relented.

At 8:02 P.M. Sullivan was pressing the
explosives into the ATM. Ten seconds later he was stuffing the
moneyboxes into his backpack and heading for his motorcycle, which
he had left running and in neutral. The smoke hadn’t begun to clear
yet and he was already pulling out of the driveway. The motor
screamed as he sped through the night.

 


 


L.A. Michaels burst through the rear doors
of the Indio FBI office at a dead run. The squad hadn’t yet made it
to their personal vehicles. They knew when they heard the doors
slam open that it was L.A., and what he was going to say.

“He just hit the B of A on Manzanita!” Frank
yelled.

All the agents began heading toward L.A. at
a fast trot. Michaels had had the presence of mind to grab the keys
for the bureau vehicles on his way through the squad room after he
had received the phone call from the county 911 dispatcher
reporting an explosion and alarm at the Bank of America. He handed
everyone their keys and directed them all to haul ass to Indian
Wells, even though the bank was twenty five miles away from there
in Palm Springs.

“Look for the motorcycle!” he yelled as he
ran to his car. L.A. was playing a hunch. It couldn’t hurt. The
locals would secure the crime scene, so he could afford to take his
units to Indian Wells, which was closer, anyhow.

Ten identical appearing 2014 Caprice
Classics, black wall tires, no hubcaps, small antennas centered
high center of the trunk, with red lights flashing in the
windshield, flew down the highway toward Indian Wells. L.A. had all
units switch to the tactical command channels from where he was
directing the dragnet.

“Delta three, break right next signal and
come in from 111. Delta four, break left, same signal, go to Cactus
View and head south, copy!” yelled L.A.”

“Copy three,” said Kellerman.

“Copy four,” followed Agent Allen, who was
assigned to San Bernardino, but on loan to Indio at the moment.

The FBI agents fanned out around the city
and cut their sirens as they began a blind search of the area.
Everyone had rolled down the windows in their cars to better hear
the approach of a motorcycle.

L.A. Michaels pulled into the middle of an
intersection and parked his car there, his red emergency light
flashing. Traffic became snarled after a few minutes, so he
continued on.

Henry Kellerman had approached through a
neighborhood on the Palm Springs side of town. Suddenly, in the
distance, he heard the distinctive scream of a motorcycle moving at
high speed. He grabbed his mike, “Delta three, Sam seven!” he
shouted.

“Go!” came the one word reply.

“I’m at Cactus View and Desert Sage. I can
hear a motorcycle moving fast, but can’t pinpoint it because of the
mountains!”

“All units converge on Delta-three, code
two!” yelled L.A.

Each unit then called in with only their car
number to let L.A. know they had heard the order and were moving
out, flashing light, no siren. Henry pulled forward into the
intersection, looked left, then right, and back left again. A white
motorcycle passed across Desert Sage two blocks to his left.
“Desert Sage and San Jacinto, white motorcycle hauling ass!
Southbound on San Jacinto!” he yelled into the mike as he spun the
wheel and attempted pursuit.

“Delta three, you are tac!” commanded L.A.
Michaels, letting everyone know that Henry Kellerman was calling
the tactical positions for all units, since he was the closest to
the possible suspect.

“All units converge at San Jacinto and 111.
Sam seven, call s/o for air!” Screamed Henry, as he ordered the
units to focus their convergence point several miles ahead of the
motorcycle’s current position and for L.A. to switch to the
interagency emergency response channel and ask the Riverside County
Sheriff for air support, if any was near enough to be of any
use.

Henry swung wide when making the right onto
San Jacinto, nearly colliding with a black Jeep Wagoneer that was
northbound on San Jacinto. The drivers’ door was open and he
cleared it by inches, as his car raced after the receding red
taillight, now a mile ahead of him.

 


 


April clutched the white tee shirt to her
chest as she slammed her door. The undercover cop had nearly plowed
into her as she was pulling the shirt into the Jeep. However, it
was his sudden presence more than the near collision that had
scared her the most. Tears spilled over her lids as she watched the
cop chase after Sullivan. “Please, God, don’t let them catch him.”
She whispered the prayer. More flashing lights, she turned right.
Doing just as Sullivan told her to do if she saw cops after him, or
just got a spooked feeling, she drove to the market.

Once in the parking lot, she wiped away her
tears and pulled herself together. She called from her cell; after
three rings, the answering machine picked up, “Either I’m here or
I’m not. In any case, leave a message at the beep,” was his
recorded voice. Following the beep, April left her message. “Hi,
Baby. It’s April. If you are home, could you come to the Ralph’s
market and give me a jump? My car won’t start.” She hung up the
phone and waited.

 


 


Sullivan was already ripping the tee shirt
from the tank when he glimpsed the flashing red light to his right.
As soon as he crossed the intersection, he tossed it into the
street. April was there in the Jeep, half a block up. He twisted
the gas and sent the speedometer needle up to 120 mph where it was
pegged. He kept on San Jacinto for a mile and a half, then braked
hard, while down shifting, in order to make the left turn at
Morningside. He slid sideways about 15 feet as he over-braked, but
he was able to pull out of the nearly fatal maneuver just before
hitting the curb. He straightened out the motorcycle and rode slow
and silent, in and out of the short curving streets of his
neighborhood, until reaching his house, where he parked the bike,
tossed the helmet aside, and slapped the garage door button. Inside
the kitchen, he saw the answering machine light flashing. He knew
that April had to have seen the cop and figured it was her. He hit
the play button and her frightened voice asked for a jump-start. He
quickly stashed his riding gear and the backpack in the garage,
where he grabbed a set of jumper cables. The Vette was in the
driveway, so he went through the house and out the front door. Cops
were everywhere. He watched one drive past his house while getting
in the Vette; another as he turned down Morningside. And maybe
another one as he got on to highway 111. They all were blue, 4-door
narc cars, so it was hard to tell if there were a lot of cars, or
the same couple running in circles. Sullivan headed off to meet
April.



 


“Delta three – Sam seven, your twenty.” L.A.
wanted to know where Henry was.

“Morningside and Taquitz, no sign of him”,
was the reply.

Henry had lost sight of the motorcycle after
it had turned left onto Morningside. No other agents had caught a
glimpse of the cycle, though several had heard it. That had been
nearly forty minutes ago. It was time to wrap it up. L.A. ordered
all units back to the office, except for Henry, who he decided he
would take with him to the new crime scene.

“Lets head over to the B of A and get it
over with so we can go home,” L.A. told Henry.

“Roger,” he sounded dejected.

 


 


April gave Sullivan a fierce hug when he
pulled up in front of her Jeep and got out of his car. Her tears
wetted the shoulder of his shirt. The relief she felt at seeing him
had overwhelmed her to the point of this tear-choked speechlessness
she was now in.

“Hey, April, hush with the tears. It was
cake.” He tried to convince her with a sense of confidence that he
didn’t really feel.

He hooked up the jumper cables, just to make
it look good. April was surprised to find out that the Corvette’s
battery was behind the drivers seat. Once they had the cables put
back, and the hood closed on the Jeep, Sullivan suggested dinner at
the taco place down the street. Neither of them was hungry, but it
would keep them from having to return home right now.

Conversation was slow to come. Both had
weighty matters on their mind. Eventually, April told her husband
about an event that she considered her most embarrassing. She then
asked him what his most embarrassing event was.

Sullivan Rourk stared blankly out the window
as the thoughts raced through his mind. Sweat beaded up on his
forehead. His skin paled.

April was suddenly worried by his
appearance. “Honey! What’s wrong?”

Pulled back from the horror he was reliving,
Sullivan was able to answer, “I’m fine. I just. I. I don’t want to
talk about it.”

 


 


While the Rourks were nibbling on nachos,
L.A. and Henry were talking to the local cops at the B of A.

“Same as the previous two. Plastique used to
blow apart the ATM; about sixty grand taken; no witnesses;
motorcycle heard leaving the area,” the local cop told them.

The only new information was that they were
now sure that the rider of that motorcycle was probably living in
Indian Wells and that they were looking for a white street bike
capable of speeds in excess of 120mph.

 


 


The restaurant closed at 11 P.M. Sullivan
walked April out to her Jeep and told her to follow him home.

She leaned into him and kissed him. She
closed her door and watched him walk over to his car. “Hey mister,
anyone ever tell ya you got a nice ass?” April hollered out the
window.

“Just you, Mac,” he replied, then started
his car and headed for home.

He parked in the driveway, afraid to let the
bike be seen in the garage right now. April parked next to him a
minute later.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 9

 


 


 


By the time Agent Kellerman walked in the
front door to his house it was nearly midnight. He had been at work
for twenty-nine hours.

“Happy Anniversary, Sweetheart,” he said to
his wife, June.

“Oh, darling, you look terrible! Go straight
to bed, and I’ll bring you something to eat,” she began fussing
over him.

He told her he wasn’t hungry and walked in to
the nursery. He stood over his sleeping children, watching their
little chests rise and fall with each tiny breath. It made him
happy. He leaned down and kissed each one, in turn, on the
forehead. First his little boy, Henry Jr. who would be a year old
in a few weeks. Then he kissed his daughter, named after his wife’s
sister. That reminded him of something.

Back in the kitchen, June was making him a
bowl of clam chowder that he really didn’t want, but would eat
because she fixed it for him.

“There was another ATM blown up tonight,” he
told her.

She looked up from the pot of soup that she
was stirring, “Nobody hurt, I hope,” her concern was genuine.

“No, but I chased him”, her expression told
him to go on, “but I lost him over near your sister’s place. Maybe
you could ask her if she has noticed a white street motorcycle in
the area when you talk to her next?”

“I’ll call her right now!” June exclaimed.
She turned off the fire on the stove and grabbed the phone.

After three rings, a machine picked up.
“Either we’re here or we aren’t. Leave a message and we might just
call you back,”

“April, this is June. I hear there was some
excitement in your area tonight – call me when you get in…. or up!
Bye.” She replaced the phone in its cradle.

“Sorry, I guess it’ll have to wait until
tomorrow,” she said, apologetically, as if it were her fault that
her sister wasn’t answering the phone.

“It’s okay, sweetheart. I’m really too tired
to think right now, anyway”, he told her.

She poured a huge mug full of the hot white
New England style chowder and handed it to her husband with a spoon
and a promise to get a hold of April in the morning.

He ate the soup as his eyelids drooped.
Somehow, he made it to bed before exhaustion overtook him.

As June Kellerman tugged the socks off her
sleeping husbands feet, a thought came to mind that she told
herself that she should mention to Henry in the morning, since it
was such a funny coincidence. April designed some plans to install
a bunch of ATM’s a couple of years. Now a mad ATM bomber is chased
through her neighborhood. How funny.

June forgot all about mentioning that funny
coincidence to Henry by the time he had awakened. Little April was
being a monster, and little Henry was cutting a new tooth. The
children kept her busy. Their fussing kept her fighting for her own
sanity. Thoughts of bombers and chases were now far from her
mind.

 


 


April didn’t check the messages until long
after Sullivan had left for work. She cleaned the house and took a
long bath, then watched Days of Our Lives curled up on the couch
dressed in one of her husband’s silk, French cuffed dress shirts.
It wasn’t until late afternoon that she played the messages on her
machine.

Her sister’s interest meant that her
brother-in-law was investigating the bank bombings, as the news
media was referring to the robberies. She grabbed the phone and
dialed her sisters’ number.

“Hello” came her sisters’ voice over the
line.

“June, it’s April. I just got your
message.”

“Oh, yeah, I almost forgot. Henry said that
he was chasing that bank bomber through your neighborhood last
night and I was calling to ask you if you knew if anyone in the
area rode a white motorcycle.” June explained.

Relief washed over April. They had gotten
close, but not close enough. “No, I don’t think I’ve seen any white
motorcycles around. And last night I noticed all the cops, but I
was stranded at the market with a dead battery,” she answered.

“A dead battery? Why don’t’ you get rid of
that old MG? It’s been nothing but trouble for years!” said
June

“The MG? Where have you been? I got rid of
that hunk-a-shit six months ago!” April exclaimed.

“Well, that’s news to me, Sis. Just goes to
show how little we talk anymore. Come to think of it, I haven’t
seen you in over six months. You could at least come visit your
niece and nephew! Little Henry is walking now and Little April is
as mean as you are!” she complained.

“I’m sorry. I’ve got to get over there. I’ll
come by this weekend, I promise. But I’ve got to go now. Give the
kids a kiss! Love ya, June!”

“Love you, too. You’d better be here this
weekend or I’ll have the FBI storm your place and take you into
custody!” she joked, as she hung up.

April needed to talk to Sullivan. She
showered and changed then drove out to the casino, suddenly leery
of using the phone.

April went up the stairs and asked the
receptionist to tell Mr. Rourk that she was there to see him.

Kyle announced her presence and showed her
in.

Sullivan didn’t seem surprised to see her.
“Hi, you”, he said, as he looked up from the papers on his
desk.

April came around, sat on the corner of his
desk, and began filling him in on the phone call she had with her
sister, and the fact that her sister’s husband was one of the FBI
agents on the case.

Sullivan sat back and listened as she poured
out all her worries. When she was done, he told her not to worry.
He only needed to do a few more to tide things over until the
cruise ship deal he’d been working on would begin paying enough in
cabin sales to pay back his debts. Then he asked her to drive to
San Diego and get a room at the Hilton, but to take the Vette. He
would park her Jeep in her garage and meet her in San Diego on the
bike later in the evening. He would do the rest down there.

She agreed that would be best and accepted
the keys to his car. “I’ve got to stop and get clothes. I’ll pack
stuff for you, too, and get that box of stuff from the shed so you
won’t have to carry it on the bike.”

“That sounds great” Sullivan replied, before
asking, “Can you grab those empty money boxes too, and toss them
out someplace along the way to Diego?”

“Sure.”

“Thanks” Sullivan said as he got up and gave
April a long kiss good-bye.

After she left, Sullivan called his floor
manager and told him that he needed to go out of town for the rest
of the week, and for him to care for operations while he was gone.
After taking care of some previously unfinished details, he went
down and got into the Jeep. He drove straight home and locked the
car in the garage before slipping into his leather jacket, jeans
and boots. Just before he went out to get on the bike he went into
his bedroom, pulled a .380 Beretta automatic handgun from his gun
cabinet, and shoved it along with two fully loaded clips, into his
jacket pocket, then zipped the pocket closed.

 


 


“This guy’s cocky,” L.A. Michaels began his
briefing, “He is a risk taker and he is greedy. I believe that he
will hit another bank tonight or tomorrow night. I’ve got the
surveillance schedules posted. I want to set up a web that he can’t
fly through on that bike.”

There were two-dozen Federal and local
officers in the room; The “Bank Bomber Task Force”, of which L.A.
was now the commander. He filled everyone in on the latest
developments and gave out assignments to various individuals in
order to follow up on the few leads they had cultivated.

Henry Kellerman studied the
computer-generated printout L.A. had given him. It contained all
the names and addresses of all registered owners of street bikes in
the Indian Wells area, as well as the make, model, year and color
of those motorcycles. His job was to cull those whose addresses
fell within the area of town that he had been assigned to
investigate; including his sister-in-law’s neighborhood.

Following the morning briefing, Henry and his
Taskforce partner, L.A. Michaels, drove out to Indian Wells and
began the tedious door-to-door canvassing of their assigned areas.
They would first contact neighbors of those listed as owners of
motorcycles, then, depending on what they learned, either directly
approach the person in question or add them to the surveillance
list.

After seventeen interviews without coming any
closer to developing a suspect than when they had begun, Henry
parked his unit in front of his sister-in-law’s next-door
neighbor.

“My wife’s sister lives next door, L.A,”
Henry said to his partner.

L.A. looked around and noticed the living
room curtains open at the house across the street, and someone
standing inside the room, but far enough back from the window to
make it impossible to tell anything about who it was. He pointed
this out to Henry and led the way across the street. “This is going
to be the one who knows everything that goes on in this
neighborhood; she’ll be our ‘Mrs. Kravitz’”, Michaels was saying,
referring to the nosey neighbor on the old TV show ‘Bewitched’.
Henry thought his partner was right, but since the lady was coming
out of her front door as they walked up her driveway, he kept his
mouth shut.

“Well, it’s about time! I just knew they were
up to no good!” She talked like she hadn’t had an ear to bend in
weeks, “Fancy cars and high-browed parties all the time, don’t ya
know.”

“Yes, ma’am”, Henry interrupted, as he
withdrew his credentials, showing him to be with the FBI. “I’m
Special Agent Kellerman, and this is Supervising Special Agent
Michaels. We are conducting an investigation, and….”

“FBI! Lord sakes! I didn’t reckon you
gentlemen to be G-men!” she interrupted “I thought you were private
eyes, like that handsome Magnum P.I. fella!”

“No, ma’am”, Michaels broke in, “Could we
maybe go inside and talk for a minute?”

“Now where are my manners?” she bustled,
“Come in. I’ll pour some iced tea!” She turned and led the two
agents into the house.

Henry pointed to the name on the mailbox
mounted next to the front door and had to force himself from
laughing. ‘Dolores Kravitz’ was printed in white raised letters
with red background on AVCO tape.

“Are you Mrs. Kravitz?” asked Agent Michaels,
while trying, unsuccessfully, to suppress a grin.

“And have been for 51 years, don’t ya know,”
she replied, “Sit. Sit. Sit,” she insisted.

As the agents sat on the floral print couch
that was covered in clear plastic, Mrs. Kravitz hurried into the
adjoining dining room/kitchen to pour tea. The agents looked around
the living room. Bric-a-brac filled the entertainment center as
well as two tall glass-front cabinets. Collector plates covered the
walls with scenes ranging from Elvis to Fergi and Andrew’s wedding.
Mail order catalogs were neatly stacked next to a timeworn
rocker/recliner - ‘with vibrating heat massage, don’t ya know.’,
thought Henry. Mrs. Kravitz returned with the tea on a serving tray
of polished silver.

With a ‘thank you’, Agent Michaels began the
interview. They found out that the registered owner, Sullivan
Rourk, did live at the house across the street, and did, indeed,
own a big motorcycle. But it was black, ‘don’t ya know’. Mrs.
Kravitz suspected that Sullivan Rourk was, most likely, one of
those drug king pins you see on television. Mrs. Kravitz was an
early to bed, early to rise kind of woman. That had been Mr.
Kravitz way, may he rest in peace, and she had made it hers as
well. Therefore, she knew nothing of the nighttime shenanigans of
her Godless neighbors, who wouldn’t be able to get away with such
behavior back in Minnesota, ‘don’t ya know’. They did find out that
he was at home now, and had come home in April’s black Jeep, while
April had come and gone, suitcases in hand, and hour earlier, and
she was driving his fancy yellow sports car, ‘don’t ya know’.

They thanked Mrs. Kravitz for the tea, and
the information, as they left. They then headed across the street
to speak with Sullivan Rourk.

 


 


Sullivan heard footsteps coming up his
driveway as he was getting ready to start his bike. He froze.
Quietly, he set his helmet on the floor and got off the bike. The
doorbell rang. Sullivan pulled off his gloves and jacket and set
them on the seat of the bike, then tiptoed out of the garage and
into the kitchen. The bell rang again before he got to the
door.

Sullivan had no problem recognizing his
brother-in-law.

“Henry! What brings you around today? Hell,
we haven’t seen you and June in months!” Sullivan said, as he
opened the door.

Showing their ID’s, Agent Michaels spoke for
both, “Mr. Rourk, FBI. We have some questions we would like to ask.
May we come in?”

“Sure,” Sullivan said as he stepped aside to
let them in, “have a seat.”

The agents sat on the couch Sullivan had
motioned to while he sat in the bentwood rocker. “Is this is a
professional visit? Is there a problem at the casino?”

“Casino?” asked Michaels.

“Yeah, the Desert Pueblo. I run it, so I
thought maybe something was wrong there, since I don’t cheat on my
taxes and I don’t rob banks, so it must be some regulatory problem
with the casino,” Sullivan offered.

“No, sir, we have information that you own a
motorcycle”, Agent Michaels pulled his notebook from his coat
pocket and flipped through several pages before finding the precise
information and reading it aloud, “Nineteen ninety-four Kawasaki,
model KZ one-thousand, California license number 2JLL000. Do you
still have that motorcycle?”

“Yeah, it’s in the garage. Why?” countered
Rourk.

“May we take a look at it?” asked
Kellerman.

“Sure, Henry.” he answered, as he got up to
show the agents to the garage,

Henry looked uncomfortable at having A
potential suspect also be member of his family

They walked into the garage through the
kitchen and laundry room. “There it is. Runs great. In fact, I was
getting ready to take it for a ride when you rang the doorbell.”
Sullivan offered. As much of the truth as he could give, he figured
it would be the best approach.

Agent Michaels was making a note of the tire
size and manufacture and Kellerman began a give-and-take question
and answer probe with Sullivan Rourk.

“I don’t see your car anywhere. Are you
riding the bike everywhere these days?” he asked.

“Actually, I’ve still got the sixty-seven
Vette. It’s my baby and April is using it at the moment.”
Truth.

Kellerman asked, “Were you riding your bike
last night around eight p.m.?”

“No.” A lie.

“Can you tell me where you were at that
time?” pressed Kellerman.

“I was at the market.” Another lie.

“Grocery shopping?” asked Agent Michaels,
jumping into the conversation.

“No.” Truth.

Both agents looked at Sullivan waiting for
more of an explanation. What they got was a sudden surge of what
Sullivan hoped would appear to be righteous indignation.

“What are you trying to get at here,
anyway?” Sullivan walked over and pressed the automatic garage door
opener button on the wall. As the door rose up, he looked at
Kellerman and Michaels, waiting for a reply.

“Sullivan, we just want to know if you were
out on your bike last night, and the night before, and if you can
account for your whereabouts for the past 48 hours.” Michaels tried
to put softness into the response in an attempt to reduce the
animosity that was building between his partner and the
suspect.

Sullivan realized that they weren’t going to
give him any information, so he spoke directly to Kellerman in a
tone both sarcastic and hostile, “I resent you coming into my home
and asking questions without giving me a reason why you are asking
me these questions

Kellerman took a half step toward Sullivan,
anger showing in his dark eyes. L.A. Michaels stepped between the
two men and said, “Thank you, Mr. Rourk. I think we’ve got
everything now. If we happen to need to ask you anymore questions,
I’ll give you a call.” He emphasized the use of the singular to let
him know that Agent Kellerman wouldn’t be asking any questions next
time, if there was a next time.

Henry Kellerman walked out through the open
garage door, Michaels following. “Easy, Henry”, cautioned Michaels
when they had gotten back into the car.

Henry took a deep, calming breath and let it
out slowly before speaking. “The bike is the wrong color, L.A., but
because I’ve never liked the bastard, I pressed him. I shouldn’t
have. Thanks for keeping things cool.”

“Oh, the bike isn’t the color you saw racing
through the area, but it is the right bike and he is our man,”
commented Michaels, as he put the car in gear and pulled away form
the curb.

Henry looked at his partner, mouth hanging
open, dumbfounded by what he had just heard. After a full minute of
staring in disbelief, Henry asked, “What are you talking
about?”

Agent L.A. Michaels smiled inwardly,
self-satisfied by being able to make his partner feel like a fool.
“He put a tee shirt over the gas tank. I could see bits of material
stuck to the petcock where he had probably tore it off after he
lost you.”

“Why didn’t you cuff him?” Henry was
incredulous.

“It’s not proof, Henry. We couldn’t get a
search warrant on a piece of tee shirt. But he will slip up.
And we will be there.” Michaels would build his case now
that he had a prime suspect.

 


\

Sullivan put on his jacket, gloves and
helmet, and then started the motor on the bike. He was so
preoccupied with the events of the last half hour that he forgot to
close the garage door as he left. Sullivan cut over to Highway 74
and rode up Mt. San Jacinto, through the small mountain town of
Idyllwild and down the other side through Hemet and Winchester,
before finally reaching the 15 freeway as it cut through Temecula.
Traffic was light and he kept up a safe cruising speed of 70 mph as
he drove south into San Diego.

It was a two and a half-hour ride from his
place to the Hilton at Mission Bay. Sullivan spotted the Vette in
the parking lot and parked the motorcycle in a nearby slot.

He got the room number from the suntanned
beach bunny working the desk and took the elevator up to the sixth
floor. He knocked on room 6111. April opened it right away.

 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 10

 


“That’s it,” April was saying, “There is no
way we can do any more!”

After Sullivan had relayed the talk he had
had with Henry, April had become emphatic about not doing any more
banks. Even down here in San Diego.

“I’m not worried about the Feds, April,”
Sullivan assured her.

“We’re looking at going to prison for God’s
sake!” April exclaimed.

“Prison has crossed my mind,” he took both of
her hands in his, “But you stay on my
mind. Listen, what we’re doing has its risks, but I’m in too deep
to turn back now.”

Sullivan finally talked April into one more
job. They would drive to Orange County and do it there, then come
back to the hotel. There they would make themselves seen in order
to provide an alibi. She had brought all the explosives up with her
when she first checked in. Sullivan went about making his charges
while she changed into jeans and a gray Pendleton.

He followed her up Interstate 5 to Costa Mesa
before pulling around in front of her to lead the way to his
intended destination. They changed freeways at the 55 and took it
north to Chapman Avenue in Orange. Sullivan led her over to Tustin
Avenue and pulled into the Regal Lanes bowling alley parking
lot.

“Just wait here. I’ll pull back through, dump
the backpack in the car, and pull the shirt off.” April handed him
a white tee shirt, then got out and put a strip of duct tape across
the license plate of the bike. She kissed him on the nose before
closing his visor.

 


 


“Thank you, Mrs. Kravitz, but I’ll pass,”
L.A. Michaels declined the old lady’s offer to refill the empty
coffee cup in front of him. He had been watching the two houses
across the street all night and was ready to go get some shut-eye.
L.A. Michaels was dozing lightly on the couch and two more agents
were in a surveillance van half way down the block. Neither
Sullivan nor April Rourk had shown up; and no ATM’s had been blown
up. L.A. trusted his instincts, but his hate of all night
surveillance was making him weary of continuing this stakeout.
After all, there was every possibility they were just two people
out having some fun.

The relationship between Kellerman and the
suspects was troubling. He had reassigned Kellerman to other
aspects of the investigation and if things came to further indicate
that his sister-in-law might be involved, then L.A. would have to
pull him from the case all together. He would lose all of Henry’s
testimony if he had to take her in to court. The U.S. Attorney had
rarely bothered with trying to use an agent’s testimony against a
relative. The defense lawyers would make too much of the personal
relationship and claim evidence that was gained violated Miranda
vs. Arizona or Messiah vs. United States, or some other Supreme
Court decision that made it that much harder to be a cop.

“I know you’re supposed to be watchin’ across
the way, but I don’t allow anyone to eat in my livin’ room, so wake
up your friend and come in here and eat”, ordered Mrs. Kravitz, as
she set out plates and silverware at the adjoining dining room
table.

Agent Boatwright shook his head and smiled as
he tapped L.A. Michaels on the shoulder. “We’ve been invited to
breakfast. Get up.”

L.A. was instantly awake and alert. “Sounds
good to me,” he said, as he moved to the table.

Halfway through, the meal was interrupted by
the ringing of the phone.

“It’s your dime, so speak your mind, don’t ya
know.” answered Mrs. Kravitz. After a moment she said into the
receiver, “Well, sure, he’s here, but he’s eatin’ breakfast, don’t
ya know, so how ‘bout I take your number….”

L.A. jumped out of his chair. “Mrs. Kravitz,
I’ll take it, if it’s for me.”

She shrugged her shoulders and handed him the
phone. As L.A. listened to the person on the other end, Mrs.
Kravitz said to Agent Boatwright, “Never would Mr. Kravitz get up
from the table to answer a phone and only once did he ever get up
to answer the door, that was back in nineteen-sixty-nine, when that
gentleman from the Army showed up. He come to tell us that Paul had
been killed in the war. Vietnam, don’t ya know.”

L.A. replaced the handset in the cradle of
the old rotary dial phone. “That was Sutcliff from ATF in Orange
County. Seems another ATM robbery did happen last
night.”

“Same MO?” asked Boatwright, as he chewed a
bite of buttermilk biscuit covered in creamy country gravy.

Mrs. Kravitz had disappeared into he back of
the house. There was ‘man talk’ that needed to be given its due
respect, don’t ya know.

“Yeah, same MO. The only difference was that
this time they hit a local savings and loan that wasn’t FDIC, so we
weren’t on the top of the need-to-know list.” Michaels was
gathering his coat and notebook, “I’m going to have Dave chopper me
down to Orange County and check things out myself. Stay with things
here and when Rourk shows up, I want him brought in for
questioning.



 


“Who is it?” Sullivan called out after
hearing the knock at the door.

“Room service,” was the reply.

Sullivan wrapped a towel around his narrow
hips before opening the door. “Bring it in,” he told the busboy, as
he stepped aside.

The busboy pushed the serving cart into the
room just as April pulled open the bathroom door. She didn’t look
up until she nearly ran into the serving cart. “Shit!” She dashed
back into the bathroom and slammed the door.

The busboy had seen a lot of beautiful women
in these rooms over the past few years, but this was the first time
he had seen one completely naked.

“Fuck!” Sullivan muttered, as he picked up
his wallet from the dresser. He handed the busboy a fifty to cover
the $47 bottle of vodka and tipped him with a hundred-dollar
bill.

Sullivan opened the bathroom door as soon as
the front door had closed. April sat on the closed toilet seat,
smiling. “Well, do you think we will be remembered?” April
asked.

Yeah, we have our alibi.” Sullivan Rourk
smiled back at his pretty wife.



 


“Henry, I just don’t believe that my sister
and Sullivan are bank robbers!” June nearly yelled at her
husband.

“Honey, calm down,” Henry said, as he put an
arm around her shoulders and pulled her close to his chest. He was
regretting having told her about the run-in with Rourk. “June, you,
yourself, admit that you haven’t even seen your sister in six
months. Last time she stayed away for any period of time was when
you found out she was living with Sullivan. Remember how you felt
when you found out that she was engaged to that playboy casino
operator? That is how you classified him isn’t it?” he reminded
her.

“That was four years ago and she’s shown me
that she has been happy ever since.” She was getting defensive.

Henry gave up. “Go back to sleep,
sweetheart.”

June lay with her head on his shoulder in the
queen size bed they shared. After nearly ten minutes of silence,
Henry felt moisture on his bare shoulder. He stroked his wife’s
long soft hair.

“Don’t let her go to jail, Henry”, she
pleaded through her tears, “She’s my baby sister and I love her,
Henry. Please. Please….”

Henry Kellerman, the loving husband, promised
what Agent Henry Kellerman of the FBI never could, “I promise. Hear
me, honey? I promise.”

June sniffled back her runny nose and wiped
her tears with the heel of her hand. “I love you, Henry. Thank
you.”

Henry Kellerman lay awake for a long time
before he finally reached out in the dark and picked up the bedside
phone. It’s illuminated buttons glowing in the otherwise lightless
room allowed him to find the numbers he needed and punch them in
turn. When the phone went directly to voicemail he left a message.
“April, we know that Sullivan is responsible for the ATM robberies
and that you are involved. Get out now. I won’t be able to help
later.” He hung up the phone.

“Thank you, Henry.” June Kellerman held her
husband a little bit tighter.

 


 


April and Sullivan carried their luggage,
such as it was, down to the car. He told her to go rent a
mini-storage in Hemet before going home. She was to put the cash
and backpack in it, and to lock it with a combination lock so he
could get in easily without going back to Indian Wells for a
key.

“Where are you going?” she asked.

“Since I’m down this way, I’m going to stop
at the Sycuan casino and finalize the cruise trips they were
interested in. I’ll call you around three. I may stop at the Barona
reservation, as well,” he told her.

After a long kiss, she got in the car and
drove off. “I love you, Sullivan Rourk,” she whispered to his
reflection in the rearview mirror.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 11

 


“One-hundred and twenty thousand dollars.
One-hundred and forty fucking grand. Double your pleasure, double
your fun. Blow these side-by-side ATM’s and run.” A smile turned at
the corners of Sullivan Rourk’s mouth as he whispered the
words.

He and April had parted company a couple
hours earlier. After leaving the Sycuan casino with a check for
$36,000 to cover the 30 Bingo Cruise vacation packages they had
purchased, he found himself parked at a 7-11 in Escondido, looking
across to the dual, side-by-side ATM’s mounted in the red brick
wall of the Wells Fargo Bank on the opposite corner. Sullivan felt
in the pockets of his jacket. He had kept some of the explosives
and detonators. April didn’t know. He probably couldn’t really
recall exactly when he had loaded the multiple pockets of his
leather ‘Biker’ jacket with these items. That they were there now
was all that mattered.

Working by touch as best he could, Sullivan
assembled five charges. That would leave him with one charge to
either use or dispose of after this job. He surely didn’t want to
have it on him when he went back home.

Sullivan watched as customers came and went.
He saw his chance and took it. Knowing that he would be seen and
that the risk was greater here and now than ever before, he threw
caution to the wind, started the bike, rocketed out of the
driveway, across the intersection and up the curb. The motorcycle
lost traction in the wet grassy embankment that separated the
sidewalk from the bank parking lot. Sullivan had to take his feet
off the foot pegs and fight for balance. The back tire ate a swath
into the manicured lawn as it dug for purchase, leaving a muddied
trough in its wake. The motor whirred as the R.P.M.’s soared into
the red line, then suddenly dropped as the tire gripped into the
ground and the bike surged forward onto the solid pavement.
Sullivan tapped the shifter lever with his foot until the green
neutral indicator light glowed in the control panel between the
handlebars. Then, with the heel of his boot he shoved the kickstand
down. He bent the license plate in half as he got off the bike to
keep it from being seen. He rushed the dozen steps necessary to
round the corner of the building and reach the ATM’s. The plastique
was in his gloved hands as he took the final step. Sullivan slapped
the gray-black clay-like material into one machine, then the other.
The wires were linked from one detonator to the next in line, until
terminating at the actuator. He took four steps back and crashed
into an elderly couple who were walking up to use the ATM’s.

“Hey, watch it!” hollered the old man, as he
placed a steadying hand on his wife’s arm.

Sullivan panicked. Snatching the pistol from
his waistband, he pointed it at the old people. “Get back!” came
his scream, muffled by the helmet that surrounded his head.

The woman screamed, nearly falling as she
backed away. The old man stepped protectively between his wife and
the gun. While the old woman turned and fled to the safety of their
Oldsmobile, the old man stood his ground.

“I fought the Germans, then the Koreans. I’m
not going to let some punk put fear in me now!” The old guy thrust
out his chest, the bravery of his youth returning to become the
stupidity of his golden years.

Sullivan pressed the actuator button. The
dual explosions were deafening. The veteran of two American wars
dropped to one knee as he covered his ears in reflexive
response.

Sullivan shoved the gun back into his
waistband and turned to the ATM’s. He snatched one cash box after
another and shoved them into his partially open jacket. When he
turned back around the corner to get on his motorcycle, he saw that
the old man was clutching at his chest.

“Bill! Bill!” The old woman’s fear of the
gunman had been replaced by a greater fear; that of losing her
husband. She ran toward him on swollen legs.

Sullivan wanted to stop and help the old man.
He was obviously having a heart attack. However, there was nothing
he could do, and staying around meant going to jail.

As the old lady kneeled down and cradled the
head of her fallen husband, Sullivan jumped on the bike and rode
off into the night.

 


 


“Agent Michaels,” the helicopter’s pilot
spoke over his shoulder, “plug your headset into that overhead.
You’ve got someone calling from ATF.”

L.A. Michaels had just wrapped up his inquiry
into the Orange County robbery and managed a two-hour nap at John
Wayne Airport while waiting for the chopper to fly back from Palm
Springs. He plugged in the headset cord where the pilot had
indicated. “Michaels,” he announced.

“L.A., it’s David,” came the voice over the
radio.

“Didn’t I just leave you at the airport?”
Michaels joked.

“Yeah, and I’m airborne. We’ve got another
one,” said David Sutcliff, the Bomb Squad Commander for the
Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms, Southwest Region.

L.A. Michaels sat up straighter as the news
got the adrenaline flowing in his body. “Where and when?” he
asked.

“Escondido, twenty minutes ago,” he paused
before adding, “There were witnesses, L.A. One of them is on his
way to the hospital with a heart attack.”

Michaels took a moment to absorb the new
information. “David, is this one an FDIC bank?”

“Oh, yeah, it’s a Wells Fargo.” Knowing what
the FBI agent was thinking, David answered without being asked,
“This is your show, L.A. The locals will clear you a spot to land
in the bank parking lot if you want, but your best bet is the
hospital where they took the old guy and his wife.”

L.A. tapped the pilot on the shoulder, “We’re
going to Escondido, on the double!”

The pilot nodded his head, and then eased the
helicopter to the south, bringing the airspeed up to 170mph.

L.A. got the name of the hospital from the
ATF commander and relayed it to the pilot, who in turn radioed for
coordinates from the FAA.

 


 


Patrick Boatwright set his poem book aside as
he heard the deep rumble of the Corvette, even before it came into
view. Fully alert, he grabbed his walkie-talkie and notified the
agents in the van at the other end of the block. “Watcher two;
watcher one – one bird back in the nest.”

“Roger watcher 1. We’ve got the yellow bird
in view,” came the reply.

“She’s landed in the nest.” Boatwright called
back, informing the other agents that April had parked the Vette in
the garage.

 


 


April grabbed her overnight bag and got out
of the car. She hit the door closure button and went into the
house. She had been surprised to find the garage and front doors
open. After making sure the house hadn’t been burglarized, she
walked into the bedroom where she found her phone, right where she
had left it. “Imagine, making it thirty-six hours without a cell
phone.” She was amazed at not missing the damn phone after
forgetting to put it in her purse before leaving for San Diego.

After setting her bags on the bed, April set
she poured herself a drink and checked her phone messages.

“Message one,” then, “April, we know that
Sullivan is responsible for the ATM robberies and that you are
involved. Get out now, I won’t be able to help later.”

The machine played through a half-dozen other
messages, but April only heard her brother-in-law’s voice echoing
in her head.

As tears streamed down her pretty face, she
deleted all of the messages on her phone and left the house.

 


 


The moment April’s garage door began to open,
Agent Boatwright depressed the send key on his walkie-talkie.
“Watcher two; watcher one. Movement at the nest. Looks like this
bird is getting ready to fly.”

“Roger, watcher one,” came the rapid
reply.

“Watcher three, copy,” chimed in an anxious
sounding female voice.

Agent Boatwright sat in the darkened recesses
of Mrs. Kravitz living room and watched April back her Jeep out of
her driveway and into the street. The garage door began to close as
she spun the steering wheel to the left and accelerated. “All
watchers, bird is flying west. Repeat, bird is flying west. Watcher
three, take it by the tail. She’s in the black Jeep Copy?”

Agent Cindy Franklin answered, “Watcher three
copy.” The black Jeep came into view and Franklin put the blue
Caprice into gear.

“So that’s Kellerman’s sister-in-law,”
commented the agent partnered with Franklin, as they began to
follow the Wagoneer.

 


 


Mrs. Kravitz thought it all very exciting.
The secret codes, the FBI, bank robbers. She sat at the dining room
table while that polite Agent Boatwright was talking on the phone
to his office. ‘Headquarters’ he called it.

Being the inquisitive person that she was, a
busybody, her sister would say, Mrs. Kravitz reached out and turned
over the notebook that Agent Michaels had forgotten to take with
him. Expecting lines of something official and secret, she was
surprised to find a poem.

She read:

As the night is burdened by darkness

My soul is cowering from the shadows

Finding that there is nothing inside me

Sorrow or self-pity don’t even exist

There was a time that emotion lived

I fear that such a time will never return

Is this the death of my soul I’m
witnessing

If so, may the body soon follow

Death of my soul

By L.A. Michaels

Agent Boatwright hung up the phone and
turned to see Mrs. Kravitz reading his work. She became visibly
uncomfortable under his steady gaze.

“Well, I don’t quite understand poetry,” she
turned the notebook back around as she spoke, “but this seems very
nice. Very nice, indeed.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Kravitz, I’m sure Agent
Michaels will be pleased to hear that.” He smiled his most
disingenuous smile and retrieved the spiral bound pages.

She went and busied herself in the kitchen
while Agent Boatwright resumed his watch.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 12

 


 


April didn’t bother to knock. She walked
straight in to her sister’s house. Her anger and frustration gave
in to fear. She had rehearsed the things she would tell her sister
and her meddling husband. She would tell them to stay out of her
life and mind their own business, and that they were wrong about
Sullivan and her. However, when she saw her sister she broke down
in tears.

“Oh, April, it’ll be alright. I promise.”
June whispered as she held April. “Cry. Let it all out, then we’ll
talk,” she soothed.

April suddenly pulled away from her sister
and ran to the bathroom. She dropped to her knees and had no more
than gotten the toilet seat raised when the contents of her
stomach, booze and bile mostly, spewed out of her mouth. The little
that had been in her stomach had come out with the first spasms,
and then she was wracked with terrible, choking, dry heaves. Saliva
and tears dripped into the murky stench that floated in the toilet.
The smell of the vomit was causing her to continue to heave. She
reached blindly for the flush handle and slapped it down. For
April, the entire world spun just like the water in the toilet
bowl, round and round, down, down, down.

Little April, the cherubic two-year-old,
placed a comforting hand on her Aunt April’s shoulder and asked,
“Did you eat too much candy?”

Through her misery came a smile. “Something
like that, sweetie.”

 


 


Sullivan stashed the money several miles from
the bank, amongst some dense foliage along a narrow back road near
Sycuan Casino. He knew that he needed to get rid of the motorcycle,
but where was his main concern. He looked down and noticed
mud and grass clotted on the frame and back fender. ‘Evidence’, he
realized.

His next stop was a do-it-yourself car wash,
where he thoroughly cleaned the bike with the high-pressure hose.
From there, he decided to return to the Hilton at Mission Bay,
where he quickly loosened the valve stem on the rear tire,
releasing all the air. He entered the hotel lobby and was able to
rent a Lincoln Towncar from Avis. The motorcycle, he would retrieve
later.

He drove the rental car to where the money
was secreted and retrieved it before driving north. He retraced his
path of the day before as far as Hemet. There he rented a room at
the Travel Lodge on the western edge of town. He became worried
when April failed to answer her cell or the house phone. He cut a
hole in the bottom of the mattress, yanked out a dozen handfuls of
the thick cotton stuffing and replaced it with crisp twenty-dollar
bills, then remade the bed. Later, he tossed the stuffing and the
detonator, actuator box and remaining chunk of Tovex in a trashcan
at a mountain turnout near Lake Hemet before continuing on to
Indian Wells.

 


 


“He wore black, head to toe black.” Judy
Koeller answered L.A. Michaels.

“Was there anything, anything at all, that
you recall, about his voice or movements that could help identify
him?” he asked in a quiet, yet forceful tone. His lack of sleep and
the frustration of being so close, yet a million miles away from
placing Rourk in cuffs, were getting to him.

“I really wish I could be of more help,” the
weariness showed in her deeply lined face, “I couldn’t tell you if
it was a black man or a white man. I only think it was a man
because of his size, like I say, six foot six, at least.”

A nurse walked into the antiseptic,
institutional green waiting room. “Mrs. Koeller?” she asked. The
old lady stood with a quickness that threatened to tumble her.
Michaels steadied her as she expectantly answered and asked, “Yes?
Is my husband, is he…?”

“He’s going to be okay” the nurse assured the
tearful old lady.

“Oh, thank God!” Tears streamed down her
wrinkled face. Her worst fear wouldn’t be coming true today.
Though, at 72, deaths’ reach was always near, on this day, at
least, Mr. Death had lost his grip. For that she was truly
thankful.

“Come with me and you can see him, but only
for a few minutes. He needs rest above all else.”

L.A. followed the two women into the hall. A
distraught 30-something couple was hurrying toward the old lady.
Her kids, he figured when he saw them stop and embrace. L.A. walked
the opposite direction toward the exit that led to the helipad.

 


 


“Watcher two, watcher one. We have a bird
landing at the nest,” announced Boatwright after seeing the Towncar
pull into the driveway of Rourk’s’ house.

When he saw Sullivan get out from behind the
wheel, he keyed the send button and ordered, “All units move in!”
while simultaneously drawing his 9mm Beretta semi-automatic pistol.
He ran for the door while clipping the walkie-talkie to his belt
then sprinted towards the Rourk home.

Sullivan heard the car and van squealing to a
stop and turned toward the sound. Things happened fast from
there.

Two agents leapt from the side door of the
van as it came to a stop behind the rental car. “FREEZE! FREEZE!
FREEZE!” came the shouts as the men in suits rushed forward, guns
drawn and pointing at Sullivan.

Two more agents had taken position behind the
cover of their blue Chevy Caprice, holding their confused,
surprised suspect in the line of the fixed gun sites.

Agent Boatwright arrived at a dead run, both
hands on his weapon as he held it thrust out in front of him, it’s
deadly end pointed at Rourk’s chest.

“GET ON THE GROUND!” Boatwright ordered.

Sullivan raised his hands and eased down to
his knees, “Take it easy.”

“DOWN ON THE GROUND!” yelled Boatwright
again.

Sullivan lowered his arms as he leaned
forward to comply. Not wanting to lay on the gun in his waistband,
but not contemplating the consequences of his action, he pulled the
.380 out with two fingers, intending to toss it aside.

“GUN!” yelled one of the agents behind the
Chevy.

Shots rang out from five different weapons
simultaneously, the number of which was indistinguishable in the
overlapping roar of each gun being fired.

Sullivan felt the bullets rip into his
shoulder, chest, arm, and back as he was knocked to the ground. His
gun had slid under the Town Car. Fire burned in his chest. He could
taste the coppery flavor of blood in his mouth. He tried to speak;
tried to call out to the one that he truly loved. “April!” The name
was a desperate scream in his mind, but only the sound of blood
gurgling in his throat escaped his lips. Then, as if experiencing a
solar eclipse of the soul, the world around Sullivan Rourk faded
into darkness.

Patrick Boatwright was instantly at Rourk’s
side, checking for a pulse. He held Sullivan’s wrist and felt
nothing. Looking up at the surrounding agents, Michaels could see
the pale-faced shock each member of the team was feeling. He looked
back down at Rourk, thinking that it wasn’t supposed to happen like
this, when he noticed a slight flutter of the eyelids. He checked
the carotid artery at Sullivan’s neck. A pulse! Weak, but still a
pulse!

“He’s still alive! Get a paramedic unit,
stat!” Boatwright shouted, sending the momentary calm back into a
flurry of movement. Agent Hudspeth helped roll Rourk onto his back.
They pulled his leather jacket off and folded it under his head.
Blood soaked his shirt and stained the pavement. Hudspeth and
Boatwright were quickly covered in blood. Another agent, Boatwright
didn’t notice which one, had retrieved the meager first aid kit
from one of the vehicles. He and Hudspeth ripped open sterile gauze
pads and applied them with pressure to the worst wounds.

“We must have hit him eight or ten times”
commented one of the other agents who stood by.

“Don’t just stand there, asshole, get some
towels or something from one of the neighbors before he bleeds to
death!” snapped Boatwright.

The idle agent darted over to Mrs. Kravitz’
home. The old lady was already on her way with a wide array of
bandages and towels. Sirens could be heard in the distance, but
getting nearer.

 


 


Henry heard the reports over the radio in the
office. He knew that Cindy Franklin and Steve Aglar were positioned
outside his house after following April there. He had been
reassigned to other matters that morning, but when he heard L.A.
Michaels, who was still twenty minutes away in the helicopter,
order April be brought in, he had to make his voice heard. Speaking
into the mic, Henry said to his supervisor, “Mister Michaels, this
is Kellerman.”

“Go ahead, Henry” L.A. replied.

“The second suspect is at my house. I want to
bring her in. Please don’t let a raid go down at my home…with my
kids” Henry asked him evenly.

“One hour, Henry. Have her at my desk for
interview in one hour or I come get her with all we’ve got.”

Relief swept over Kellerman. He rushed out to
his assigned unit and then to his home. When he pulled up in his
driveway Steve and Cindy were parked across the street. They nodded
to him, but he didn’t acknowledge their presence.

His daughter came charging at him with arms
out wide as he closed the door behind him. “Daddy! Pick me up!” he
scooped her into his arms, saying “Give Daddy BIG hugs!” as she
wrapped her chubby little arms around his neck.

“Aunt April ate too much candy,” said the
little girl, with a very serious look on her face.

“Why do you say that, sweetie?”

“’Cause she was pukin’ like me when I ate too
much candy” she told her father. He could hear April and June in
the bedroom. Henry put his daughter down and told her to go play
while he checked on ‘Mommy and Aunt April’.

In the bedroom he found April curled into a
fetal position with her head in his wife’s lap. They had both been
crying. “You okay, April?” When he got no response, he asked his
wife, “Come on June, what’s wrong?”

“What do you think is wrong, Henry? She’s
married to that guy you want to put in jail!” came his wife’s angry
reply.

He sat on the edge of the bed and spoke as
gently as he could; “April, Sullivan Rourk has been shot.”

She sat bolt upright and screamed, “NO! NO!
YOU’RE LYING!” She repeatedly struck him in the chest with flailing
fists until exhaustion sent her into a sobbing heap, and he held
her.

“Is he dead?” she asked through her
tears.

“He’s at Eisenhower Medical Center. He’s in
critical condition.”

She wiped the tears and snot on her sleeve.
With a glimmer of the hope she held within shining in her eyes, she
asserted, “Then he’ll be okay. They’ve got the best doctors there.
Hell, President Ford, Bob Hope and Frank Sinatra went there; they
gotta be good, right Henry?” and looking to her sister for support,
“June? He’ll be okay, right?”

“Of course he will” June said, but didn’t
believe it even as she spoke.

April started to get up. “I’ve got to get to
the hospital.”

Henry put a hand on her shoulder, not
forcefully, but still, firmly preventing her from getting up.
“April, you can’t go to the hospital.”

“What do you mean she can’t, Henry? Of
course she can go,” said June.

Ignoring his wife, Henry said “April, you
have to come to headquarters with me. My supervisor wants to ask
you some questions.”

“I don’t want to go,” she said.

“If you don’t come with me willingly, there
are two agents waiting outside to arrest you.” Henry’s anguish was
tearing at his soul.

As a cop, he knew duty, and had never let
anything interfere with duty. He never understood why people would
create huge problems for themselves while trying to prevent a
friend or relative from being arrested. After all, those friends or
relatives were criminals. Now he understood. Now it was his friend.
His relative; and he would help all he could. Henry had always
believed that compassion had no place in the equal administration
of justice. Now he saw that without compassion there was no
justice, only the law, and the law was a cold-blooded
son-of-a-bitch.

 


 


L.A. Michaels had the chopper pilot land at
the Eisenhower Medical Center in Palm Springs. He found a dozen
reporters blocking his way from the helipad to the emergency room.
Hospital security was attempting to clear a path. Questions were
yelled, one after the other, “Agent Michaels, is it true that your
agents shot the bank bomber?” from one brunette from channel 4.
“Was it true that the FBI ambushed the victim?” came a question
from that God damned liberal bastard from the Los Angeles Times.
“Were any agents injured?” from the local cable news guy. “Is it
true that there is another suspect and that suspect is the sister
of one of your agents?” came the question posed by channel 7’s
Inland Empire reporter. That one stopped L.A. dead in his
tracks.

A hush came over the crowd as L.A. Michaels
slowly turned to face the mob of reporters, camera people and
associated flunkies. As the thump, thump, thump of the helicopter
rotor blades faded into the distance, the loudest noise became the
whir of the auto-winders and crack of the flash attachments on the
dozen or so still cameras. “I will make a short statement and
answer no questions, since I just got here and don’t know
any more than any of you who have been listening to the police
scanners all day. Several special agents of the FBI’s Indio field
office, while attempting to bring in a person who we wished to talk
to about the recent bank bombing robberies, were forced to fire in
self-defense. This resulted in the suspect being wounded. There
were no injuries to anyone other than the suspect. At this point,
there are no other suspects, though we are talking to various
persons who may be able to help shed light on the matter. When we
have more information, we will share it with you.” L.A. turned and
walked into the hospital, reporters screaming more questions at his
back.



 


“Clear!” shouted the primary surgeon. The
team of nurses and doctors stepped back from the unmoving form of
Sullivan Rourk on the gurney. The doctor pressed one paddle to
Sullivan’s left side and the other near the center of his chest,
activating a jolt measuring 300 joules that caused the body to
convulse in one violent spasm that brought his back and buttocks
several inches off the gurney. Blood that had pooled beneath his
back splattered in all directions as the body slammed back onto the
sheet-covered table. The overhead electrocardiograph monitor jumped
to life as the flat line broke upward sharply, then bounced into a
normal sinus rhythm. “String two units of whole blood, stat!”
ordered the doctor.

A nurse pulled the two plastic bags from a
small refrigerator in the operating room and hung them next to the
I.V. bottle containing a solution of minerals and electrolytes that
would nourish the patients failing body.

“Pressure’s dropping!” announced the nurse
anesthetist, her own adrenalin pumping as the patient fell deeper
into crisis.

The surgeon, Dr. Mortimer, ordered several
drugs to be administered through the I.V. line. Everyone in the
operating room waited to see if the drugs would work, or if other
measures would be needed.

“Damn,” Dr. Mortimer muttered as he returned
to tying off bleeders within his view inside his patients’ torso.
Other doctors and nurses were working to stem the outpouring of
blood coming from other wounds in order to stabilize Sullivan, so
that he could have a chance at survival.

“Stabilizing, but low 80 over 40”, the nurse
said.

Rourk remained in critical condition while a
steady stream of anesthetizing drugs; nutrients and antibiotics
were being pumped into his body, along with pint after pint of
whole blood. The effects of anesthesia were thought to put people
into a catatonic state, free from thought and therefore free from
pain. People didn’t remember surgery. However, as Sullivan Rourk
lay on the operating table, in a medically induced coma, memories
played within his minds eye.

Sullivan relived memories. His courtship of
April, the wedding. His horror at finding his beloved grandmother
dead, behind the wheel of her car as it sat running in his
driveway. The takeover of the Desert Pueblo Casino, his rapid
expansion of the business, and the threats from the lunatics that
had caused him to believe that his only option was a criminal
option.

“We’re losing him!” The anesthesiologist had
returned to the O.R. and had taken over for the nurse that had been
monitoring the patients’ vital signs. He opened the volume control
on the oxygen. “Pressure’s dropping again” he called out, a moment
before the cardiac monitor screamed its warning alarm signaling a
cessation of Sullivan Rourk’s heart.

 


 


L.A. found Boatwright and Scott Hudspeth in
a waiting room on the surgical floor. They looked like they
had been shot. Drying blood was caked to their clothes, hands and
arms.

“You two okay?” Michaels asked.

“Yeah. But that bastard Rourk might not make
it” replied Boatwright.

“It was a rough one, L.A., and we’re gonna
pull a lot of heat.” Agent Scott Hudspeth shook his head in sad
resignation as he spoke.

“What are you talking about?” L.A., suddenly
on edge, wanted to know.

The two blood-soaked agents looked at each
other as if to ask ‘Do you want to tell him or should I’. Hudspeth
made a slight jutting movement with his chin. Boatwright took it as
meaning that it was up to him to fill in the boss.

Boatwright began slowly, “We were by the
book, L.A.. As soon as I had a pos ID on Rourk, I made the call to
move in. I ran across the street, the two other units rushed in. I
ordered Rourk to lay face down. He cooperated. He went to his
knees, then, as he leaned forward to go prone, he pulled a gun from
the front of his waistband. Someone yelled ‘GUN’ and we all
fired.”

Agent Michaels looked confused. “So where’s
the heat come in?”

“Scott and I both feel like we all panicked,
first of all…”

“Bullshit! You are trained to react with
force, even deadly force in situations like this.” L.A. had spotted
several defects in the way things went down, and knew there were
more details to come. But, as a Supervising Agent he felt a
responsibility to those who were his subordinates. That sense of
responsibility would cause him to step in and protect these men
from both the official scrutiny and the unofficial as best he
could. From experience, he knew that the first step was to try to
remove doubt from the minds of the agents involved, then work on
directing the attention of the agent-involved shooting unit and the
press into other directions.

Patrick Boatwright stood up abruptly and
faced his boss before exploding in anger. “The mother-fuckin’
bastard had the gun by the butt, with two fingers! He was tossing
it so he wouldn’t lay on it!”

“You can’t know that for sure,” Michaels
shot back.

Hudspeth looked into L.A.’s eyes. “The gun
wasn’t loaded.”

Supervising Special Agent L.A. Michaels sat
down heavily on the plastic covered waiting room couch. He looked
like all the air had been sucked out of his lungs.

“We fucked up, L.A.” Boatwright admitted,
his anger fading as fast as it had appeared,

”We didn’t have a warrant. We didn’t tell him to drop the gun. We
didn’t even yell that we were the FBI. We told him to freeze and
lay down, then we fuckin’ shot him.”

“That’s not the worst of it.” Hudspeth
finished the story. “The neighbor lady, Mrs. Kravitz, overheard
Agent Poythress say ‘Freeze or I’ll shoot’, ten minutes after the
shooting.”

This was bad. L.A. had been involved in
several agent-involved shootings and he knew that comments like the
one Agent Poythress had made were not uncommon following a high
stress incident. Yeah, the comment was cruel and highly
insensitive, but it was just a defense mechanism. “Try convincing
the press of that,” thought L.A.

“You guys go get cleaned up and report back
to HQ for the paperwork. Henry’s probably there with his
sister-in-law right now. If I can get her to turn on Rourk, then we
might be able to stop the witch-hunt from ever starting.”

 


 


 



Chapter 13

 


 


April sat in the small, windowless
‘interview’ room, alone and in tears. Henry had gone out to get her
a pack of cigarettes and a cup of coffee. The door opened and she
looked up expectantly. Henry entered and handed her the cigarettes
and coffee. A tall gentleman in an expensively tailored gray
pinstripe suit came in behind him.

“April, I’m Ralph Vasquez.” With a glance at
Henry, then back to April, he continued, “Your sister hired me to
represent your interests and to protect your constitutional
rights.” He offered her his hand, then his card.

“You’re a lawyer. Do I need a lawyer?” she
said

“Any time law enforcement wants to ask you
anything more than your name and drivers license number you should
have an attorney present” was his quick reply.

“Listen to him, April” Henry told her. Then,
to the lawyer, “I’ll leave you two alone” and left the room,
pulling the door shut behind him.

“To begin with, Mrs. Rourk, I don’t want you
talking to the FBI. If they had a case against you, they would have
placed you under arrest” Vasquez advised.

“They shot Sully,” she whispered. She was
visibly shaken and on the verge of hysteria. She covered her face
with her hands and cried.

Vasquez placed a comforting hand on April’s
shoulder, and then spoke gently to her, “I am going to put off this
so-called interview until you are stronger. This is a very trying
time for you and I don’t think it’s in your best interest to submit
to the tactics of the FBI right now.”

She looked up at him and, in a pleading tone,
asked, “ I won’t have to answer any questions? Can I go see
Sully?”

“I’ll go make arrangements” he began, but was
interrupted as L.A. Michaels opened the door.

“Who the Hell are you?” Agent Michaels
demanded.

“I am Ralph Vasquez, Mrs. Rourk’s attorney.
May I presume that you are Lamar Michaels?” countered the
lawyer.

L.A. knew the reputation of the elegantly
dressed lawyer. He was one of the elite in California’s criminal
defense circles. He was a student of the F. Lee Bailey style of
defense. A style that was high on innuendo and low on ethics, but
extremely effective. L.A. suddenly felt as if there were a rock in
the pit of his stomach. He knew that there was no hope of getting
any answers from April Rourk, but he had to try anyway. Turning to
April, he said “Mrs. Rourk, I’m L.A. Michaels. I’m the Supervising
Agent in charge.” He offered his hand, which she ignored, much to
his chagrin, and to the lawyers’ satisfaction. Continuing, “I’d
like to ask you some questions about your husband, Sullivan
Rourk.”

April broke into fresh tears as she yelled at
the FBI agent standing in front of her, “Fuck you! Fuck your
questions! Fuck your F.B. fucking I.! And, and…” she collapsed
against her lawyer in sobs.

“Is my client under arrest or indictment?”
asked Vasquez.

“Not at this time, but that determination is
subject to change without notice,” L.A. answered.

“Then this interview is over. If you have any
further questions for Mrs. Rourk, submit them to her in writing
through my office. If we decide to reply to any of those questions
you may submit, we shall do so when we are God damn good and ready,
Lamar.” The lawyers’ use of the agent’s given name caused a visible
reaction in L.A., It made what the confident, high-priced lawyer
said sound like a lecture from Dad. It was a tactic Vasquez
regularly employed to gain a psychological upper hand.

April lit a cigarette with a shaky hand
before slipping her arm through the arm of her lawyer and walking
out of the confining little room.

L.A. Michaels watched them until the glass
doors of the office had closed behind them before slamming his open
hand against the doorframe and yelling “Kellerman! Get your ass in
here!”

Henry ducked his head between his shoulders
at the sudden noise, as if he were a turtle trying to hide in his
shell, though he rose from his desk and stood tall as he walked in
to face the music with his boss.



 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 14

 


 


Ralph Vasquez handed the nurse at the desk
his business card and informed her that the young lady with him was
Sullivan Rourk’s wife, and that he represented them both, before
inquiring as to his condition.

“He’s been in surgery for seven hours now,
Mr. Vasquez. There really is nothing more I can tell you. I’m
sorry,” said the nurse.

“Is there someplace private we can wait?”

“Of course. If you’ll follow me, I’ll take
you to the chapel. It’s not used much, but the waiting room is
filled with FBI and reporters,” offered the nurse as she got up
from her desk and led them down the operating suite corridor. She
led them toward the small chapel that was used solely by those
awaiting the outcome of loved ones undergoing surgery at the
hospital.

As they walked past the main O.R. waiting
room, several of the reporters recognized the hotshot defense
attorney and speculated, correctly, that the beautiful, distraught
redhead with him was somehow connected to the shooting victim,
whose name still had not been released.

One of the reporters hurried to the lawyer.
“Mister Vasquez. David Green, Press Telegram. Are you representing
the shooting victim, sir?” He rushed the question while holding his
micro-cassette recorder out to catch any reply.

Vasquez tried to push by, but April stopped
cold and, with steel in her voice, she said, “The ‘victim’ has a
Goddamn name. It’s Sullivan Robert Rourk.” She started to move, and
when the reporter stepped in front of her, she swung her closed
right fist with all her might, connecting squarely with his thin,
straight nose. The reporter went down hard on his ass. The tape
recorder slid across the highly waxed floor and he grabbed his
bleeding, now crooked, nose. “I’ll sue you for this” he started to
snivel.

The nurse stepped in between the fallen
reporter and April as the waiting room emptied of reporters and
cops at the sound of the commotion, and said to the man, so
everyone could hear, “If you hadn’t pushed this poor woman, she
wouldn’t have needed to defend herself. Now get off this floor
before I have you removed by security.”

The reporters in the group started asking
questions, but the FBI agents, recognizing April Rourk, formed a
human barricade between the two small groups and allowed April and
the lawyer to escape the press. The agents wanted April and her
lawyer to avoid the reporters even more than April and Vasquez
wanted to avoid them.

 


 


Henry Kellerman pulled out a scarred and
worn, wooden, slat-back chair and followed the order. Better follow
every single order, cross every ‘t’, dot every ‘i’ right about now,
was his thought.

Red-faced from the elevated blood pressure
that came with rage, L.A. sought to control the volume with which
his voice was projected in the cramped confines of the interview
room, but failed. “Who in the fuck advised April Rourk to bring in
a fucking lawyer? Don’t answer that, it may fuck off your
retirement. I cut you slack and let you bring her in. I did you a
favor by not having two loyal Special
Agents of the Federal Bureau of Investigations faithfully execute
the duty to which they were sworn.” L.A. slapped a chair aside,
knocking it into the nicked and battered wall, before it crashed
onto its side on the dirty white tiled floor.

“Sir,” Henry tried to speak, but was shot
down immediately.

“Shut the fuck up! I didn’t tell you to
speak!” screamed Michaels.

He slapped his open palms against the top of
the table and leaned toward Henry, who sat across from where he
stood. Forcing his voice down to a harsh whisper, he said, “Those
two LOYAL agents took the same oath you took, Kellerman. You
knew I had no desire to bust your sister-in-law. You also knew that
I might not be able to build a case against Sullivan Rourk without
her.” With each new word, L.A. Michaels’s voice rose in volume once
more, “And the thanks I get from you is that arrogant Ralph Mother
Fucking Vasquez!”

L.A. shoved the table into Henry’s chest,
knocking the wind out of the younger agent, then reached across and
wrapped both of his hands in the front of Kellerman’s shirt,
jerking him from his chair and half way across the table. Kellerman
grabbed L.A.’s wrists and tried to separate himself from his
boss.

L.A. head-butted Henry as he put his face to
the other mans face. “Pack up your desk. You’ve been selected for
transfer, Special Agent Kellerman!” The words came out in a
menacing whisper, “Report to Seattle within seventy-two hours and
out of my office in seventy-two seconds.”

He pushed Henry back into the chair he had
pulled him out of, then stormed out of the room, slamming the door
open with enough force to push the door knob through the plaster
wall in the hallway.

 


 


The entire medical team was exhausted. Only
Dr. Roger Mortimer remained from the original surgical team that
had begun the odyssey of returning life to Sullivan Robert Rourk.
Fourteen hours and ten minutes. The other surgeons and nurses began
rotation out of the O.R. seven hours earlier, replaced by fresh
bodies and alert minds, as theirs began to tire. However, Dr.
Mortimer was Chief of Surgery and Sullivan was his patient. Dr.
Mortimer would see his patient through to the end, no matter the
end, that only God in Heaven could ultimately determine.

As he pulled tight the final suture, closing
the third exploratory incision, after having repaired two severed
arteries, one punctured lung, removed one shattered rib, six feet
of small intestine, one kidney, the spleen, and stapling together
part of his stomach, Dr. Mortimer ordered one more pint of whole
blood for his patient, and a pint of Jim Beam for everyone else. He
received a good amount of tension easing laughter with that last
comment.

Dr. Mortimer pulled off his double layers of
latex gloves and tossed them on the floor of the O.R. (an orderly
would sanitize the room shortly) before walking out to the nurses’
station to see about any relatives.

There was a different nurse on duty, but she
was able to tell the doctor about April waiting in the chapel.

 


 


April spent more than an hour talking with
Vasquez, pouring out every detail of how she and Sullivan had
stolen the explosives and from where they had taken them. She told
him about the bank jobs and about the drug use. The lawyer advised
her to never tell another soul the things she had just told him.
After her confession to the lawyer in the little church, she laid
down on one of the hard wooden pews and fell asleep. The lawyer had
gotten a blanket and pillow from the nurse who had showed them to
the chapel – along with her phone number – then returned and made
April a little more comfortable.

During their talk, it was decided that, as
long as April never said a word about what happened, they would
probably not be able to build a case against her. Sullivan, on the
other hand, if he survived, would need a lawyer. Ralph Vasquez told
her that he would be more than happy to accept the case.

When the doctor came in, still dressed in
blood spattered green surgical scrubs, including the paper booties
over his shoes, but minus the mask and cap, he shook first the
lawyer awake, then April.

“Is he okay?” April asked immediately, while
still trying to focus her sleep filled eyes on the strawberry
blonde man with the bright smile.

“He’s out of surgery. It’s still going to be
some time before we know anything for sure, but I’m very optimistic
that he’ll pull through,” offered the doctor.

“When can I see him?” April was standing now
and had hold of the doctor’s arm, as if to dispel an unconscious
fear that he may not be real.

“I’m afraid you won’t be able to see him
until tomorrow.” She looked heartbroken and the doctor felt for
her. “Okay, but you’ll have to put on a mask and gown, and you can
only stay for a few minutes. The nurse at the desk will show you
where to change,” he relented.

“Thank you!” April got on her toes and kissed
the doctor on his grizzled cheek.

As soon as she had left the chapel, Ralph
asked the doctor, “How bad was it, doctor?”

When the surgeon had finished the short
version of the effects of a dozen 9mm bullets on the human body,
all Vasquez could do was shake his head in wonder and amazement
that Rourk had survived.

 


 


A dim light illuminated the unconscious
figure of Sullivan Rourk in the otherwise darkened room. He was
pale, skin drawn tight. Dark circles gave his eyes a sunken
appearance. His chest rose and fell with the mechanical swooshes of
the respirator. Whole blood dripped into his right arm. A catheter
was threaded through the head of his penis, up the urethra and into
his bladder. A colostomy bag was attached to his right side.
Bandages, several stained red-brown with seeping blood, covered his
chest, stomach, shoulders and right arm, as well as his back.

April thought she had never seen anyone look
so horrible. She also thought that never had she seen anyone look
so handsome. Her tears rolled silently down her cheeks and were
absorbed by her surgical mask. With the gentlest touch, she placed
her latex covered fingers on his cheek, then leaned down and kissed
his forehead through the mask.

“You really should go home and rest. You
won’t do him any good if you collapse from exhaustion,” urged the
ICU nurse.

“You’ll watch over him?” April sounded 9
years old.

“I’ll watch,” promised the nurse.

“His lips are chapped,” April said, even
though it sounded so trivial. She had noticed that it was the only
thing the medical staff hadn’t taken care of.

As she guided April from the ICU, the nurse
assured her that she would put some Vaseline on his lips.

Ralph Vasquez took his client on the
offensive. April had regained some of her strength and composure by
the time she returned from seeing Sullivan. Ralph used that
resilience and stopped in front of the few remaining reporters to
provide an impromptu news conference.

There was only one television camera crew and
two print reporters. That was fine with Vasquez. He knew these
people would sell their footage to everyone else in the news
business that wanted to air the story; and all of them would want
to.

“My name is Ralph Vasquez. I am an attorney
representing Sullivan Rourk and his wife, April, who is here beside
me,” he began.

“Mister Vasquez!” shouted the guy from
channel 4.

“No questions, please. I’m going to make a
brief statement, then take Missus Sullivan home so she can rest.”
He smiled for the cameras very briefly, then fixed a serious
expression on his face as he completed his statement. “Yesterday
afternoon, without a warrant and without any probable cause, agents
of the Federal Bureau of Investigation ambushed Sullivan Robert
Rourk in his driveway as he returned from a romantic getaway with
his wife. He was struck in the upper body at least a dozen times.
He died twice on the operating table; but thanks to Dr. Roger
Mortimer and the staff here at the medical center, following
fourteen plus hours of surgery, Sullivan Rourk clings to life.
Missus Rourk, myself and, indeed, America await the FBI to concoct
a story that will validate their actions. No matter what story they
come up with, the truth will remain that Sullivan Rourk is a victim
of an out of control government agency.”



 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 15

 


 


A huge Indian, dressed in an elaborate
private security uniform of brown pants, tan shirt, golden badge,
shoulder patches depicting a teepee that spread into a modern
casino and edged in gold letters that said ‘Desert Pueblo Casino
Security’, was leaning against the tailgate of a white Ford pick-up
parked in the driveway, when April arrived home. There was another
guard sitting in a lawn chair on the Sullivan’s front porch.

April and Vasquez approached the guard in the
driveway, after pushing through a tangle of reporters. “Let the
lady by! No questions!” boomed the voice of the guard. The
reporters stayed on the sidewalk or in the street. “Ralph, take her
inside, away from this mess” the big Indian urged.

They made it in the front door. Vasquez, at
first being thrown off by the uniform, didn’t recognize Chief Donny
De la Cruz. Then recognition set in and he went back out to talk to
the man.

“Donny, what gives – uniform – gun – my
clients’ house?” asked the lawyer.

“I saw the speech you gave at the hospital on
the news. Sullivan Rourk runs the casino and he’s my friend. I
figured reporters would be camped out so I ordered security ‘round
the clock for Sully’s place.

“Thanks, Donny. The lady needs rest.”

“How’s Sully?” asked the Chief, with genuine
concern.

“The doctor is optimistic, but it will be a
long time before he is up and around,” the lawyer said honestly,
then walked back into the house.

April was watching him enter on the live
television feed from the channel 2 news crew out front. Moments
after seeing her front door close beyond the talking head of the
reporter, she felt the lawyers’ gentle touch as he put his hand on
her shoulder.

“Missus Sullivan, you don’t need to watch
that shit”, he told her.

Turning to face him, she said, “Call me
April, please, and I do have to watch it. That’s my house on the
TV. That’s my life they’re beginning to snoop into, and that’s the
man I love laying in the hospital!”

April suddenly turned pale and fled the room.
Vasquez heard a door slam down the hallway, followed by the
distinctive retching of a person vomiting. The lawyer found a piece
of paper and left April a note asking her to call him if she needed
anything. He left the note and his business card on the dining room
table.

 


 


L.A. Michaels popped two Rolaids into his
mouth and chewed the chalky antacid tablets. The ass chewing he had
just received from the Deputy Director over the long distance line
from Washington D. C. caused his ulcer to flair up instantly.

The congressman from Palm Springs was the
chairman of the House Oversight Committee that played watchdog over
the FBI. Following Vasquez’s news conference, which had gained
national attention, the congressman had been demanding to know what
was going on in his district with the Deputy Directors agents. The
Deputy Director, who hadn’t known that there was an agency-involved
shooting until the congressman had told him, had taken out his
personal embarrassment on L.A. Michaels.

Reaching out with his right hand, L.A.
depressed the intercom switch and asked his secretary to hold all
calls.

Taking a legal tablet from the center drawer
of his desk, he began outlining a press release. Using the
standard, “NO COMMENT” had created a feeding frenzy with the
shark-like reporters who circled the scent of blood. L.A.
wrote:

‘The Federal Bureau of Investigation
categorically denies the inferences brought about by the false and
inflammatory remarks made by Attorney Ralph Vasquez regarding the
Bureau’s tragic response to the situation
which resulted in the necessity necessary
use of force following during an otherwise
routine investigatory lawful stop of
Sullivan Rourk Robert Rourk.’

‘Use his full middle name’, thought
Michaels, ‘just as if he were a serial killer. Like John Wayne
Gacy.’

Then, allowing his frustrations to pour out
of his pen, he added another line:

‘Furthermore, the FBI will now include all
liberal lawyers like Ralph Vasquez as subjects of all future lawful
stops in hopes of achieving the same damn results!!!!!’

Obviously, this line was never intended to
be seen by anyone. After scratching out the remark about the
lawyers, L.A. made a note at the bottom of the page telling his
secretary to turn the above into an immediate press release. After
drawing an arrow to the intended paragraph for added clarification,
he called his secretary over the intercom and had her come in and
retrieve the paper.

L.A. Michaels didn’t know it then, but
within the next half-hour, his career would effectively be
over.

 


 


Krystee Komoidia, L.A.’s secretary, inserted
the Bureau’s standardized press release form into her typewriter,
lined up the document, and began typing by touch, while reading the
handwritten scrawl on the yellow 8 ½ x 14 inch lined paper that her
boss had given her.

She had only gotten three words typed when
she had to pee. “Shit!” she muttered under her breath, and got up
from her desk. She waddled off toward the woman’s restroom, which,
of course, was on the opposite side of the building from her desk.
She pressed her left hand against the small of her back and held
the lower curve of her swollen belly with the other as a sharp pain
nearly sent her to her knees midway to the bathroom. The baby
wasn’t due for another three weeks. As the pain eased, Krystee
began to feel wet warmth spread down her thighs.

Another secretary, seeing the alarmed
expression on Krystees’ face, rushed to her side. “Are you okay?”
she asked, while taking the pregnant woman by the arm to give her
support.

“Oh, yeah, just fine”, she began, and then
was interrupted by another contraction. “Oh, damn it! Oh, shit! A
one night stand nine months ago after too many beers and one Hell
of a boot-scoot-boogie, now I’ve got a little rodeo star doin’ a
two-step on my bladder. Just fine!”

“I’ll help you to the bathroom,” offered
Sharon.

“I think I already peed,” whispered
Krystee.

“No. I think your water broke. Your rodeo
star is coming home today!” Sharon smiled and helped a
suddenly petrified first-time mother-to-be into the bathroom before
going out and calling an ambulance.

 


 


While Krystee sat on the toilet with her wet
polyester maternity pants around her ankles, waiting to pee and
waiting for help, Associated Press reporter, Patrick Boatwright,
entered the front doors to the Bureau’s office and asked directions
to L.A. Michaels’s office, claiming to have an appointment. The
receptionist was unable to confirm or deny Mr. Boatwright’s
assertion of having an appointment with Mr. Michaels, since Krystee
wasn’t answering her phone, so she directed the blue-eyed man with
the alluring smile to Supervising Agent Michaels’s office.

Pat Boatwright found his way to the correct
door and walked into the combination secretary’s office and waiting
room. Since no one was in the office, and having an ornate sense of
curiosity, as befitted a man in his profession, he began to read
the open file sitting on the secretary’s desk. Seeing the
handwritten press release with it’s much delineation, Patrick
couldn’t not take the sheet of paper.

Thirty minutes after L.A. Michaels wrote out
his frustrations, the words became front-page news.

 





Chapter 16

 


 


Edgehill Lanes was a 16 lane bowling alley
in the city of Banning; a town first built as a stage stop, then,
years later, developed as a residential community for the black
domestic workers employed by the affluent whites in Palm Springs.
This is where L.A. Michaels came to drink. The dark recess of the
Stagecoach Lounge, with its mostly middle class clientele of all
races, was a place that a man like Michaels could feel comfortable.
Here was, if not a happy medium, then at least an acceptable
compromise between the ghetto of his past and what he saw as the
bigoted white world in which he worked. Here, L.A. Michaels could
get drunk and not worry too much about ending up in a fight. There
hasn’t been a bowling alley bar built yet that can be construed as
a swinging singles joint, so if a man wanted to drink and be left
alone, the bowling alley bar was the place.

L.A. had been drinking more and more during
his off duty hours in the three weeks since Sullivan Rourk had been
shot.

Three weeks. Twenty-one days. The events that
had taken place in that short amount of time were many and had led
to confusion.

Henry Kellerman was the first Bureau
casualty. However, his transfer was probably a blessing in
disguise. His house now sat empty with a Century 21 sign in front
and the black Jeep still in the driveway where it had been since
all this shit began. He and his family were now safely relocated in
Seattle.

L.A. Michaels had resigned under protest less
than a week after the press got a hold of his notes.

The case against Sullivan Rourk now rested on
one shaky piece of evidence. A smudge of Tovex found inside his
coat pocket that held what amounts to a chemical fingerprint that
matched the explosives used at all five robberies and matched the
missing explosives from the reservation theft. The problem was,
though they could prove conclusively that those explosives were all
produced in the same batch, that batch wasn’t limited to just the
few dozen tubes that were stored at the reservation. That batch
produced 1200 kilos of explosive compound, of which nearly 1000
kilos could not be adequately accounted for.

There was plenty of circumstantial evidence
to show that Rourk could be the person responsible. Nevertheless,
it would take one Hell of a prosecutor to gain a conviction against
Vasquez and the public sentiment he had garnered for his
client.

L.A. Michaels watched the television that was
suspended from the ceiling in one corner of the bar. Sullivan Rourk
was being wheeled up to a dais in the hospital auditorium. Flanked
by his wife and Doctor Roger Mortimer, he faced the cameras.

Before he spoke, L.A. noticed that Rourk had
lost a lot of weight, grown a beard and was in need of a haircut.
He looked ragged enough to gain a couple more sympathy points. Then
he spoke and L.A. Michaels knew that there wasn’t a jury in America
that would convict this man.

In a rattling, hoarse whisper that quieted
the crowd out of necessity to hear, Sullivan Rourk addressed
America. “I have some things to say, but first, I have some people
to thank. God, who, as far as I’m concerned, lives in the hands of
Doctor Roger Mortimer, who, with the help of a lot of other
talented people, has managed to put Humpty Dumpty back together
again.” Turning to the doctor, he smiled, then, very shakily, stood
and embraced the surgeon as everyone in the room fought to choke
back the emotion of the moment. Sullivan turned back to the crowd
and went on, “And I want to thank April”, he reached out for her
hand and pulled her to him. Leaning down, he kissed her as cameras
clicked, flashes flashed. Following the kiss, Sullivan returned to
face the cameras, “There are countless others who have sent cards,
letters, flowers and prayers, thank you one and all.” He took a
slow, deep breath and his eyes turned hard. “Three weeks ago I was
shot twelve times by the FBI. They said that they shot in fear for
their lives. I think that anyone that scared doesn’t belong in law
enforcement. To try and justify having tried to murder me in my own
driveway, the U.S. Attorney’s office has now secured a multi-count
grand jury indictment, charging me with crimes I did not commit.
Crimes for which I will not be convicted

“The twelve bullet holes, the destruction of
one kidney, my spleen, muscle, bone, intestine wasn’t enough. I had
to post a half a million dollar bail bond to keep from being taken
to the jail ward of Riverside General Hospital, where I couldn’t
receive the quality medical care I have been receiving here. The
over-zealous pursuit of a scapegoat in several bank bombings has
turned the FBI into a squad of thugs to be feared. I pray that the
next time a bank gets robbed and just because you own a vehicle
kind of like the one the robber may have used, that the FBI doesn’t
ambush you in your driveway, in front of your friends, neighbors or
children. Thank you.”

Sullivan sank into the wheel chair,
exhausted. April had to help lift his legs up so his feet would
rest on the chairs’ footrests. Once situated April and a nurse
wheeled Sullivan back to his room, while Dr. Mortimer stayed to
answer a few questions about Rourk’s medical prognosis.

“You were great!” April told Sullivan when
the nurse had finally left them alone in his room.

“Thanks, beautiful,” he whispered, as a deep
exhaustion that only lingering pain can bring swept over him.

He lay back against the elevated head of his
hospital bed and closed his eyes. April took his hand in both of
hers as she sat on the edge of the bed.

April was crying. It seemed like she was
always crying, but for the first time in a long time, the tears she
shed were brought by joy, rather that sorrow. She sobbed and leaned
over to gently hug him. With her head on his shoulder and his arms
wrapped around her comfortingly, lovingly April told Sullivan, “I’m
pregnant. You’re going to be a daddy.”

She could feel and hear Sullivan’s heart as
it instantaneously thundered into high gear. This heart, which had
several times ceased to beat just a few short weeks ago, was now
pounding with life, just as inside her womb, a new heart would
bring new life. Sullivan was her once in a lifetime, one true love,
and she was happier than she had ever been.

“She’s going to be beautiful, just like her
mom,” Sullivan finally managed to say.

“What if she’s a he?” April asked, with a big
smile, as she sat up and looked down at Sullivan.

“It’s going to be a girl,” his voice held a
conviction that left no room for argument. “Help me back into my
Ferrari and we’ll celebrate with a dinner of green Jell-O down in
the cafeteria.”

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 17

 


 


“All rise and come to order. The Honorable
Donald Bennett presiding in the United States District Court for
the Eastern District of California,” announced the uniformed
Federal Marshal who served as bailiff.

The Judge, with his flowing black robes,
thick mane of steel gray hair and neatly trimmed beard, brought a
style to the bench rarely seen in American courts. His subtle
British accent added dignity and charm to the proceedings. His
Honor sat behind the ornately carved bench, placed his gold framed
half-lens reading glasses low on his regal nose and peered down at
the people gathered.

The Marshal spoke again, “In the matter of
The People of the United States of America versus Sullivan Robert
Rourk, this court is once again in session. Be seated and come to
order.”

Everyone in the court got situated quickly.
An electrical charge filled the air as the full courtroom waited
for the final 12 seats to be filled by the jury members, who were
now entering.

It had been a relatively short trial. Three
weeks for the prosecutor to present his case in chief, followed by
two weeks of defense witnesses. The prosecution had opened the door
for Sullivan’s attorney, Ralph Vasquez, ESQ., or as Sullivan had
taken to calling him, ‘Esquire”, to use the shooting to gain
sympathy from the jury. If they hadn’t added the five counts of
assault with a deadly weapon on a Federal officer, it would have
been difficult to get the shooting allowed into the defense of the
bank robbery charges.

Vasquez had chewed up the prosecution
throughout the trial. G. David Evan, the cocky prosecutor, had done
a decent job of linking Sullivan to the robberies through
circumstantial evidence, the most damaging being the small amount
of Tovex presented as being found in Rourk’s jacket pocket. It held
the same chemical ‘fingerprint’ as that used in all of the
robberies and that which was missing from the reservation. He had
even gained prosecutorial jurisdiction over the Orange County bank
due to the ATM being a wire transfer device and, as such, protected
by Federal laws.

However, whenever Evan would come in for a
slam-dunk, Vasquez would block the shot. He deflected the damage of
the explosives with a combination of witnesses. A chemical
engineer, who was employed by the manufacturer of Tovex, testified
that the compound was produced in lots weighing 1200 kilos and was
shipped all over the United States. The attorney was also able to
elicit from the ATF expert, on cross-examination, that though the
ATF was the agency charged with tracking such explosives, they were
unable to account for 927 kilos of the Tovex produced in that
particular lot.

The prosecutor had never found any of the
money. Therefore, he inferred that Sullivan had washed it through
the casino. A claim that was countered by defense witnesses who
swore that, though Sullivan Rourk ran the casino, he did not make
use of the vault room. The log from the vault showed that he hadn’t
even been inside the vault since before the first robbery. Every
cashier and clerk who handled money at the casino came in and
testified that they had never seen Sullivan spend any money at the
casino. If he wanted to give free play or other comps away to
customers, he would sign for them. If he wanted food, it would be
given to him without charge. If he required chips or tokens, those,
too, he would sign for. Cash, he simply did not spend at the Desert
Pueblo Casino.

The old man who had suffered a heart attack
during the most daring, and final, robbery, had recovered. He
testified that his name was William Koeller. “Though everyone calls
me Bill,” and that the “nice young man sitting next to that high
priced shyster” could not have been the robber. “He’s to damn
short. That bastard was huge, I tell ‘ya!” insisted Mr.
Koeller.

April provided an alibi for Sullivan for all
but the last robbery. With her stomach now swollen to accommodate
the seven and a half months of growth that the baby inside had
completed, and her long red hair pulled into girlish pigtails, her
testimony was very believable. She had a natural aura of innocence
that survived all the dirt that the prosecutor tried to shovel
around her. In his attempt to attack her credibility.

“Have you ever stayed at the Valley Motel in
Lancaster?” Evans asked.

“Yes,” April replied.

“Would it be fair to describe the Valley
Motes as being rather run down?”

“It was the last time I saw it, ten years
ago” she was able to clarify.

“Have you ever been arrested?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Is the Valley Motel a locally infamous place
of drugs and prostitution?”

Vasquez stood. “Objection, calls for
speculation, Your Honor.”

“Sustained. Rephrase your question, Mr.
Evan,” ruled the judge.

“Were you arrested for possession of
methamphetamine on October twenty-seventh, nineteen eighty-nine,
during a prostitution sweep at the Valley Motel?” he asked, as he
puffed up like a bandy rooster, dressed in his imitation Armani
double-breasted suit.

“No” April replied.

“No?” he asked. Then before she could answer,
he added, “Need I remind you that you are under oath, Mrs.
Rourk?”

She knitted her eyebrows as she responded
testily, “Last I looked, this was Judge Bennett’s courtroom, so if
anyone needs to remind me of the oath I took, I believe it should
be His Honor, but I don’t need to be reminded and my answer remains
No.”

The judge chuckled with the rest of the
court, then offered a “Touché, Mrs. Rourk.” Then to the prosecutor,
“The witness is correct in observing that this is, in fact, my
court. Be a good man and see to it that you keep that in mind,
counselor. You may continue.”

Evan was red-faced as he formed his next
question. “Are you saying that you weren’t arrested at the Valley
Motel on October twenty-seventh, nineteen eighty-nine?”

“No, I’m not saying that I wasn’t arrested at
the Valley Motel on that date.”

“Were you arrested for possession of
methamphetamine during a prostitution sweep?”

“No!”

“I have here a police report that says you
were!” he argued.

April turned to the judge with tears in her
eyes and said, “Your Honor, just because I had a drug problem back
then and I could afford no better accommodations than the Valley
Motel doesn’t mean I was a prostitute. I was arrested for a small
quantity of meth, but it wasn’t during a prostitution sweep. I’m
not a hooker, nor have I ever been one” she sobbed.

“I believe your question has been answered,
counselor” replied the judge as he handed the witness his
handkerchief.

“Nothing more of this witness, Your Honor.” A
dejected G. David Evan sat down.

When Vasquez cross-examined April, he brought
out the fact that she had successfully completed thee court ordered
drug diversion program and three years probation. He showed the
bright, articulate woman who had gone from drug addiction to
architect and, when tragedy and adversity struck, April rose above
the sorrow and stayed loyal to her heart. She never lost sight of
the truth, though the government had sought with vigor to distort
the truth. Vasquez turned a former dope fiend into a debutante,
scoring point after point with the jury.

Emotion was a minor player in the defense
game. Minor until Sullivan Rourk took the stand in his own defense.
Vasquez led his client through his childhood highlights, the deep
pain of never having known his biological father, whom his mother
had divorced soon after his birth. The frustration of never being
able to identify with his adoptive father, a man he loved, but was
never able to get close to. The wonderful love he felt from his
maternal grandparents who raised him through most of his teenage
years. And his mother, who was and remains one of his closest
friends, but who never really knew how to be a mom. The lawyer led
him through his college years and into business. The meteoric rise
to power in a multi-million dollar enterprise that he had managed
to expand and more than triple its profits in less than three
months. How he had committed himself and the casino to a cruise
line venture shortly before the events leading to the current
proceedings. And how Sullivan Rourk’s partner, Chuck Freely, had
stepped in while Sullivan was recuperating from his wounds,
dissolved the limited partnership they had formed, taken over as
manager of the Desert Pueblo Casino, and then absorbed the
contracts and clients involved with the cruise into a new company.
A company to which Chuck Freely was the sole proprietor, a move
that cost Sullivan nearly everything.

Sullivan denied any involvement in the
robberies when asked, saying, “You’ve seen April, Mr. Vasquez.
She’s beautiful. I would have had to leave her side in order to do
these crimes. I didn’t leave her side. I didn’t do these
crimes.

Then the attorney brought up the gun. “On
the day in question, did you have in your possession a three-eighty
caliber semi-automatic pistol?”

“Yes.”

“Was that weapon registered to you?”

“Yes.”

“Did you often carry a handgun?”

“Yes.”

“Were you licensed to do so?”

“Yes.”

“And what was the reason that you stated on
the concealed weapons permit application for needing to carry a
handgun?”

“I had the responsibility of huge sums of
money at the casino. Though I rarely touched the cash myself, I
would often carry large checks.”

“Mr. Rourk, did you have a large check in
your possession the day you were shot?”

“Yes.”

“Your Honor, I would like to place into
evidence this check marked defense exhibit ‘Q’.” Vasquez handed the
Sycuan Casino check to the bailiff, who, in turn, handed it to the
court clerk.

The clerk marked the exhibit before passing
it up to the judge. Judge Bennett studied the check, and then asked
the prosecutor if he had seen the check. He had. Then, to the court
reporter and jury, “I have here a check. It is made payable to
Desert Pueblo Casino, through Bank of America, in the amount of
thirty seven thousand dollars, marked defense exhibit ‘Q’ and shall
so be referred from here on.

The judge then passed the check back to
Vasquez, who then showed it to Sullivan Rourk. “Is the check marked
exhibit ‘Q’ the check you had the day of the shooting?”

“Yeah, my blood is soaked into the side of
it.”

“Objection! Fact not into evidence, Your
Honor. The stain has not been proven to be blood, Mr. Rourk’s or
otherwise!” blustered the prosecutor.

“Sustained” ordered Judge Bennett. “The jury
is to not consider the comments about Mr. Rourk’s blood being on
the check. It is sufficient to know that Mr. Rourk recognize the
check as being in his possession at the time of the shooting.”

Vasquez went on, “When you were suddenly
ambushed…”

“Objection!” The prosecutor shot to his
feet. “There is no evidence that Mr. Rourk was ambushed, Your
Honor.”

“What would you call five armed men jumping
out at you in your driveway, Mr. Evans? Overruled” came the judges’
reply, stunning both the prosecution and the defense.

Vasquez continued, “When you were suddenly
ambushed, did you see any uniforms indicating that these men were
law enforcement officers?”

“No.”

“Did you see any special equipment or attire
that would identify the ambushers as law enforcement?”

“Other than the guns?”

“Other than the guns.”

“No.”

“Did any of the Agents order you to do
certain things?”

“Yes, they told me to get down on the
ground.”

“Did you comply?”

“Of course. I went to my knees. Then as I
began to lie on my stomach I remembered that my gun was tucked in
my waistband. I removed the gun by its grip with my thumb and index
finger, you know, like you see ‘em do on TV cop shows.”

“Then what happened?”

“Someone yelled “Gun!” and everyone started
shooting at me. The last thing I remember was calling for April,
but words wouldn’t come out of my mouth, only blood.”

“Where were you shot?” Vasquez had prepared
for this moment very well. Sullivan had intentionally dressed in a
gray turtleneck shirt, rather than the coat and tie he normally
would be wearing to court. Before the prosecutor could object,
Sullivan had pulled the shirt over his head revealing the
still-pink scars of 12 bullets, 8 of which had entry and exit
marks, 7 corrective surgery scars and the colostomy bag, which
could have been removed a month earlier, but, for obvious reasons,
was left in place until after the trial.

The entire court inhaled a collective breath
at the horror of those wounds. Puckered flesh crosshatched with the
dots of both staples and sutures. If put end-to-end, twenty-two
feet would be the measurement of his scars. The three women of the
jury cried, as did one of the men.

The prosecutor jumped up. “Your Honor, may I
approach?”

Both lawyers approached the bench for a side
bar conference with the judge. The prosecutor demanded a mistrial
be declared. Vasquez said that he was ready to submit his case to
the jury after one question from one more witness, and that a
mistrial should not be declared. The judge ruled in favor of
the defense on the issue.

Back at the Podium, Vasquez announced no
further questions.

The prosecutor spent a day on
cross-examination without gaining an inch.

After Sullivan had stepped down from the
stand and resumed his seat at the defense table, Vasquez called his
final witness.

“The defense calls Lamont Alexander Michaels
to the stand.”

The marshal at the rear of the courtroom
stepped outside to call L.A. into court.

The prosecutor yelled out his objection and
was overruled at side bar. The fact that L.A. Michaels had avoided
testifying for the prosecution by checking into the Betty Ford
Center to treat his alcohol addiction was irrelevant to the fact
that he was included on the defense witness list, which had been
provided to the prosecutor thirty-four days before trial.

L.A. was sworn in and provided the jury with
his employment information, “I am a retired Supervising Agent in
Charge from the Federal Bureau of Investigation.”

After a few qualifying questions related to
Agent Michaels’ supervisory roll in the case against Sullivan
Rourk, Vasquez had only one question for L.A. “Agent Michaels, was
the gun that Sullivan Robert Rourk carefully attempted to discard,
prior to laying flat on the ground, loaded?”

L.A. said “No”, then turned and faced the
jury, ‘There were two loaded clips for that gun found locked in the
glove compartment of the car Mr. Rourk was driving. The internal
investigation revealed that the agents involved in the shooting of
Mister Rourk had, in fact, panicked and overreacted.” As his eyes
filled with tears that threatened to spill over his red-rimmed
lids, L.A. Michaels turned to face Sullivan Rourk and said, “I’m
sorry.”

Sullivan bowed his head. Those two words
coming from that man had an overwhelming effect on him. He didn’t
even realize that the proceedings continued for several hours as
each lawyer gave their closing arguments. The next thing Sullivan
was aware of was the jury leaving the jury box.

That had been three days ago. The clerk had
called the prosecutor and Vasquez around 10:00 AM to advise them
that a verdict had been reached, and to be in court at 1:00 PM.

The jury was walking in and taking their
seats. Not a clue could be read on their impassive faces.

When everyone was seated, Judge Bennett
asked, “Has the jury reached a verdict, Madam Foreperson?”

Standing to answer, the foreperson, a
retired school principal, stated, “We have, Your Honor.”

“Please pass your decision to the
clerk.”

The clerk took the verdict slip from the
juror, passed it to the judge, who opened and read it to himself,
then passed it back to the clerk. The clerk of the court read the
verdict into the record.

“In the matter of the People of the United
States of America versus Sullivan Robert Rourk, case number
CR-CD164903, we, the jury, find the defendant not guilty of all
charges.”

Sullivan hugged his attorney, then reached
across the rail and hugged April, who had been sitting behind
him.

Reporters rushed from the courtroom to call
editors, prepare for live broadcasts and vie for interviews.

The judge thanked the jury and discharged
them from further service. Court was dismissed and Sullivan Rourk
was free to leave.

 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 18

 


 


Sullivan, April and Ralph walked out of the
courthouse to speak with the press.

As they approached the podium full of
microphones, two Riverside County Sheriff’s Deputies and a third
man, who identified himself as a detective with the Sheriff’s
Department, stepped in their way.

The detective asked, “Are you Sullivan Robert
Rourk?”

Sullivan looked at Vasquez and Vasquez spoke
up, “What is this about?”

The cops ignored the lawyer and asked again,
“Are you, sir, Sullivan Robert Rourk?”

When Sullivan answered that he was, in fact,
Sullivan Rourk, the deputies moved quickly, one grabbing his right
arm, the other his left. One, or both, of the deputies placed
handcuffs around his wrists, while the detective handed Vasquez a
folded sheet of paper and said, “I have a warrant for your arrest
on a charge of violating California Penal Code, section 12303.2,
which is possession of an explosive device in a public place.”

Sullivan was speechless. As was his attorney.
The throng of reporters witnessing the arrest and sending his image
across the country had questions galore. However, not a one was
answered.

The sheriff’s deputies pushed their way
through the crowd, shoving Rourk along between them. The detective
opened the rear door of a waiting patrol car. One of the deputies
grabbed Rourk by the arm with one hand and placed the other on top
of Sullivan’s head, guiding him into the hard plastic, caged in,
back seat. Once inside, the door was slammed shut. The uniformed
deputies got into the front of the car and drove off. Sullivan
twisted in the seat with his hands painfully locked behind him, and
watched his wife’s sobbing form fade from view.

 


 


With his arm around the shoulder of the very
hysterical, very pregnant, wife of the newly acquitted, and even
more recently arrested, Sullivan Rourk, Ralph Vasquez, Esq. faced
the cameras and vented his rage over the malicious and vindictive
persecution of his client, first by the Federal government and now
the State of California!

April regained her composure while Vasquez
talked to the reporters. Following Vasquez’s statements, she was
the focus of attention. Steeling herself for the onslaught of
questions with a deep determination not to cry, she pointed to one
of the reporters and said, “You first.”

“Mrs. Rourk, do you feel like this is some sort of a
governmental conspiracy against your husband?” asked a television
reporter, whose attempt to be serious was overridden by her bleach
blond cheerleader looks.

April was amazed by the question and took a
moment before answering. “If you mean some sort of second gunman on
the grassy knoll, then, no! This is the United States, for Christ’s
sake. We aren’t in some backwater developing nation or communist
state. I do believe that there are people within government who
regularly use the color of authority to illegally arrest and
convict innocent people. While the government is responsible for
the results of those people’s actions, the government is not, in
itself, sanctioning these actions. All you conspiracy theorists
need to realize that if our government was as subversive as you
claim, then you wouldn’t even be allowed to ask if there was
a conspiracy.”

The pseudo-serious blond reporter, dazed at
having her question turned around on her, became a trailing blurb
on news programs across the country as her open mouth image turned
her into a comedic caricature of a news reporter. A brunette would
soon replace her.

April had concluded her brief interview by
stating that she had to go find a bondsman to bail her husband out
of jail.

 


 


Sullivan found himself sitting in a small
holding cell with a dozen other men. The body odor was horrendous
in the small cell. Only the filthy homeless man in layers of
tattered clothing was oblivious to the nauseating smell.

There was room for, possibly, 8 men in the
cell; there were 13. A drunk had vomited, splashing chunks of food
and booze on to the seat of the stainless steel toilet that was
mounted to the rear wall of the cell. A big black guy, probably not
old enough to buy booze in a bar, was growing increasingly
agitated. He had been in the tank already when Sullivan had arrived
an hour earlier. The drunk was his last straw.

“Hey! Police!” the black kid was yelling out
the bar-front of the cell, “Mutha-fucka. Yous ain’t treatin’ dis
nigga like dis! Open the mutha-fuckin gate, you punk-ass
polices!”

Two huge cops walked up to the gate. They
looked like the Bobsey Twins on steroids. The muscles of their
massive biceps stretched at the short sleeves of their uniform
shirts.

“Who the fuck’s yellin’ in my jail?” screamed
Bobsey Twin number one.

The black kid whined, “Dis drunk sum-bitch
done puked all over the floor. It be stinkin’ in here, sir.” His
tone was respectful.

Twin two told the kid, “Tough shit. Don’t
like it, don’t come to jail!”

The Bobsey Twins walked away. When they had
gotten back down the hall to their desk, the black kid started
yelling again, “Fuck you, police! Fuck you! I’m mutha-fuckin
Gangsta Creezip! Ain’t no bitch-ass polices gonna scares me!”

The twins returned and keyed the gate. The
mouthy kid tried to fade back, but there was no place to go. Twin
one reached in, snatched the black kid by his braids, and pulled
him out of the cell.

The kid was yelling again. “Police
brutality! Help! I wanna see a sergeant!”

The jail deputies handcuffed the kid and
shoved him in an isolation room. Even though the room had a solid
door, which had been locked closed, the kids’ threats toward the
cops could still be heard from behind.

“Fuckin’ cell warrior,” mumbled a scruffy
biker sitting next to Sullivan.

Sullivan looked at the guy. ‘Big
son-of-a-bitch’, he thought. Red hair pulled back into a ponytail,
red beard that went down to the middle of his flat stomach. Tattoos
covered most of his exposed skin, from his wrists up to his neck.
On his stomach, in old English lettering was written ‘IRON HORESMEN
M/C’. Sullivan asked what the ‘Iron Horseman M/C’ meant.

The big biker laughed “That’s the club I
ride with. Name’s Spanky.” He put out his big, gnarled hand.

Shaking the proffered hand, Sullivan
introduced himself. “Sullivan Rourk, nice to meet ya.”

“Rourk? You the guy the Feds shot?” asked
Spanky.

“That’s me.”

“Thought you was in Fed court?” Spanky
questioned.

“I was acquitted this morning and then
arrested as I walked out of the courtroom. The state is charging me
with possession of explosives.”

“Ain’t that a bitch?” offered the biker.

The twins came back to the cell and opened
the gate. “Rourk and Zigan, your bail’s have been posted. Get out
here!” hollered one of the twins.

Sullivan got up saying, “That’s me. You take
care.”

Spanky got up as well, “That’s me, too.
Let’s get out of this shit box.”

“Hands in your pockets, go to the counter,”
ordered one of the twins.

 


 


Sullivan and Spanky talked a while as they
waited to be processed out of the jail. Sullivan relayed highlights
of his trial and Spanky talked about being raided earlier and how
the cops had busted him with ten pounds of speed and two guns. They
were from opposite sides of the tracks, but they took a liking to
one another right away.

“I hear there is a lot of money in that speed
shit,” Sullivan said.

“Can be.” replied Spanky.

The two men exchanged phone numbers as they walked
out the final door. Their parting handshake was the cover photo of
the Press Telegram the next morning beneath the headline “ROURK
ACQUITTED/ARRESTED/RELEASED ON BOND”

His attorney met Sullivan outside the jail.
“I don’t want to talk to any reporters, Esquire,” he said, as
Vasquez approached.

“No problem, Sullivan. Just stay to my right.
April is waiting in my car. I’ll take you back to your car at the
courthouse.”

They plunged through the boisterous crowd of
reporters, Vasquez shouting, “No comment!” all the way to his
Cadillac limousine. Sullivan climbed in next to April while the
attorney sat in the seat across from them.

After hugs and kisses, April wanted to know
“Is it ever going to end, Honey?”

Sullivan turned to his attorney and asked,
“Well, Esquire, you’re the lawyer, what next?”

“I can only guess as to the case against you
at this point. But if they are going to use the Tovex found in your
jacket when you were shot…the D.A. is going to have to make some
big mistakes in order for us to beat the charge. I’ll try to work
on a plea for probation. But they may want you to do a few months
in the county jail.”

“Jail?” April was astounded that he could end
up in jail after everything went so well at the trial. ‘Hell, we
won! Guilty as sin, and we won!’ her thoughts screamed in her
head.

 


 


It was after 11 PM when Sullivan and April
finally arrived home. April was tired. The long day, the emotional
roller coaster, the baby playing soccer inside her, it had all
taken a toll. She went straight to bed and took Sullivan with her.
April quickly fell asleep in her husband’s arms, a sweet smile of
contentment on her pretty face.

Sullivan watched his wife sleep for a long
time, his thoughts a jumble of mixed priorities and approaches to
those priorities. He could handle a couple months in jail if
necessary, but he would try to make it unnecessary.

Money was a problem. He had managed to forge
out a backdated contract for the Desert Pueblo Casino to
participate as partial financing provider for the bingo cruise.
That had forced Chuck Freely to honor the financial obligation with
the tribe. However, there was no way for Sullivan to protect his
own financial contributions. The tribe had been understandably
upset when they found that Sullivan had invested their money
without first consulting the tribal council. That presented an
opportunity for the tribe to terminate their contract with
Sullivan.

He had lost his apartment building to
foreclosure, but managed to maintain his home with April’s income
and the 20 thousand dollars that she had hidden in the mini storage
before his arrest. Now Esquire wanted another 20 grand to represent
him in the state case, and there was no guarantee that he wouldn’t
have to go to jail.

Suddenly Sullivan remembered that he did have
some money – maybe. He gently pulled his arm from beneath the
sleeping form of his wife and got out of bed.

Using the phone in the kitchen, Sullivan
dialed information and got the number he requested.

“Travel Lodge, Terry speaking, can I help
you?” came the cheery female voice.

“Hi, I’d like to know if room 218 is
available?” Sullivan asked.

“Let me check for you.”

He could hear the tapping of fingers against
a keyboard, then a few seconds later the woman at the other end of
the line replied, “Yes, sir. Would you like me to hold that room
for you?”

Sullivan’s pulse began to race. He gave
‘Terry’ his VISA card number and asked to reserve the room for the
next two days beginning immediately.

After concluding the reservation details,
Sullivan broke the connection by depressing the disconnect switch
with his finger. When he released it a moment later, a dial tone
hummed in the handset, followed by the touch tones that would tell
the telephone company that he wanted to be connected to Frank
“Spanky” Zigan.

After three rings, the phone was answered,
“Joe’s Morgue, you stab ‘em, we slab ‘em, necrophiliacs welcome
after six, how can I help ya?”

“Yeah, is Spanky there?” Sullivan asked as he
chuckled.

“Who’s this?” came the cautious question in
reply.

“The guy who got his number as we came out
the door this evening.”

“Hey, bud! It’s me, but I can’t talk on this
phone. Lemme call ya right back – ten minutes. You at the number I
got?”

“Yeah.” Sullivan hung up.

After a minute, he went into the bedroom and
switched off the ringer on the phone next to the bed.

Right at the ten-minute mark, the phone rang.
Sullivan snatched it up before the first ring had completed its
course.

“Hello?” he said in a hushed tone.

“Okay, jailbird, what’s up?” asked the voice
he recognized as being Spanky’s.

“If I had some money to invest, what kind of
a return would I get and when?”

“I like that. No formalities. No ‘How ya
doin’?’. No ‘Did ya get laid yet?’. Just business. I like it.”
Spanky went on, “How much ya got for ol’ Smith Barney?”

“Forty grand. Cash.”

“Get ya sixty grand back within seven to
fourteen days, but that’s a one time shot and it’s gotta be soon,
‘cause I’m gonna bake one more cake, then go day trippin’ in some
spic-speakin’ place where pussy is cheap, stupid and young to a
friggin’ gringo with the green dough”, Spanky was quick to say.

“I’ll be at room two-eighteen at the Travel
Lodge in Hemet tomorrow morning. You’ll see my yellow 68 Vette and
know I’m there.”

“Nobody else or it’s no deal and we don’t do
no deals in the room. Walls got ears sometimes, not sayin’ yer a
rat or nothin’. Jus cautious in my business.”

Sullivan heard a click in his ear as Spanky
hung up the phone.

“Who you talkin’ to at three in the mornin’?”
asked a sleepy-eyed April, while trying to hold back a yawn.

Startled, Sullivan spun around. He got
tongue-tied as his brain sent a dozen different lies to his mouth
all at once. Finally, after an unintelligible response, he avoided
the question and asked, “What are you doing up, beautiful?”

Fully awake April wouldn’t have been brushed
off like that. Being more asleep than awake, she didn’t even
notice. “I’m hungry. Grilled cheese, dipped in Hershey’s syrup.
Will you make it for me, Honey?” she gave him a sleepy smile and
scooted her butt on to the seat of the nearest barstool.

Sullivan leaned down and kissed her
distended belly and told the baby within, “You remember, Daddy, up
at 3 AM to make grilled cheese, but it’s your mother’s idea to dip
it in chocolate sauce!”

 


 


The next morning, Sullivan left his wife a
note.

“Had to go take care of a few things. Didn’t
want to wake you, Beautiful.

Back later!

Love, Your Sullivan

That’s an order!”

He then drove over the mountain highway to
Hemet. He filled in the registration card, gave his credit card to
the clerk, and signed the charge slip. Once he was inside room 218,
he locked and chained the door behind him. Sullivan stood in front
of the bed, unable to move. He feared that after seven and a half
months that the money had been found. Finally, curiosity winning
out over fear, he bent, hooked both of his hands under the
mattress, and lifted. The pillows and bedding slid off onto the
floor, knocking the telephone and an ashtray from the nightstand as
they went. Sullivan didn’t even notice the crash of plastic and
glass. Sticking out of a cut in the center of the mattress was the
edge of a crisp twenty-dollar bill.

“Yes!” he said aloud, as he stepped up on
the box springs and walked forward, pushing the mattress against
the wall.

Sullivan immediately began pulling fists full
of money from inside the mattress. He tossed the bills onto the box
springs. Money was scattered on the bed, the floor and some
remained inside the mattress. The knock at the door came while he
had his right arm stuffed, up to his elbow, into the torn
mattress.

Startled, he pulled his arm out quickly,
ripping the mattress further as he did. Then he stumbled as he
raced to the door. The quieter he tried to be, the more noise he
seemed to make. Looking through the peephole, he saw Spanky, who
was looking around nervously. He quickly unhooked the chain and
turned the bolt, letting the door open a few inches so he could
peer out and make sure there was no one else nearby. Seeing only
Spanky Zigan, dressed in brown rough-out cowboy boots, wrangler
blue denim jeans, a black, long sleeved western shirt with pearl
snaps and a black cowboy hat, he pulled the door open wider so that
his guest could come in.

Spanky took in the ransacked motel room as
Sullivan relocked the door. “I know I said no business in here, but
I just changed my mind.”

“Sorry it’s such a wreck, but I just got here
and…” Sullivan was interrupted.

“You slick sum-bitch!” Spanky clasped a big
hand onto Sullivan’s shoulder. “I knew it! I told a couple a the
brothers when you first was shot and that fancy-ass mouthpiece was
on the news spoutin’ off with that shit about innocent man. I knew
then you was the one doin’ them jobs!” Spanky said between his
laughter.

“Hey,” Sullivan was saying nervously, “I was
acquitted of all that.”

“That’s right. And that means you could stand
buck nekid in front of the friggin’ White House and tell the guards
at the gate that you blew up them machines and all they could bust
ya for is bein’ nekid in front of the White House!” Spanky
concluded.

A big smile spread over Sullivan’s face, but
he still wasn’t going to admit that he had done the robberies.
Instead, he asked his guest to give him a hand gathering up the
money.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 19

 


After everything was counted, all forty thousand
dollars, Spanky told Sullivan that he was a fool to let anyone walk
out with all that money. Sullivan had realized that, but his
options were limited, though he had one ace up his sleeve.

“What choice do I have? I trust you and, if
all goes well, I make twenty grand off my investment. If you fuck
me, then either I just chalk it up to my own stupidity or…”
Sullivan looked directly into the big bikers gray eyes, “or I can
set off a little explosion at, say, nine hundred West Avenue L-six,
Artha Lee Zigan’s place.”

The information seemed to bounce around
inside Spanky’s head for a moment before finding a cell that could
process it. However, when that information was finally absorbed, it
was like an explosion had occurred inside of that bushy red head.
He leapt at Sullivan and slammed him against the wall, holding him
there with one meaty forearm pressed against his throat. “Where the
fuck’d you get my Granny’s info, you bastard!” Spanky demanded.

“Easy...can’t…breathe” Sullivan struggled to
say.

Spanky eased up, and Sullivan told him, “It
was on the bail slip you wrote your phone number on.”

“Don’t you ever let nothin’ bad come outta
your mouth with my Granny’s name at the end of it.” Spanky hissed,
and then let Sullivan go.

Rubbing his throat with his hands as he
gasped in fresh air, Sullivan said, “Hey, I didn’t know she was
your grandmother!”

“Don’t suppose you did, but just the same,
that’s Granny, and I won’t even let God fuck with Granny,” said the
biker as he gathered up the money and started stuffing it into a
wide money belt that he had strapped under his shirt. “When I got
your money I’ll bring it by your place. And I’ll have Granny with
me so’s you can meet her. Maybe your wife can make supper,” Spanky
suggested.

Sullivan didn’t want to bring April into this
business, but he didn’t see any polite way out of Spanky’s having
invited himself over for dinner. “That should be fine. Since we
were on the front page this morning, it’ll be easy to explain how I
know you. Just try and keep her out of knowing about our deal
here.”

“What do you mean, front page?” Spanky
stopped cold.

“Stop and get a copy of the Press Telegram.
You and I, shaking hands in front of the jail, big color photo,
front page.” Sullivan told Spanky.

Spanky thought that the only thing worse than
having your picture in the newspaper was to have it in the post
office. “They shouldn’t be able to put my picture in no damn paper
without me tellin’ ‘em it’s okay first,” he complained.

“Well, you’ll have to go back to 1791 and
pitch your bitch at those people in Congress who brought us the
First Amendment to the Constitution”, Sullivan replied.

Reaching into the right front pocket of his
cowboy shirt, Spanky withdrew a clear plastic baggie, partially
filled with speed. He handed the baggie to Sullivan and said,
“Well, take that and exercise your Constitutional right to party.
I’ll see ya in a week or so.”

Sullivan could feel the race of his heart as
the anticipation for the drug filled his mind. He was ready to
leave, ready to walk out the door and see what this bag of powder
would do. If Spanky hadn’t started putting the room back in order,
Sullivan wouldn’t have bothered.

Sullivan didn’t realize that the baggie he
shoved into his pocket could become his God in a fanatical religion
that left no room for anyone else, a religion where all would be
sacrificed for the Meth-God. Sullivan couldn’t see it coming. No
one ever saw it coming. Like any cult, its leader was charismatic,
alluring, and yet subtle in approach. Until one day the leader
would be able to say, “Die for me” and the follower would answer
“Yes, my Lord.”



 


After leaving the motel, Sullivan drove east
on Highway 74, which was Florida Avenue through the city of Hemet.
Before the road began it’s steep winding climb up Mt. San Jacinto,
he pulled off into a small turnout and parked. Though there were no
other cars at the turnout, there was space enough for two or three
more vehicles if any should want to stop. The view was beautiful.
Huge granite boulders, over and around which ran a small, fast
moving stream. Oaks dotted the canyon floor, while Pines could be
seen at the slightly higher elevation on the hillside.

Sullivan got out of the car and climbed down
amongst the giant rocks. Once he was hidden from the view of any
cars on the road, he opened the baggie of dope, he poured some of
the crystalline powder onto the back of his drivers license and
used a cigarette lighter to crush the rocks into a fine powder. He
used his Visa to form the powder into a line and disassembled a pen
to use as a straw. He had used cocaine a dozen or so times years
earlier, he expected a similar numbing sensation when he snorted
the meth. It was altogether different. Pain exploded in his nose
and behind his eyes! Tears fell and his teeth began to hurt. For a
moment he thought that Spanky had given him something that would
kill him. However, as suddenly as the pain had seared him, he was
filled with energy like he had never known. He felt like he could
climb the mountain before him with ease and race down the other
side!

With his head spinning and all his problems
erased from his mind, Sullivan sat back on a rock. The sound of the
stream was amplified, sounding like the rapids he had once rode
with his adoptive father along the American River. So long ago;
such a wonderful memory. He closed his eyes. He was back in time
for only a moment, and then it was too hot to be encased in a
jacket.

The October sun provided light without
warmth. It was only 52 in the canyon at
full noon. Nevertheless, Sullivan Rourk was sweating as if it were
110. He took off his jacket, then his
shirt. The cold air chilled his skin, but the drug warmed him from
within. Nearly 45 minutes passed before Sullivan put his shirt back
on and picked his way over the rocks to his car.

 


 


 


 


 





Chapter 20

 


“Calm down?” April was infuriated. “I’m eight
months pregnant with your baby, you haven’t been able to work since
you were shot, we have no insurance, we’re in debt to our ears,
your friggin’ lawyer wants more money that we don’t have and you
sneak off while I’m asleep, come home hours later spun on speed and
you want me to be calm!”

He tried to reason with her, “Hey,
beautiful…”

“Fuck you, Sullivan Robert Rourk!” Tears were
flowing once again. April grabbed Sullivan’s keys out of his hand,
“Fuck you! Fuck you!” she sobbed, as she walked out the front
door.

Sullivan followed her outside. When she got
behind the wheel of the Corvette and started the motor, he asked
her, “Where are you going?”

April extended the middle finger of her left
hand in answer as she backed out of the driveway. When she got the
car turned and in drive, she left twenty feet of dual black tire
marks in the street as she raced away.

Sullivan went back into the house and poured
himself a drink.

 


 


April’s anger forced her foot down a little
harder on the accelerator as she wove through the early evening
traffic on Highway 111. She was doing nearly 85 in the 50 MPH zone
near the Gene Autry Resort. A California Highway Patrol officer was
monitoring traffic with a radar gun from inside his marked cruiser
next to the hotel parking lot.

As soon as he saw the headlights moving in
and out of traffic, the cop had dropped his car into drive. The car
that had registered the 85 on his radar was now in front of him,
pulled to the side of the road. As he approached the driver of the
yellow Corvette, he asked her to step out of the car. At first,
upon seeing the advanced stage of her pregnancy, he thought she
might be heading to the hospital. When she told him that she was
just driving around he noticed that her words, though not exactly
slurred, were thick and that her eyes were bloodshot and
glossy.

“Have you had any alcohol tonight?” he asked,
as she handed him her drivers’ license.

“Men!” she exclaimed, “Fuck all of you! Give
me my ticket and get out of my face!”

This little redhead had fire, Officer Sutton
observed. Then he asked her if he could look inside the car.

“Do whatever you’re gonna do and get done
with it!” she replied as she crossed her arms in a gesture of
disgust.

“If you’ll just wait over on the sidewalk,
this shouldn’t take very long.”

She stood where the cop had pointed, arms
still crossed, adding a tapping foot to show her impatience.

Officer Sutton then began searching the black
leather jacket that was lying in a heap on the passenger seat.
Inside the front right zippered pocket, he found the remaining
methamphetamine. He approached April and asked to see her arms. She
held them out for his inspection. Under the bright Krypton bulb of
his Mag-light, Officer Sutton saw a single fresh puncture midway
down her right forearm.

He pulled out his handcuffs and told her,
“I’m placing you under arrest for driving under the influence,
child endangerment and possession of methamphetamine.”

April was stunned. As the cold steel clamped
around her wrists she said to the cop, “I’m pregnant! Do you think
I’m so horrible that I’d risk hurting my baby?”

“Before you say anything else, you have the
right to remain silent…” he recited her rights from memory.

After calling for a tow truck to impound the
Vette, he notified dispatch that he had one pregnant female en
route to the hospital for a pre-booking medical evaluation.

 


 


It was nearly four hours after April left the
house that she was finally able to call home. Sullivan answered on
the first ring. “Hello, April?” the concern was evident in his
voice.

“Now that you know how it feels to sit alone
by the phone waiting to hear from someone you love, why don’t you
get your ass down to the Palm Springs City Jail and bail me out?”
She was sarcastic, but her poorly concealed fury that boiled just
beneath the surface told him that she wasn’t lying about being in
jail.

“How much is bail, sweetheart?” he asked
gently.

“What? You’re not going to ask me why I’m in
jail – of course not, why should you since you damn well know? The
bail for this shit that isn’t mine is ten thousand.” She slammed
the phone down.

 


 


Sullivan called his lawyer first.

“Hello?” he answered on his home line.

“Esquire, it’s Rourk. April’s in jail.” He
quickly explained that he had left some speed in the car and April
had been popped for it. Vasquez told Sullivan that he would arrange
for payment of the bond in order to get April out of jail.

“Thanks, Esquire,” Sullivan offered.

“Don’t thank me. I’m not doing this for you.
I’m doing this for that sweet young woman who was stupid enough to
marry you.”

For the second time in less than ten minutes,
Sullivan had a phone slammed down by the person he had been talking
with.

His next call was to the bond company. After
a conference call between Sullivan, the bond agent and Vasquez, the
bond agent promised to have someone meet Rourk at the jail within
the next half an hour.

Sullivan’s next call was to Yellow Cab.

 


 


April wouldn’t talk to Sullivan during the
cab ride from the Palm Springs Police Department to the impound lot
where the Corvette had been towed. When he tried to get her to get
out of the taxi, she refused.

“Go get your precious little car. I’m going
home” she snipped, then slammed the door of the cab and asked the
driver to drive on.

Sullivan went through the paperwork and
payment at the impound lot. Following an hour of bureaucratic red
tape, he was, finally, on his way back home.

At the house, he was expecting a huge fight.
An argument to which he would concede immediately. What he found
was worse.

Sullivan was greeted at the door with a warm
smile and April’s tender kiss. He tried to apologize. “April,
sweetheart, I am so…”

She interrupted him with a “Shush” and a
slight shake of her head as she turned away from him and walked
into the dining room.

As he followed her, he noticed the delicious
scent of April’s clam sauce. Her linguini and clam sauce was one of
his favorite meals, and the one she liked least to prepare. His
guilt was increasing with each step toward the dining room.

“Sit down, Honey,” April practically purred
as she pulled out the chair at the head of the table for him. The
antique china that had belonged to his mother and the Waterford
Crystal had been arranged at the table for the two of them. April
kissed him on his grizzled cheek, and then lit two tall white
candles.

“April…” the pleading evident in his voice,
as he began once more.

Once more, she stopped his attempt to
apologize with a “Shush!” and a smile that was pure sweetness.

April went into the kitchen and retrieved a
large tray with several covered silver serving dishes on it. She
set the tray on the table and began opening dishes and serving
their contents onto the China. The linguini and clam sauce Sullivan
had already caught scent of, with its heavy garlic aroma, was
coupled with cauliflower that she had baked in a ricotta cheese and
basil sauce. Garlic bread and, for him, white wine, while she
filled her glass with chilled water.

Dinner was exquisite in presentation as well
as taste. April guided the conversation as if she were a seasoned
Ambassadors’ wife, steering clear of sensitive issues,
complementing Sullivan on his returning healthy appearance. She was
gracious and loving. She remained effusive toward Sullivan, telling
him several times how much she loved him and how important he was
to her life. His guilt increased with each word, each bite and each
smile.

When dinner was done, April took Sullivan by
the hand and led him to their bedroom. In the doorway, April turned
to face him. She wrapped her arms around his waist, looked up into
his eyes and asked, “Will you kiss me?” in her most alluring
voice.

He leaned down, pressing his lips to hers as
his arms took her into the shelter of his embrace. The kiss began
as a tender touch, but quickly grew in its intensity. He slid his
tongue into April’s mouth, wrestling with her tongue, tasting her
taste. Sullivan could feel his manhood growing hard as his desire
to make love to his beautiful wife grew. He started pulling at her
clothes, eager to touch her naked flesh.

April pulled back suddenly and put her hands
on Sullivan’s chest. He looked down into the fury that now glowed
red within her eyes, caught off guard by her sudden change. She
didn’t exactly change in appearance, like Dr. Jeckle’s Mr. Hyde,
but she developed a cold hardness in her voice that was reminiscent
of Al Pachino’s Tony Montana in Scarface.

“Tonight you came home and I showed you how
someone treats the person they love. You disrespected me, you hurt
me and you embarrassed me. That is not showing me that you love me.
I had a blood test yesterday and today I get arrested for using
dope because of your bullshit. Go learn to love again” she said
through her angry clenched jaw, then pushed him back and closed the
bedroom door in his tear stained face.

As he stood, staring through water filled
eyes, at the closed door, he could have sworn he heard “You fuckin’
cock-a-roach” at the end of her speech.

Sullivan walked into the kitchen and pulled a
bottle of Finlandia from the freezer. He poured three fingers into
a lowball glass and brought the glass to his lips, but didn’t
drink. Slowly, he set the glass down on the counter and asked
himself “What the Hell am I doing?” He stared at the glass that
still had his hand wrapped around it, for a long time. How much
time, he had no idea. Finally, he took the glass and set it upside
down in the sink, pouring its contents down the drain.

He walked back down the hall and turned the
knob on the bedroom door. He was grateful it wasn’t locked. Inside
the room was dark, save for the glow from the red digital reading
on the bedside alarm clock. In that darkness, Sullivan stripped
down to his Speedo-style under shorts, then climbed into bed. He
found April lying on her side, dressed, he could tell from touch,
in her flannel nightgown; the one he teased her as having been
stolen from his grandmother, as it covered her from wrist to ankle
and held absolutely no sex appeal. He slid his left arm under her
neck and pulled himself up against her before wrapping his right
arm over her, resting it in the valley between her belly and
breasts. He kissed her hair, breathing in the fresh scent of her
shampoo.

“I love you,” he whispered.

“Didn’t think you would have the balls to
come back in here tonight,” she tried to sound hard, but she pulled
his arm tighter around her, and then added, “but I’m glad you
did.”

“April…” he tried again.

“Shush. Go to sleep” she interrupted.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 21

 


 


“That’s the deal and, for your wife’s sake, I
suggest you take it,” Ralph Vasquez, sitting behind his beautifully
restored antique partners desk, said to Sullivan Rourk.

He had fought for the past two weeks to
persuade the Deputy District Attorney in charge of Sullivan’s
prosecution to allow his client to plea to the charge in exchange
for a suspended prison sentence and felony probation. The
prosecutor wouldn’t budge.

“Six years in state prison.” Sullivan was
dismayed at the prospect. “How much time would I do on six years?”
he wanted to know.

“About thirty-six months, and it would
probably be at some minimum security camp” was the answer Vasquez
gave.

“And they’ll drop the charges against April,
no probation or anything? She’s done, right?” Sullivan wanted to be
sure.

“They aren’t interested in April. They know
it was your dope – they want you.” Vasquez told him.

“Okay. As long as I can put off going in
until after the baby is born, maybe a month from now, you know, to
let April get adjusted to the baby and all.”

“I can handle that,” replied the lawyer
before asking, “About my fee. When do you think you’ll be able to
pay it?”

“I’ll have it for you tomorrow morning”
Sullivan told him as he rose to leave. “Thanks, Esquire. I’ll see
you in court at ten. I’ll bring your money with me.”

 


 


It was nearly 5 p.m. when Sullivan arrived
home. April sensed something was wrong the moment he walked in the
door.

“What’s wrong, Honey?” she asked, looking up
into his eyes for a clue as to his worry.

“It’s okay, nothing to trouble yourself with
right now. We can talk later. My friend, Frank, and his grandmother
should be here anytime”, and as if to emphasize his statement, a
sleek black 1968 Lincoln Continental pulled up in front of the
house. As Sullivan gazed at the pristinely restored and heavily
customized car, with it’s limo black windows and paint, April
hurried into the kitchen to check on dinner.

Frank. walked up to the door with a tiny old
woman clinging to his arm. She walked with the slow deliberate
steps of the aged, but held her head in a regal manner in defiance
of the years that had laid claim to her.

Sullivan opened the screen as they
approached, stepping aside to make room for his guests to enter.
“Good to see ya” he said, “This must be your grandmother.”

“Sullivan, this is Granny” Spanky offered in
way of an introduction.

“You can call me Lee, young man. It is a
pleasure, I’m sure.” Her voice carried a no-nonsense authoritative
quality to it that didn’t allow for argument. If she said to call
her ‘Lee’, then that is what you would call her.

They walked into the living room and sat
down, Spanky and Sullivan on the sofa, while Lee sat in a Lazy-Boy
facing into the house. Before Sullivan could offer drinks, Lee
Zigan’s eyes widened with surprise. She smiled and nearly shouted
“My dear Lord, Helene! Honey, where have you been?”

Spanky looked from his grandmother to April
and back before saying “Granny, that’s not…” but he was interrupted
as April spoke.

“Hello, Granny.” April smiled, and then said,
“How have you been, Spanky?”

“I figured you was dead!” The big biker’s
face split into a grin.

“You know each other?” Sullivan asked
no one in particular, but everyone at once.

Lee ‘Granny’ Zigan moved with a speed and
grace that belied her years as she rushed to embrace April. Spanky
was up and had his massive arms around both of them. After a
moment, he let loose of the women and they all took turns adding to
the story of how they had come to be acquainted.

Years earlier, April had been a teenage
runaway, cold and hungry. She was scraped and bruised after jumping
from a moving car out in Lancaster. She had hitched a ride with a
guy in Los Angeles who said he was going to Santa Monica. She fell
asleep soon after getting into his car and when she woke up, she
was alarmed to find out that they were on Sierra Highway in the
desert town of Lancaster. She told him to stop, but he kept going.
He slowed down for a red light near Avenue K, but began to
accelerate when it turned to green. That’s as far as she was
willing to go. Scared to continue on the ride, she pulled up the
door handle, shoved the door open and leapt from the car as it
reached the midway point of the intersection, rolling, bouncing and
skidding along the rough asphalt. The driver immediately tromped on
the accelerator and fled.

Waiting at the red light was an old lady in
a 1971 Dodge Demon. Seeing the girl fall, or jump, or be pushed
from the moving car, the old lady pulled her car into the traffic
lane to block any cars on Sierra Highway from hitting the girl. The
girl picked herself up out of the street, hobbled over to the old
lady, and asked for help. “Damn kid” the old woman muttered, then
told her, “Get in, child, so I can take you to the doctors.”

Granny had taken the 16-year-old girl with
the fiery red hair to the emergency room at Lancaster Community
Hospital. She lied to the nurses and said that the girl was her
granddaughter and provided her with the insurance information that
belonged to her real granddaughter. Following the long hours in the
ER, the girl was cleaned, bandaged and released. The old lady
waited through it all, much to the surprise of the hollow-eyed
girl. They walked out to the Dodge. “Don’t suppose you’ve got a
place to stay, child, so I reckon you’ll be coming home with me for
a spell,” the old lady said to the girl. When she got no reply, she
looked over at her. There was a bandage wrapped around her head to
keep a gauze pad in place above her right eye, another, smaller
bandage on her chin and left side of her jaw. Her right arm was
locked into an ‘L’ by a plaster cast, and a single teardrop rolled
down her left cheek.

“No need for them,” said the old lady, as
she reached out and wiped away the tear with a gnarled, arthritic
knuckle. “My name is Artha Lee Zigan, but don’t you ever let me
hear the name Artha come out yer mouth. You can call me Lee or
Granny, whichever you prefer.”

After a moments’ hesitation, the girl said,
“I’m Helene,” then broke into tears of gratitude. Granny held the
girl calling herself ‘Helene’ while she cried. Helene finally
managed a sniffle and a ‘thank you’, and then Granny was able to
drive home.

At Granny’s house, Helene was introduced to
the rest of the household, a cowardly pit bull mix named Marmaduke,
a willowy blonde girl of Helene’s age named Lisa, and her sister,
older by a year, Vicky.

Lisa and Helene became instant best friends.
They shared a room and, in time, secrets, dreams and desires.
Helene stayed and became a part of the family. Spanky would come
and go with the wind, checking in on his sisters and Granny
whenever he was at either end of his roller coaster of extremes.
One week he would take everyone shopping in the Valley down below,
spending money like no tomorrow. The very next week he might come
by, hungry, tired, and broke, for a meal, sleep and a loan.

Helene never talked about her past and the
Zigan family never asked. They accepted her and loved her for who
they saw.

Lisa and Helene got themselves mixed up in
smoking g pot and drinking alcohol. Helene fell for one of the
local bad boys, excited by the dangerous image. Then, one evening,
she walked in and found Lisa in his bed. She left and never
returned.

Helene had been working part time at a
women’s wear store. She checked into the Valley Motel on Sierra
Highway and two days later found herself in jail. She had lied
about her age. Instead of the juvenile hall in Sylmar, she was
taken to the Sybil Brand Jail in Los Angeles. When she was released
with probation and diversion, she took her meager savings and got
on a Greyhound to Palm Springs. To her sister’s. To her real
sister’s. A sister who would never sleep with her boyfriend.

“How is Lisa, Granny?” April asked.

“She passed on of an overdose a week after
you left, Helene,” she said gently, but not without pain.

“Oh, Granny, no!” April began.

Spanky interjected, “That boyfriend Lisa
stole from you, he gave her a shot of tar heroin. When she fell
out, he just rolled her up in a carpet and dumped her out by
Tumbleweed’s place at 90th West and Avenue L”

“How horrible!” April put her hands to her
mouth as she sat on the edge of the coffee table next to where
Granny had re-taken her seat on the Lazy-Boy.

“Did the guy go to jail for doing that?”
Sullivan asked.

Spanky looked him in the eye and the words
he spoke chilled Sullivan’s blood. “Screw with me or mine and
you’ll be beggin’ for a cop to come help you. No, he didn’t go to
jail. I sent that punk straight to Hell.”

Granny reached out, patted her grandson’s
arm with a thin, heavily veined, liver-spotted hand and told him
“Shush!”

Sullivan looked at April and broke the
tension in the room when he told her, “Well, now I know who to
thank for teaching you how to use that damn ‘shush’ so
effectively.”

After dinner, Sullivan rode with Spanky to
the store on the pretense of getting some more beer – Budweiser,
not that ‘Colorado fairy piss’ as Spanky unkindly referred to the
Coors light that Sullivan preferred.

Spanky gave sixty thousand dollars to
Sullivan as they pulled back in front of his home. They walked back
in and the money was turned over to April, who was left speechless.
“We did some business. I loaned him some money and now he’s paying
it back” was the truthful explanation.

“You better tell her what you told me in the
car, Sullivan, the gal needs to know” Spanky said, in reference to
the prison term Sullivan had just agreed to take.

“Tell me what?” She held the sides of her
swollen belly with both hands, a frown on her pretty face.

“Okay, good new is, the charges against you
are being dropped tomorrow” he said with a fake smile plastered
across his face.

“The bad news?” April asked.

“I’ve got to go to prison for thirty-six
months,” he said as he took her in his arms.

“OH!” She bent over as a strong contraction
ripped into her.

Sullivan dropped to one knee in front of his
wife. “April, what is it?!”

She breathed in and out in rapid, successive
breaths until the pain began to ease.

“Is it the baby?” Sullivan asked. April
nodded her head yes.

“Well, don’t just sit there with that silly
grin on yer face, young man, call the damn doctor and tell ‘im yer
bringin’ her to the hospital” Granny Zigan contended.

That was enough to get him moving. As Spanky
and Granny helped April to the couch, he grabbed his ‘Baby-Day’
to-do list. At the top was the doctors’ number. He called and got
the doctor’s service.

“My baby’s in labor, I mean my wife’s in
baby…” Sullivan was losing control.

The calm female voice on the other end of
the line told him, “Your wife is having a baby. First I need her
name.” There was a trace of amusement in her voice.

“April Rourk” he replied after a deep
breath.

“Okay, now, how far apart are her
contractions?”

“I don’t know, hold on.” Panic had returned
to his voice. He yelled into the living room, “Spanky, Lee, how far
apart are the contractions?”

“Less than a minute’ came the hearty voice
of the biker.

Sullivan relayed the information to the
answering service operator, who replied, “Take your wife to
Eisenhower Medical Center and Dr. Fasheh will meet you in
maternity. I’ll notify the hospital as well to expect your
arrival.”

Sullivan grabbed the pre-packed suitcase
from the hall closet and headed for the front door. He actually
made it half a step out before he realized that his wife was still
sitting on the sofa. When he turned around, Spanky was helping
April to her feet.

“Frank, you better drive them to the
hospital.” Granny’s words sounded like a suggestion, but were acted
upon as if they were orders from the President. Spanky rushed ahead
and opened suicide doors on the big car. Sullivan helped April ease
into the roomy back seat, then climbed over her, rather than go
around the car, to sit beside her. Granny handed the suitcase to
‘Helene’, then sat in the front seat. Spanky had the presence of
mind to rush back and grab the money off of the dining room table
and close up the house before returning to the car and climbing in
behind the wheel.

“Here’s yer money,” said Frank, with a grin,
as he turned and handed the cash to Sullivan.

 


 


April’s contractions were coming quickly,
increasing in their frequency and their intensity. Sullivan felt
helpless. The woman he loved most in the entire world was in
horrible pain and he could do nothing but hold her hand. ‘God sure
has an incredibly cruel sense of humor or he just hates women’
Sullivan thought, as the nurse helped him into the green surgical
smock. April cried out in pain nearby.

Dr. Fasheh, a small man of Middle Eastern
birth, entered the labor room. “April, April! So it truly is time
for the miracle to come,” he said as he approached the bed April
was lying in.

“It hurrrtttsss!” she cried out in reply.

The doctor signaled the nurse, who had been
in constant attendance since the Rourk’s arrival, to help situate
the patients’ legs into the medieval looking stirrups that folded
up from the foot of the bed.

“Let us see how close we are,” said Dr.
Fasheh, as he pulled on a pair of sterile latex rubber gloves and
sat down on a small-wheeled stool at the foot of the bed.

The doctor’s deep brown eyes widened in
surprise as he looked between April’s parted legs.

Another contraction assaulted her body. She
screamed, “Give me some drugs! IT HURTS! Oh, fuck you Sullivan
Rourk, why did you do this to me!” Her scream turned into a
dog-like panting.

“No time. No time for pain medications,” the
doctor was saying, as he pulled out a wide drawer that was built
into the bed. He placed a stainless steel bucket into a hole cut in
the drawer. The placenta would be delivered into it. The nurse took
a sterilized smock out of a drawer for the doctor to slip into, but
when he shook his head, she wadded it up, tossed it into an empty
corner of the room, and stepped to his side to await any
orders.

“When next contraction comes, you must push,
push, push” Dr. Fasheh told April.

Almost as soon as the doctor finished
speaking, the next contraction came. “Push, push, good girl, push”
he urged.

April was straining against the pain and the
intense pressure of the baby’s head forcing its way into the world
through a hole Sullivan used to tell her was the size of a grape
with the seed plucked out. Sweat dotted her pain-ravaged face. Her
lips were pressed together so tightly that they had become barely
visible.

To Sullivan, who stood at the side, one hand
supporting her shoulder as she hunched forward, the other being
squeezed in a death grip as she pushed with every ounce of
concentration, April had never looked more beautiful.

She was more than beautiful. She appeared
radiant, ethereal. In her pain was joy. In her suffering was life.
She gave of herself completely to the tiny person who she had yet
to see, other than in her dreams. A precious little person she had
yet to meet, yet with whom she had been enjoying the most intimate
relationship she had ever known. Through the sweat, the creases
wrought by physical pain, through the screams and tears, Sullivan
saw the true beauty of this woman who held his heart. He saw her as
God had made her; perfect, without flaw or defect, an angelic
being, the embodiment of love.

Sullivan was ripped from his awe-filled
thoughts by the cry of a baby. He looked over at the doctor, who
was saying, “…girl. A beautiful ten-finger ten-toe baby girl.” He
held the screaming infant up for inspection. The proud parents
didn’t see the slimy remnant of the placenta that coated most of
the child. They saw what Sullivan had moments ago been seeing in
April; a perfect, flawless, angelic embodiment of beauty and
love.

“She’s beautiful,” April said, awestruck by
the baby that, after growing within her womb for nine months, was
now before her.

Sullivan leaned over and kissed his wife
affectionately on her damp forehead, then whispered, “You did good,
Mommy. She looks just like you.”

The doctor handed the baby to the nurse, who
then quickly bathed the child, weighed and measured her, wrapped
her in a soft, pink receiving blanket and presented her to the
father. “Here you daughter, Papa” offered the diminutive Korean
nurse in her heavily accented, but clearly understandable,
imperfect English.

Sullivan took his daughter in his arms,
carefully, as if she were made of glass threads. The baby’s eyes
were open wide and though it is believed that a newborn is unable
to focus clearly in the first weeks of life, Sullivan Rourk
knew that the liquid brown eyes in the tiny red
face were seeing him. And as if to confirm that thought, less than
ten minutes after her birth, maybe it was air escaping, something
like a burp, or possibly it was just a test of vocal cords, but
what Sullivan and April Rourk heard was ‘Dad’ come from the
infant’s mouth. Tears ran in rivers down Daddy’s cheeks. He kissed
the soft forehead of the little girl, and then handed her to her
mother.

“Meet your mommy, sweetheart,” he whispered
to the baby.

April cradled the child in her arms, “Mommy
loves you,” she whispered. Then to Sullivan, “We did good, Mr.
Rourk. Go get Granny and call your mom.”

“Sure thing, Mrs. Rourk.” He gave April a
kiss.

As he turned to leave, he noticed the clock
on the wall now read 1:45 AM. “So, was she born on the seventh?” he
asked the doctor.

“Yes. At 1:06 AM. Congratulations, both of
you” Sullivan shook the doctor’s hand, thanked him and left the
room.

 


 


Spanky was sound asleep in the waiting room,
his considerable mass taking up all of a three cushion couch, and
then some. Granny, on the other hand, was wide-awake. She set an
old issue of People Magazine down beside several
empty paper coffee cups and looked up expectantly at Sullivan as he
walked in.

“I’m too damn old to be kept in suspense,
young man,” she snipped, “so speak!”

“It’s a girl!” he nearly shouted, as his
excitement couldn’t be contained.

Spanky, startled awake by the proclamation,
rolled off the couch, landing hard on his hands and knees. “A
girl?” he asked from the floor.

Granny and Sullivan laughed at the silly
expression on Spanky’s bearded face.

“How’s Helene?” asked the old woman as she
stood.

“She’s fine, Lee. Mother and daughter are
beautiful and healthy” Sullivan said, “and they want to see you. Go
on into room three-twelve.”

Spanky got up and went with his Granny, while
Sullivan picked up the pay phone and dropped in a quarter before
dialing his mother’s house.

After the second ring, his mother’s voice
came over the line, “It’s nearly two a.m. You better be calling to
tell me I’m a grandma! Who is it?”

“It’s me, Mom,” Sullivan was saying, “Come
see your birthday present! Your granddaughter was born at one oh
six a.m. on November seventh.”

His mom screamed “Ahhh! I’m a Gramma! On my
birthday! I’ll be right down! How’s April? How’s the baby? What’s
her name?”

“Mom, shush, April is fine, the baby is
beautiful and we haven’t named her yet, but I am going to suggest
Lisa Ann Rourk” Sullivan said.

“Congratulations, Sully,” she said, before
hanging up the phone.

 



Chapter 22

 


 


L.A. Michaels walked up to the podium in the
Betty Ford Center meeting room. He unfolded a

piece of paper and smoothed it flat against
the dais. After pulling a round, thin piece of plastic from his
pocket and touching it to his trembling lips, he looked out at the
people gathered.

Every person in the room had been a stranger
to L.A. just one month ago. Some of these people now knew him
better than anyone had ever known him before, and vise-versa. He
looked to one of these people now.

As Taiee Jones gave him a toothy smile of
encouragement, he took a moment to reflect on the bond that he had
formed with this, the most unlikely of persons for an agent of the
FBI to make his most trusted confidant.

Taiee was still rail thin, even after gaining
more than twenty pounds at the center. However, she was beautiful,
nonetheless. Her father had been a young second lieutenant
stationed in Da Nang when he befriended and, subsequently fell in
love with, a young Vietnamese peasant woman-child. The dark Negro
American soldier married Sung Lee two days before a hand grenade,
which was tossed into his Jeep by an eight-year-old boy, killed
him. Sung Lee Jones immigrated to the United States shortly after
Lt. Jones’ death. Pregnant with his child, she took residence with
her husband’s parents in Atlanta. However, her stay in the U.S.
would not be long. Sung Lee died during the birth of the child she
would never have the chance to see. Subsequently, her grandparents
raised the child, whose name was a derivative of her father’s first
name, Tyrell, and her mother’s, Sung Lee.

Taiee’s life was misery upon misery. She was
10 when her grandfather died. At 11, she lost her grandmomma.
Before she was 12, her uncle began raping her. By age 13, Taiee
Jones had dropped out of school in order to turn the tricks her
uncle brought home in a steady stream. Sometimes as many as a dozen
men would use her underdeveloped young body in a single night. She
soon found that the things these men would do to her wouldn’t hurt
too bad if she would drink some of the gin her uncle kept in
abundance. Not too long after that, Taiee found that the things
those men would do to her didn’t hurt at all.

On Taiee’s 16th birthday, her
uncle, drunker than usual, walked naked into Taiee’s bedroom. He
knelt down beside her as she slept, took his half-hard penis in one
hand and slapped her in the mouth with the purple-black head. The
force of the blow broke her lips open. Blood instantly poured out
of her mouth. She lashed out with an open hand, even before her
eyes were fully open, knocking her uncle into the wall.

“You fuckin’ slant eye ho!” he wailed, as he
leapt at her. His closed fist caught her on the side of the head.
She lay back and asked her uncle to forgive her as she exposed one
small firm breast, squeezing the dark nipple enticingly between her
thumb and index finger. That usually worked when he has slapped her
around in the past. Not this time. He drew back his hand, and then
with all his weight behind the punch, drove it into her side, just
below that exposed breast. She could hear the ribs crack under the
force. Her breath was ripped from her lungs. Her uncle shoved a
pillow over her face and straddled her thrashing body. She reached
blindly with her right hand until she found the scissors that she
kept hidden between the mattress and box springs of the narrow
single bed. She swung with the last of her strength, plunging the
shears into the kidney of her attacker.

He rolled off her, screaming in agony, “You
stuck me! Fuckin’ ho! All I done fo yous ans yous try an kills me!”
He struggled to get back up.

Taiee drew in gasping lungs full of air. When
she saw her uncle coming back at her, she lost all sense of
reality. Her conscience mind could no longer deal with her life of
horrors, so it shut down; and in so doing; a subconscious survival
instinct took over.

Taiee’s next memory of that day was of
looking into the barrel of a pistol as the cop holding it told her
to put down the knife.

There was so much blood that the cop couldn’t
tell that she was actually holding scissors. Another cop was
vomiting in the hallway.

In court, Taiee was told that there were over
200 identifiable stab wounds in her uncle’s body, but that there
were, in all likelihood, close to 1000.

She spent the next five years in a juvenile
psychiatric center. She was released with $300 and the clothes she
was wearing. Taiee took a bus to Los Angeles and returned to
prostitution, alcohol, and heroin and, soon, added crack cocaine to
her plethora of substances being abused.

Now, after several years as a call girl in
Palm Springs, she was a recovering alcoholic/addict at the Betty
Ford Center, and Special Agent L.A. Michaels’ new best friend.

She winked one almond eye and mouthed, “You
can do it” to L.A.

“My name is L.A. Michaels, and I’m an
alcoholic.”

A chorus of “Hi, L.A”, met his
introduction.

L.A. cleared his throat, and then spoke. “I
was told to come here or lose my job. I drank a little. Okay, I was
drinking a lot, but I didn’t think I was an alcoholic. My mind was
changed once the DT’s wore off, five days after my arrival here.”
There were nods and murmurs of shared understanding throughout the
audience. Continuing, he said, “When the last bug had crawled from
under my skin and the final demon had fled my dreams, I sat alone
in my room, my ass hanging out of the gown I was given to wear in
detox, and I wrote this poem:

 


“The fall from grace has been lengthy

The brutality of my pain intense

 Some are never offered the chance at
redemption

Others turn it down every time it is
presented

 For me this journey to sobriety has
relit emotions I thought gone

Life now has a meaning that it never before
held

 Thanks to strangers who are now my
friends

Thanks to friends, I hope to never see here
again

 You showed me new strengths within
myself

You brought me to this first thirty-day
chip

 Thank you all”

 


The audience sat, enraptured by the
intensity of the poem. The delivery by L.A. brought comparisons to
Sidney Poitier to not just a few minds present.

L.A. continued, “That was then. And it can
be that way again. All I have to do is throw away this chip.” He
held his 30-day chip in the air. “Throw away this chip and take one
little sip of booze. But, today, today I choose to keep my chip. I
choose to keep my sobriety. I choose to keep my life.”

The people in attendance applauded and, one
by one, stood to show their appreciation for all he had said.

Taiee hurried over to L.A. as he walked off
the stage and threw her skinny arms around his neck. He pulled her
close and asked. “Come stay with me when you’re ready to shake this
spot, girl?”

“Are you sure, L.A.?” she asked, as she
looked away from him, afraid of seeing doubt in his eyes.

He lifted her chin with the index finger of
his right hand until she was forced to look back at him. “I’m sure
of two things these days. One, I want to stay sober. Two, I want to
stay sober with you.”

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 23

 


 


Standing outside the courtroom, dressed in
his most conservative Seville Row double-breasted suit, attorney
Ralph Vasquez was growing very impatient.

At their last court appearance, the judge
and district attorney had been sympathetic to the fact of April’s
having given birth that morning. As such, Vasquez’s request that
Sullivan Rourk be allowed to remain free for thirty days before
having to turn himself in to begin the agreed upon six year prison
term had been granted.

The attorney hadn’t seen or heard from his
client since. The thought that Rourk had skipped town was heavy on
Ralph’s mind as he paced impatiently.

Vasquez glanced at his wrist. The gold and
platinum Rolex informed him that his client had less than three
minutes to arrive, or face the possibility of being found in
violation of the plea agreement and the probability that he would
spend even more time in prison.

He worried needlessly, for Sullivan sat at a
nearby bench, enjoying his final moments of freedom.

The past month had been an emotional one.
Both he and April had shared enumerable concerns, mostly for one
another, as they prepared for his impending incarceration.

The couple had brought baby Lisa home after
a day and a half in the hospital. They were inundated with visits
from family. The first week was spent at home as April rested and
the grandmothers, aunts and cousins ooo’d and ahh’ed over the rosy
cheeked cherub.

The next two weeks were spent on Mission Bay
in San Diego. Sullivan took his wife and daughter to the Marriott,
where they got a ground floor room with a beachfront entrance.

While at the hotel they were able to enjoy
having the baby to themselves and spend some much needed time
together. Sullivan and April were able to find laughter and
romance, despite the cloud of despair that threatened to slip over
their horizon. The baby slept most of the hours of the clock,
giving Mom and Dad time to realize the beauty of the sunset, the
calming effect of seeing a sailboat glide across the calm waters of
the bay in the early morning and how being together in one
another’s arms could take the loneliness out of even a gulls
plaintive cry.

The couple enjoyed those two weeks more than
any other time they had spent together. They never had much of a
honeymoon – just the weekend following the civil service that was
spent in Santa Barbara. This was their first vacation together. It
would also be the last for a few years.

Packing to leave San Diego was a mixture of
emotions, happiness and sorrow. However, their contemplation was
thankfully displaced by the blaring wail of a wet and hungry
baby.

From San Diego, they headed back home where
Granny and Spanky were temporary houseguests. They had come up for
two weeks so Granny could help April with the baby once Sullivan
left, and so Spanky could teach him the do’s, don’ts, in’s and
out’s of prison life.

It was a wild week of laughter and tears.
Sullivan made love to his wife often those last couple of weeks.
This very morning had been the last. It had also been when they
said their good-byes. He didn’t want the tear filled goodbye to be
at the courthouse, leaving a picture of him being led away in
handcuffs as his wife’s last memory, so he took a cab to his
rendezvous with destiny.

Returning from his reverie, Sullivan watched
his attorney from where he sat. He was amused by the fact that
‘Esquire’ didn’t recognize him. He had shaved his close-cropped
beard, leaving a Fu-Man-Chu style moustache. Spanky, after giving
Sullivan the crash course in prison life, then talked Rourk into
shaving his head.

“The idea is to look like a mean sum-bitch.
If ya look bad, ain’t no one gonna jump up to see if ya really are
bad,” was Spanky’s philosophy.

It was a philosophy that Sullivan bought
into with conviction; thus it was a bald, mustachioed Sullivan
Rourk, dressed in Levi’s and a long sleeved black tee shirt,
emblazoned with the orange shield logo of Harley Davidson
Motorcycles, front and back, that finally approached the impeccably
dressed lawyer.

“Afraid I wasn’t going to show,
Esquire?”

The lawyer did a double take, recognizing
the voice, but the heathen behind the voice was unknown to him at
first glance. As the realization of whom it was beside him struck,
Vasquez turned back sharply and said, “Cutting it close, Sullivan.
Are you all set?” then, before Rourk could reply, “Well, you
certainly look the part.”

From the court holding cell, Sullivan had
been taken, in leg irons and waist chains, to the Riverside County
jail. Processing was a long, drawn out affair. Fingerprints, mug
shots, medical screening, custody classification interview, and the
trading of his personal clothes for county issue orange jumpsuit
and beige rubber sandals.

It took twelve and a half hours before
Sullivan was taken to tank 6B/6C. A sheriff’s deputy opened the
gate to allow Rourk and three other white inmates into the cell.
There were 21 bunks, stacked three high, lining the walls of
B-section and another dozen in the adjoining C-section. There were
also another 15 thin mats covering a large portion of the floor;
the men sleeping head to toe on the floor numbered at least 20,
bringing the total, including the new arrivals, to 56, in a cell
designed originally to hold only 25.

A burly convict, dressed only in his boxer
shorts and sandals, climbed up on one of the four tables in the
cell and addressed the new “fish.” “I’m Big Mike. You guys got a
problem with the way I run this tank, we can deal with it.” He put
on a good show. “Bunks go to parole violators and those who can
fight and take them keep a fuckin’ bunk.” Big Mike hopped off the
table and offered his hand to the new arrivals to Sullivan’s left,
then to Sullivan, who had taken an instant dislike to the jailhouse
bully. As Sullivan grasped Mike’s right hand in his, he dropped the
bedroll from under his left arm and smashed his closed fist into
Mike’s chin.

The big convict sagged to his knees,
drifting in and out of semi-consciences. The tension level in the
room was suddenly so high that it pressed in on Sullivan’s chest
like a physical force. Card games ceased. Men crowded to see the
excitement. A hush came over the room.

Sullivan looked down at Mike, who was
shaking his head in an attempt to clear it of the fuzziness, and
said, “I think I’ll take your bunk,” with more bravado than he
felt.

One of the other men, another heavily
tattooed regular visitor to California’s huge selection of penal
institutions, told Sullivan, “You either beat Mike so bad that they
have to take him out on a stretcher, or he will kill you.”

Spanky’s words of caution were also at the
forefront of Sullivan’s mind, “don’t ever start shit you ain’t
gonna finish, ‘cause someone will finish you if ya don’t.”

Mike started to get to his feet. Sullivan
hit him with a right cross that ripped a two or three-inch gash
into Mike’s left eyebrow. As the convict started to fall backward,
Sullivan snatched him by his greasy blonde hair with both hands and
pulled the bleeding face into his rapidly rising right knee,
crushing Mike’s nose and shattering the partial plate that made up
for the two front teeth someone else had knocked out during another
fight some time in the past. He let the unconscious tough guy fall
to the floor.

“Ain’t enough,” said the same veteran of
prison battles who had spoken before.

“Any suggestions?” Sullivan asked with mock
arrogance.

Someone else in the crowd said “Free-fall”
and suddenly the entire cell had broken into a chant of “Free-fall!
Free-fall! Free-fall!” Hardened convicts, first offenders, petty
thieves, drunk drivers. Old men, young men. Overweight,
middle-aged, middle managers serving time for too many two-martini
lunches, from which they mistakenly thought they were sober enough
to drive away from. All of them, filled with a primal blood lust,
chanting, “Free-fall! Free-fall! Free-fall!”.

Sullivan addressed the veteran once more,
“What’s a fuckin’ free-fall?”

After its explanation had been given,
Sullivan again heard Spanky telling him not to start shit he wasn’t
prepared to finish. His stomach was in knots, but there was no way
to back down. ‘Show no fear – EVER!” had been another one of
Spanky’s admonitions which came to mind as Sullivan climbed up to
the top bunk and stood. He looked down at the prone figure of Big
Mike. He had been arranged as if he were lying in a coffin on the
floor.

Sullivan did his best Hulk Hogan
impersonation as he leapt off the third bunk, pulled his knees up
and held his elbows out. From eight feet in the air dropped 200
pounds. Most of Sullivan’s weight became centered on his elbow as
he landed elbow first into Big Mike’s rib cage.

The blow to Rourk’s hip and shoulder hurt
like Hell, but he quickly shrugged it off as the stench of human
excrement assailed his senses.

People were laughing and cheering. Sullivan
thought that this is what it sounded like when the Romans would
throw a Christian into the arena with the lions.

“You knocked the shit outta him!” someone
hollered, laughingly.

Sullivan looked over at Mike. Blood was
still coming from his nose and mouth, but now his breathing was
accented by a deep gurgling. Punctured lung.

As Rourk got up, people clapped him on the
back in congratulations for a job well done. Sullivan Rourk wanted
to throw up. He wanted to call out for help. He wanted to cry, and
tell Big Mike that he was sorry. He did none of these things.
Sullivan Rourk picked up his bedroll and asked the veteran,
“Where’s my bunk?”

Sullivan threw out the dingy sheet and dusty
wool blanket that Mike had slept with and covered the mat with his
own dingy sheet and dusty wool blanket. “How do we get him out?” he
asked.

The veteran replied, “Count is in about 15
minutes. The cops’ll get ‘em then.” He added, “Name’s Rick McClain.
You might as well keep Mike’s canteen. He won’t get it even if it
was sent out with him.”

Putting out his hand to the thin,
long-haired convict with the German war bird tattooed on his
stomach and a strange graveyard scene on his back, with a multitude
of rune stones represented amongst the grave stones, “Sullivan
Rourk.”

“The bank bomber. Nice to meet ya.” Rick
smiled, showing stained, uneven teeth.

Too tired to correct him, Sullivan said,
“Yeah, that’s me.”

The outer door to the catwalk in front of
the cells bar face clanged open. Two deputies entered, yelling,
“Count time! Count time! B-side in the head, C-side on your
racks!”

People started piling into the adjacent
bathroom from B-section, while Sullivan and those who lived in
C-section climbed onto their beds.

“What the fuck?” One of the cops had noticed
Mike. The reaction was swift and strong. Two-dozen baton-wielding,
helmeted, riot prepared deputies lined the catwalk within 5 minutes
of the first, ‘What the fuck’. The gates separating the sections
were secured and two paramedics, along with the jail nurse, were
let in to attend to the former cell leader, or ‘Shot caller’.

It only took a few minutes for the emergency
medical staff to get Big Mike onto a gurney and on his way to
Riverside General Hospital. His departure was followed by what
Rourk would come to understand as a typical law enforcement inquiry
into jailhouse violence involving inmate assaults carried out upon
other inmates.

Deputy Sergeant E. Ruble, a man well rumored
to threaten and coerce suspects, plant evidence, falsify reports,
manufacture probable cause and any number of other illegal
activities, all in the furtherance of justice, of course, conducted
the investigation.

Standing out on the catwalk, he hollered
into the cell area, “Anyone see anything?” He waited a half-second,
and then continued, “No? Fine, he fell off the top bunk. Anyone
disagree with my findings? No? Good.” With that, he turned and
walked away.

 


 


For the next two weeks, Sullivan Rourk ran
the tank. Having displaced the ‘shot caller’, and with no one
stepping up to challenge Rourk; deference was automatically given
to him. Many of the men in the tank were grateful for Rourk’s
approach to jailhouse leadership. Big Mike, and most of his
predecessors, had established a dictatorial society within the
jail. Heavy taxation was levied against items purchased through
jail stores; inmates were selected at random and pitted against one
another as combatants for the entertainment of the ruling class.
Not often, but still too frequently, an effeminate or slightly
built young man would fall victim to rape. The conditions were
barbaric, and the rulers in the cells barbarians.

As the new ‘King of the Hill’, Sullivan
brought as much civility as possible to the concrete and steel
enclosure they all shared. Taxation was discontinued, as was the
“Saturday Night at the Fights.” Convicts were still given first
preference when it came to beds. However, no longer would anyone be
required to fight for a bunk. There were other traditions that he
refused to change.

Like the day, following a news story about a
child molester being arrested for the torture-rape of a
pre-schooler, the suspect entered the tank. Sullivan threw the
first punch, and quite a few thereafter. But every single man in
the tank, from the 18 year old who stole a guitar, to the 73 year
old with emphysema, who was an habitual drunk driver, most of their
own free will, others coerced by threat, but all participated in
the vigilante justice. 61 men took part in the murder. There
followed an even less intensive investigation than the one Deputy
Sergeant Ruble conducted after Big Mike had ‘fallen from the top
bunk’. That was probably due to the fact that the child molester
was not supposed to be housed in the general population area.

But Sullivan Rourk’s two-week stint as shot
caller in tank 6 came to an end with a 3AM roll call.

“McClain, Richard; Newman, Andrew, Rourk,
Sullivan, roll it up,” shouted the deputy, “Ten minutes, gentlemen,
be ready to go when I get back.”

Rick and Sullivan clasped hands, happy to be
going together. They grabbed the few items that they were allowed
to take with them, said their good-bye’s to those who were awake,
and Sullivan passed on his torch to an older convict who he felt
would keep things running smooth.

 


 


The bus ride to Chino was filled with
palatable anticipation of what lay ahead. 37 other men, who had
been brought from other parts of the jail, joined Sullivan, Rick
and Andy Newman. Twice a week, the Sheriff’s Department transported
a busload of convicted felons that had been sentenced to state
prison to the reception center at California Institution for Men at
Chino.

The Cyclone double fence, topped with razor
wire, wasn’t near the deterrent from escape that the armed guards
in the towers lining the perimeter were. Dressed in forest green
pants and tan uniform shirts, forest green jackets to ward off the
early morning cold, the California Department of Corrections guards
held Ruger Mini-14 assault rifles at a casual port arms, ready for
use as the shackled prisoners walked the short open space between
the bus and the receiving and release holding area.

Once inside, the chains and leg irons were
removed and everyone was issued a box lunch consisting of 4 pieces
of bread, 2 pieces of lunchmeat, 2 cookies, an apple and a paper
packet of instant drink mix, and then were instructed to hold the
noise down and wait.

Several hours later, the day shift staff
began to arrive. From then on, the intake process would be an
alternating current of hurry up or wait.

Every man was seated on the wooden bench. A
guard called out each name and handed each man a large plastic bag
and a large manila envelope as they answered up. When each man had
been accounted for, the guard announced, “If you want to send your
clothes home, put them into the bag, along with the mailing label
that’s in the envelope. Put your clothes in the red bin if you
don’t want to send them home. Put your personal paperwork and
anything you want to keep in the envelope and give it back to me.
You can keep legal papers, legal books, 1 Bible, Koran or Torah, 1
dictionary, 10 personal photos, stamps, envelopes, stationary, 1
pencil, a wedding ring, unless it has stones, and one religious
medallion necklace. Everything else is donated or sent home. NOW
STRIP! EVERYTHING OFF!”

As all the men began taking off their
clothes, most were tossed into the donation bin. Once everyone was
naked, the guard collected the bags and envelopes. “When you hear
your name, step out of the cell and line up on the red line.” The
guard then began reading off names in groups of five. Midway
through the list, he reached Sullivan, “Regan; Reynolds; Rourk;
Smith, David; Smith, Robert; line it up!”

The five men exited the cell, Regan
self-consciously covering his genitals with his hands, the others
affecting a nonchalance they didn’t feel, while casting covert
glances at one another, measuring themselves against what the next
guy has hanging between his legs. One of those foolish “guy
things.”

Once lined up, another guard stood before
them and directed them through the strip search. “Open your mouths,
wiggle your tongue, run your right index finger between your cheeks
and gums.” The guard looked into each mouth. “Okay, lift your
hands, robbery style. Put ‘em down. Grab your dick and balls in one
hand…lift ‘em up. Now, with your other hand, reach between your
legs and rake forward from your ass! Keep going until I say stop!”
he shouted his commands as if he were a Marine Corps drill
sergeant. “Stop! Bend forward at the waist and run your hands
through your hair. You with the braids, pull ‘em out!”

All the guys remained bent over, running
their fingers through their hair, while one of the black guys
untwisted his twin rows of French braids. Once he was done, the
guard continued, “Turn around! Lift up your left foot and wiggle
your toes! Right foot! Now grab your ass cheeks, bend over and
spread ‘em! Stay there. When I count to three, I want one hard
cough…one, two, three!”

Sullivan forced a deep cough, so did the rest
of the men in line. They were finally allowed to let go of their
ass cheeks, after having a bright flashlight beam directed at
their, as Webster put it, ‘excretory opening of their digestive
system’.

The process included more photos, more
fingerprints, blood samples, clothing, and a physical by doctors
who appeared to be rejects from various third world medical
schools. No matter the ailment, Motrin was the prescribed treatment
– from headache to hemophilia, hepatitis to high blood pressure, “I
give you Motrin, you better soon or go sick call. Next man…you go
now” was the standard line of bullshit from a medical staff that
was conspicuously absent of any white-Anglo-Saxon-Protestant
presence.

‘Affirmative action at it’s best,’ thought
Sullivan, as he pulled his boxer shorts up, following his physical
– which was really nothing more than a body part inventory.

Following medical, all the new fish were
required to sit on the floor in the longest hallway Sullivan had
ever seen. It must have been twenty feet wide and over a quarter
mile long. An inmate clerk would occasionally call out some names
and give out bed assignments. Sullivan and Rick were called,
“McClain, Rourk, you’re going to Birch Hall as overflow. Don’t
trip, they’ll move you out in a couple of days.”

“What’s he talking about?” Sullivan asked
his friend.

Rick laughed and said, “You’ll see. It’s
actually ‘Bitch Hall’.”

“Shut the fuck up in my hallway!” shouted an
overweight and balding guard.

Once again, bedroll in hand, Sullivan Rourk
headed off to where he was told to go.

At the last door on the right was Birch
Hall. The noise level was deafening. People yelling back and forth
along the three tiers of the east and west sides of the cellblock.
Smoke lingered in the air from the homemade wicks the inmates kept
burning in order to light the hand-rolled cigarettes and occasional
joint that would reach the tier. The guard assigned Rick and
Sullivan to cells on the second tier and told them to go stand in
front of them and he would let them in shortly.

Sullivan followed Rick through one barred
gate and up a stairwell. On the second tier, the stairway opened up
at the shower. Sullivan stopped dead in his tracks. April had a
nice ass, but in the shower was the most beautiful heart-shaped ass
Sullivan had ever seen. Long brown hair clung in wet strands at the
back and on the thin shoulders of the narrow waisted owner of the
world’s prettiest butt. Turning at the waist to see whose eyes were
burning a hole in her, the owner of the pretty butt revealed that
she also possessed a beautiful set of pert, firm breasts, 36-C,
Sullivan thought. He was mesmerized by this nubile nymph. He felt
his penis rise within his jeans. Sullivan wanted to wrap this
seductress in his arms and kiss her pouty lips. Then she turned to
fully face him. Sullivan’s face reddened with embarrassment and
shame as he stared at the distinctively male genitals between the
perfectly sculpted legs of the transvestite.

“Wanna wash my back?” asked the queen in a
sweet voice.

Sullivan swallowed hard and hurried to his
cell. There were half a dozen drag queens in the first 10 cells. He
tried to ignore their catcalls, jeers and propositions. He was
fresh meat to them.

Rick stood half way down the tier, holding
his arms wrapped around his stomach as he laughed. “Now you know
why it’s called ‘Bitch Hall’, brother!”

“Fuck you!” Sullivan hollered back without
much enthusiasm.

 


 


The next few days were a test of Sullivan’s
sanity. The noise level didn’t drop until nearly 3 a.m., and then
started back up following breakfast at 6. Clanging doors, shouts,
and worst of all, the pounding, mock drum beats that the majority
of blacks seemed to constantly amuse themselves with, as they
hollered out rap songs.

Yard time only came twice a week. The main
yard consisted of a large asphalt area that held weight benches,
pull up bars, a basketball court, half a dozen handball courts and
beyond that was the softball field.

As Sullivan and Rick walked the yard,
following the crowd in the counter-clockwise rotation allowed,
Sullivan somewhat rhetorically asked, “What in the hell do the
blacks see in that rap bullshit?”

“It gives no-talent idiots a chance to make
big money,” Rick replied

“And what about all this God-damn ‘Poor
pitiful me, I’m a victim of racism because I’m black’, then they
rap all this ultra-reverse racism? Fuck them!”

“Hey, Sullivan, you, sir, are just beginning
to learn to hate, my friend. Give it a few months, you’ll hate
spicks, spooks and gooks equally – almost as much as you’ll hate
the cops.”

“I’ve never hated anyone, Rick,” Sullivan
glanced over at a group of blacks beating on a table and singing
something about ‘Fuck the white man’, then he added, “but you’re
right, I’m learning.”

About then a fistfight broke out between two
blacks. Rick pulled Sullivan by the arm and angled him in a
different direction.

An amplified voice gave the urgent command,
“Yard down!” as a buzzer, loud and unnerving, filled the air. Rick
squatted down, Sullivan followed suit. The two combatants kept
pummeling one another as the crowd watched. Prison guards with
T-handled batons rushed onto the yard, but kept their distance.
Another call for the inmates to stop was screamed over the public
address system seconds before a single gunshot was heard and the
inmate who appeared to be losing the fight suddenly had all the
fight taken out of him…permanently.

Silence followed. Everyone not wearing a CDC
uniform was face down on the ground in the instant that came after
the gunshot. The birds did not chirp. The flies did not buzz. All
sound ceased as the blood of life poured silently from the fallen
fighter.

‘They murdered that kid’, Sullivan’s mind
cried out in dismay. He knew that the guard in the tower had a gun.
He knew that the gun had bullets. He even knew that there were to
be no warning shots fired, a dozen or more signs along the walls
and fences of the yard area said so. But to shoot a kid in the back
as he held his arms over his face to protect himself from the guy
who was whipping his ass, that is murder. Sullivan whispered these
thoughts to his friend, while they lay on the ground waiting for
the medical staff to respond.

“This is the real world, bro.” Rick was
whispering in return, “Sure, it’s murder. The dude he was fighting
will be the one charged. That punk ass cop’ll get a year’s worth of
stress duty, working away from inmates and guns. They don’t give a
fuck, it’s the fast track to the easy life.”

 


 


“No!” April growled as she slapped the
roaming hand of her boss.

“What’s wrong, April? Yur man isn’t going to
be giving you any for a long time, just letting you know I’m here
if you need some.” Stan had been her employer for eight weeks. The
firm she had worked for had let her go following Sullivan’s
conviction. She was persona non-gratis with the major architectural
firms.

“I love my husband and I’ll never cheat on
him, so get those thoughts out of your head.”

“Why do you think I came over?”

“For the reason you said on the phone; to
discuss the new blueprints.”

“Yeah, well, the blueprints are fine,” Stan
Proden said as he pushed his chair back from the drafting table and
stood, “except for that stain on the original vellum. It blurs part
of the eastern dimensional measurements,” he added, a little miffed
by having his advance rebuffed, but back to the business at
hand.

“Lisa Ann spit up on it. It’s breast milk
and pureed beets, deal with it!” April told her boss.

Stan turned and left without a goodbye.
April took out her notebook and, as she did every day, began
writing a letter to her husband.

“My Dearest Sullivan,” the letter began in
her elegant, flowing script, “How are you? I love and miss you, so
does our beautiful daughter. She is getting so big! Last night, she
finally slept through the night!!! Maybe the
dark circles under my eyes will eventually disappear after all.

“Remember me telling you that Stan wanted me
to do some revisions on a set of drawings? Well, I made the
revisions, Fed-Ex’d the blueprints and then he calls this morning
wanting to come over to discuss the revisions. He just left. And it
wasn’t blueprints he wanted to talk about. More like blue balls! He
actually thought I would go to bed with him because you aren’t
here! I love you. I could never cheat on you!

I’m sending photos of the baby – none of me;
I’m too fat still. And I’m sending stamps and a $100 money order,
too. It takes so long to get a letter from you! Am I approved to
visit you yet? Or do you not want to see me for some reason? Oh, I
almost forgot – am I a blond under all this red hair? – Spanky
turned himself in yesterday. He ended up with 6 years for the
stolen property charge. Vasquez got all the dope and guns dismissed
– some technicality with the search warrant. Anyway, Granny said to
tell you to keep and eye out for Frank so he can keep an eye on
you!

Good Night, Sleep with the Angels.

Love, April”

 


 


L.A. Michaels leaned back in his chair and
rubbed his tired eyes with the heels of his hands. “Exiled” he
muttered under his breath.

“What was that?” asked Special Agent
Hudspeth, who was sitting at the next desk, typing out an affidavit
in support of an arrest warrant for a bank robbery suspect.

L.A. leaned forward, resting on his jacketed
elbows before replying, “I said ‘Exiled’. Can you believe that I’ve
been made Special Agent in charge of, get this, ‘Cases of unique
interest and public concern’?”

“What the Hell does that mean?” asked
Hudspeth, as he turned away form his Smith-Corona and looked at
Michaels.

L.A. handed one of the dozens of thick files
that had arrived that morning from the northern district field
office in Sacramento.

Hudspeth looked at the case name and broke
out laughing. Between guffaws, he managed to say, “So, Special
Agent Michaels, just when do you expect to place the cuffs on D. B.
Cooper?”

Michaels extended his long, chocolate on one
side, pink on the other, middle finger and mouthed the words ‘Fuck
you’ silently. He wasn’t thrilled to be stuck working the ‘dead
files’ of unsolved high publicity cases. The 1974 hijacking and
parachute escape by the infamous, and presumed long dead, D. B.
Cooper, was the most prominent. He had also been handed a dozen
other cases ranging from the only escape from Alcatraz, to a ten
year old case file that had eyewitness reports of former African
dictator, and current international fugitive, Idi Amein, living in
the Coachella Valley and trafficking in heroin to support his life
on the lam.

The Bureau didn’t like recovering alcoholics
in its ranks. Special Agents of the FBI were supposed to be above
the plights of common men, such as alcoholism, job-related stress,
spousal abuse or depression. They were the nation’s super-cops.
Never mind that the FBI was founded and ruled by a cross-dressing
madman; J. Edgar Hoover. But Special Agent Michaels was now tainted
beyond his racial views, beyond his ethnicity and beyond his ghetto
upbringing. He was a drunk who had brought discredit upon the
Bureau in open court, admitted its fallibility and apologized to a
criminal.

L.A. Michaels was a pariah and, as such,
would be systematically purged from the rank and file of ‘loyal
Americans’ who understood that ‘duty’ translated into ‘Protect the
image of the Bureau at all cost’.

Realizing this, L.A. did exactly as was
expected of him. He inserted a sheet of paper into his typewriter.
Precisely two inches below the official letterhead, he began his
resignation:

“To the bigoted white racist bastard of a
director,

“Your manipulation of assignments affecting
minorities within the Federal Bureau of Investigation has been an
effective means of keeping the niggers in their place. You should
be proud of your discriminatory policies that counterman the
dictates of human decency, as well as the Civil Rights Act of 1965
and the Affirmative Action mandates set forth by the Congress of
the United States of America. You, sir, have succeeded. You want
nothing but tokens that will answer to Toby and play
step-and-fetch-it-boss, however I am not that nigger.

“Effective immediately, Special Agent L.A.
Michaels declares his name to be Kunta Kinte in your Toby society
and resigns from your precious family of bigoted idiots.

“L.A. Michaels, Real American.”

He pulled the single sheet of paper from the
typewriter and signed it with his Cross pen, the one his
mother gave him when he became the first in his family to graduate
high school. He grabbed the Polaroid of Taiee and left his
desk in disarray as he headed for home. The letter of resignation
he unceremoniously deposited into the ‘IN’ box on the
receptionist’s desk on his way out the door. Duty done.

He thought to himself as he got into his
Volvo, ‘What does a black man with a law degree and no desire to
practice law do when he quits his job?’ A big grin spread across
L.A.’s face as he answered himself aloud, “Trade in this
white-bread cracker-ass car for a mutha-fuckin’ Coupe de
Ville!”



 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 24

 


 


Sullivan Rourk and Rick McClain seemed to be
on the buddy plan. From Riverside County Jail to the reception
center at Chino, then continuing on to the Correctional Training
Facility at Soledad. But that’s where they would be sent their
separate ways.

Rick had spent a good deal of his life in
various penitentiaries. Between the shit jobs he had refused to
work at and the riots that swept up everyone in their path, Rick’s
ever increasing custody level made it mandatory that he be housed
in a level III, cell styled facility. And as such, he was sent to
Soledad – North, Unit II, and was housed on the third tier of
Whitney Hall. His barred window overlooked the barren fields and
distant row of eucalyptus trees that had long ago been planted as a
wind block to deflect the gusts that blew through the region
starting at about 2 p.m. every day.

Sullivan hadn’t required the intense
restrictions that CDC had warranted for Rick. Inmate Rourk was
serving a shorter term of imprisonment, he was college educated,
married with child, no documented history of in-custody
violence. Inmate Sullivan Rourk, E-01044, was deemed to be a level
I custody designation and therefore sent to Soledad’s South
facility, which was all dormitory housing.

From day one, Sullivan hated being in the
dorm. There was absolutely no privacy. You slept in a room with 120
other men, farting, snoring, coughing, talking, singing, and
whatever else. There were only 12 showerheads in the communal
shower, so Sullivan didn’t have every swinging dick nearby all the
time, but still way too many for his comfort. Worst of all, he
quickly found out that, without fail, someone would inevitably
start a conversation with him as he sat on the cold stainless steel
toilet to shit.

Rourk was assigned to the chow hall as a
table wipe. ‘Four years of maintaining a 3.8 GPA in college, not
some ‘everyone accepted’ community college, but at a California
University, and here I am working as a busboy for $18 a month’,
thought Sullivan, ironically, as he ran his damp white towel across
the recently vacated table.

The dining hall was divided in half by a
center aisle. By custom, as much as preference to gather with ones
own kind, the tables east of the aisle were always occupied by
whites and southern Mexicans. The western tables were where the
blacks and northern Mexicans would take their meals. Racism in the
California prison system is not as much a choice that inmates are
faced with incorporating into their lifestyle as it is a necessity
for maintaining a life to style. There are no loud protests, blacks
screaming their indignation at an equally loud group of whites like
those depicted on the news from various towns and campuses around
the real world. Here, segregation was a self-imposed way of life.
Nobody wanted forced integration, nobody wanted to be forced to
tolerate another culture or religion. Here, you ran with your own
because there was strength in numbers. Liberal do-gooders like the
ACLU were always trying to cram their Utopian views down the
throats of the prison hierarchy, who would then force-feed it to
the inmates, who would then spit it back out.

Sullivan was already bitter and disgusted
with the majority of blacks in his dorm. What they considered
entertainment, he thought of as disrespectful noise. Why the blacks
would find it necessary to yell in conversation with a man two feet
away was beyond Sullivan’s comprehension. So when, at the end of
the first week as a table wipe, a policy change was instituted,
Sullivan rebelled.

“I thought I told you that you worked the
west side now,” an obnoxious black correctional officer named
Jackson hollered at Rourk.

Sullivan looked up and answered, “You did,”
then bent back down to wipe another table.

“Then why ain’t you over there?”

Sullivan straightened up to his full 6 foot
3 inches, squared his wide shoulders and took a single long stride
toward the guard. Looking down at the much shorter C.O., he said,
“It’s against my religion to work over there.”

The guard took a half step backward; bumping
his ass into a table, “Fuck you, religion, what religion?”

“Ku Klux Klan Christian is what fucking
religion”, Sullivan, who had never even seen a Klansman, that he
knew of, snarled, knowing the comment would catch the C.O. off
guard.

Jackson pulled his P-34, T-handled baton and
held it along his arm in a protective manner, then pressed the
button on the personal security alarm attached to his Sam Brown
belt. Blue emergency lights flashed on the outside of the building
and the audible alarm shrilled loudly, notifying staff of a
potential emergency.

“Get back! Get back, Rourk!” Jackson was
screaming.

Within moments all the inmates were on their
feet, ready to follow whatever lead was given.

Twenty baton-wielding guards converged on the
dining hall, most of them yelling for the inmates to sit on the
floor.

Rourk had the power to start a riot against
the guards and the thought of doing so more than crossed his mind.
But good sense quickly won out. For something as stupid as his own
idiotic comment to cause a riot was ludicrous, he realized.
Following the officers’ command, Rourk turned around and placed his
hands behind his back.

He was handcuffed and immediately taken back
to Soledad – Central where he was housed in O-wing, the
Administrative Segregation unit, pending adjudication of his CDC –
115, serious rules violation. Though he hadn’t really done
anything, he was now deemed a threat to the safety and security of
the institution.

As he lay back in his bunk, Sullivan decided
that his only regret was not having done it the day he had arrived
at the south yard. He was now alone in a single man cell. There
were people talking, but it was in normal conversational tones.

“Hey, Wood.” The voice sounded to Sullivan
as if it was coming from the vent in the wall above his head. “Hey,
Wood that jus come in downstairs” the voice hollered out again.

Sullivan stood up and answered in the vent,
“Yeah?”

“What’s yer name and where ya from,
Wood?”

“Sullivan Rourk. I’m from Palm Springs. Who
am I talking to?” he replied. The voice sounded like it belonged to
a white guy, but he couldn’t be sure.

“They call me Whitey. A.B. Whitey. You that
fuckin’ bank bomber dude?”

Sullivan had gotten used to the reference,
and, in fact, had come to enjoy the modicum of instant respect that
was afforded his semi-celebrity status. “Yeah, that’s me.”

“Check it out, look out yer cell and make
sure there ain’t no bottles and stoppers real quick.”

“What the Hell are you talking about?”
Sullivan asked the voice in the vent.

Whitey laughed as he answered, “That’s hole
talk for the man – Bottles and stoppers is coppers, Ike and Mike’s
a spike – like in syringe, twist ‘n twirl…”

“Girl!” Sullivan was catching on, “Yeah,
hold on.” After leaning his face against the bars and peering as
best he could up and down the tier, he returned to the vent, “NO,
didn’t see any of your bottles and stoppers, Whitey.”

“Check it out, tomorrow you’ll do the
classification trip and they’ll send ya to the non-affiliated yard
schedule. Let me know if you go to group four or five.”

“Sure,” Sullivan said, and then asked,
“Why?”

Whitey whispered something about group 4
having a ‘coat and hat’.

Sullivan lay down and tried to figure out
‘coat and hat’.

 


 


Following the classification committee
meeting the next morning, Sullivan returned to his cell and told
Whitey through the vent that he was assigned to yard group 4.

“Cool. Now listen up. Slap Mike is gonna be
at yer spot in a few to talk to ya.”

“Who is Slap Mike?” Sullivan asked.

“Don’t trip. He’s all white.” Whitey
replied.

Once more, Sullivan lay back on his bunk,
trying to contemplate what was beginning to revolve around him. He
knew that whoever this Whitey person was, he had to have some power
within the prison, ‘Juice Card’ it was called, if he could arrange
to get an inmate on the tier without escort or handcuffs in the
segregation area. They even cuffed your hands behind your back in
order to escort you naked to the shower. These thoughts were soon
replaced by ones of April and Lisa.

The emotional struggle Sullivan wrestled
with every day was made all the worse by the fact that he was a
man, and as such, was expected to keep it all inside. Especially in
prison, where a display of emotion would be seen as a sign of
weakness. And here, weakness was to be preyed upon.

Sullivan thought about the two gals he had
left behind. The little redhead who captured his heart and the
littler brunette who was his soul. Missing them was a physical
pain. He felt a twisting of internal body parts and a heaviness on
his chest. The breath of life was difficult to draw into his
lungs.

He rolled over onto his side, curling his
long body into a fetal position. He hugged himself, digging his
fingers into the flesh of his upper arms. In his mind’s eye,
memories were viewed, and with those memories came the emotion that
had sealed them into place. He saw April’s eyelids slowly close as
he leaned down to kiss her. It wasn’t their first kiss, but it was
their first passionate kiss that replayed itself in his head. In
retrospect, it was that kiss when he had begun to fall in love with
her. He had hid from his emotions at the time, but now there was no
hiding. That recall of emotion caused his heart to pound fiercely
within his chest, just as strong as the day the kiss occurred.

He watched as April came out of a dressing
room at a little boutique they had stopped at in Santa Barbara. He
remembered trying to look the typical bored husband, but there was
no hiding the delight in his eyes as April would twirl around,
“twirlybird” she would call it in a sotto-child voice, showing off
each new expensive evening gown. Every dress was very nice on the
hanger, but made elegant and lovely by the sensuous curves of
April’s body. A body that caught the eye of every man, young and
old alike, as well as stirred the envy and ire of damn near every
woman who saw their man looking April’s way.

There was more than the passion and the
beauty. There was the wit and charm. Sullivan could still hear his
wife’s voice sarcastically tear apart the young mechanic who made
the mistake of treating her as if she, and all women, were
mechanically ignorant as he gave her an overly simple explanation
of her Jeep’s braking problems.

“Well thank you so very much for explaining
to little ol’ me without a brain in my head. And to think, all this
time I thought you stepped on the little thingy and the squirrels
stopped running so the car would slow down!” all said in an
exaggerated bimbo voice, with a few flips of her hair for extra
added effect.

She could make him laugh, but she also made
him stand proud as she linked her arm in his. They would cause
heads to turn everywhere they went. He was sure it was because
April, who, dressed to the nines or right out of bed in the
morning, was beautiful. He would be surprised to learn that
she always thought it was her tall, handsome husband people turned
to see.

Sullivan squeezed his eyes tightly shut, but
that didn’t keep the tears from leaking through. Love was the most
wonderful thing in the universe until you were separated from the
one you love by the cold, unfeeling concrete and steel of a
penitentiary.

He was losing his fight with his own
emotions as he lay there in his bunk. Sullivan sat up abruptly, and
got out of bed. There was plenty of room in the cell to perform
calisthenics. He channeled his sorrow and self-pity into his
push-ups and jumping jacks.

As he switched to running in place, he began
thinking about his ‘partner’, Chuck Freely. Sweat poured down his
face, neck and chest. Sullivan envisioned Chuck out there spending
HIS millions, and his anger grew. So focused on staring into an
imaginary circle of hate as he ran to catch Chuck and destroy him
that he didn’t hear his visitor until the second time he called
through the bars.

“Rourk!” the harsh, urgent whisper broke
into his reverie. He stopped as abruptly as he had started and
turned to see his guest.

A stocky built convict, close cropped brown
hair, cold blue eyes and tattoos from high on his neck, faded and
distorted with age, led down into his open neck shirt. His face was
chiseled granite covered in leathery flesh. With only a moment’s
impression, Sullivan knew with absolute certainty that he was
looking at a killer. When he noticed the blackened-in lightening
bolts and the shamrock, Rourk realized that Whitey and his friend,
Slap Mike, who now was sizing Sullivan up, were members of the
Aryan Brotherhood. Not just killers, but the most ruthless of
sociopath murderers to ever be produced in any of America’s
prisons.

“Whitey says you gotta spill an thrill da
punk on yer yard,” came the gravely voice of Slap Mike.

Sullivan stepped close to the bars and asked
in a whisper, “What are you talking about?”

Mike pulled an eight inch piece of sharpened
Plexiglas from his waistband and handed it to Sullivan as he
replied, “The dude wit the long blonde hair, he’s a coat n’
hat.”

“I don’t know this hole talk, you need to
speak English.”

Anger flashed in the cold eyes as he
answered impatiently, “Coat ‘n hat, dude’s a rat, see, spill n’
thrill means you gotta kill.”

Sullivan looked at the knife in his hand
then back at Mike. Rage ripped through every cell in his body as
the realization that these people wanted him to kill someone for
them – and just because they said the guy was a rat. Sullivan shot
his left hand out through the bars and grabbed Slap Mike by the
back of his bull neck, pulling him into the steel bars. “If you
want the fuckin’ coat and hat to spill and thrill then,” with an
unthinking thrust of his right arm, Sullivan plunged the homemade
knife into Mike’s stomach and held it there as Mike’s eyes grew
wide with surprise, and finished, “then pull that pig sticker from
your guts and stab the punk yourself. I ain’t your puppet.” With
that said, Sullivan let go of the knife and Mike.

Blood blossomed dark across the front of
Mike’s shirt and pants. Sullivan looked down at the blood on his
hand, then quickly turned and plunged it into the clear water in
the toilet bowl. He pushed the flush button several times, as he
used the cold water to wash away the blood. When he turned back to
the front, Slap Mike was moving slowly away on unsteady legs.
Someone yelled out “Man down! Man down!”

Slap Mike told the guy to “Shut the fuck
up!” However, it was too late. The guards were already rushing down
the tier. Mike collapsed as the first guard reached him, but it was
out of Sullivan’s view.

The emergency buzzer shrilled and within a
matter of a few minutes, the scene of the crime was effectively
destroyed for evidentiary purposes by the massive influx of
personnel traipsing up and down the tier.

Every inmate in the cellblock was up. Most
held homemade mirrors, which were made by burning a piece of
plastic, such as one of the white plastic spoons that came with
each meal. As the plastic burned, thick black soot rose into the
air with the smoke. The con would hold a plastic yogurt container
so that the smoke would rise into it and the coal black soot would
cling to the interior. Once the interior was fully coated, they
would pull a piece of cellophane, tight and wrinkle free, over the
opening, and it would become reflective with a ghost-like quality
similar to a very old mirror. These handmade mirrors were good
enough to get a general idea of what was going on. For example,
they could tell at a distance of 200 feet that Slap Mike had been
lifted onto a gurney without having a sheet pulled up over his
face.

The guy in the cell next to Sullivan was a
South-sider, often called Surenos, which signified his Southern
California, Mexican gang affiliation. He whispered to Sullivan in a
slow, intentionally accented voice, “Hey, Wood, put your blanket in
the toileto and start flushing. We need to flood the tiera to wash
the blood away.”

Sullivan didn’t hesitate. He ripped the dark
gray wool blanket from the bed, and before he could start flushing
it into the toilet, his neighbor hollered out, “Sur! Flood the
tiera!” calling out to all the Surenos to aid in the effort.

Within a minute, water was pouring out of
most cells, washing away any evidence that the guards hadn’t
already trampled. It took almost 10 minutes for the staff to get
the water shut off. By that time, not even a faded pink blur of
blood could be found.

Guards now lined the tier, flak vests
covered their chests and back, helmets with clear Lexan face
shields protected their heads. One by one, each inmate was ordered
to strip inside their cell and go through the same indignity as
when they had first arrived. Sullivan was so used to bending over
and pulling his ass-cheeks apart that it no longer embarrassed him.
Following the strip search, each inmate was ordered to back up to
bars.

“Put your hands through the tray slot behind
your back!” The fat black guard hollered at Sullivan.

As soon as his hands were out, cuffs were
clamped tightly around his wrists.

“Get on your knees!” shouted the guard.

Sullivan knelt in the cold water as directed,
while the guard closed leg irons around his ankles. Now the C. O.
felt safe enough to open the cell door.

Sullivan was treated just like every other
convict. One guard lifted him by the arm, while another grabbed the
short chain that connected the handcuffs together. He gritted his
teeth against the pain as his arms were pulled upward behind his
back. Once he had gained his footing and could stand, the guards
eased up on their painful grip. Sullivan shuffle-stepped down the
tier under escort.

“Rourk, isn’t it?” asked Lieutenant Rhodes,
when Sullivan was brought into the watch commander’s office.

“Yeah” Sullivan replied, as he glanced
between the half-dozen people present. Four correctional officers,
one sergeant, the lieutenant and Associate Warden Chambers, who was
sitting on the edge of the lieutenant’s desk, and the only one
dressed in civilian clothes.

“What happened, Rourk?” the lieutenant went
on, “Before you answer, let me tell you that if you don’t
cooperate, you’ll find yourself assigned to the Affiliated
Yard.”

“I’m not affiliated with anyone except my
wife and kid. If that makes me a member of the family gang, then
I’ll sign on for a lifetime membership.”

“Don’t be a smartass, Rourk” growled
Associate Warden Chambers, as he stood and grabbed a handful of
Sullivan’s chest hair.

The act of aggression would have been an
intimidating one, if not for the absurdity of the man’s appearance.
The too tight, off the rack, Montgomery Wards suit stretched across
Chambers’ bulging waist. His apoplectic eyes were magnified behind
the lenses of his wire-framed glasses. Sullivan smiled as he tried
to keep from laughing. There was no way he could take seriously the
threats of a short fat man whose toupee was beginning to slide into
his bulging eyes.

Sergeant Cook, a massive black man with a
wide nose and perpetually narrowed eyes, slammed his open hand into
Sullivan’s forehead. “Don’t disrespect the A.W., asshole.”

From the floor where he had suddenly found
himself, minus a handful of chest hair, Sullivan gritted his teeth
against the searing pain in his shoulder and asked the sergeant,
“Is that A.W. Asshole or A. W., comma, asshole?”

Sergeant Keshawn Cook’s eyes narrowed even
further as he took a step toward Rourk. As the senior officer in
the Ad-Seg wing, he would be the one to get the most flack for an
inmate being allowed on the tier without restraints and without
escort. It could easily cost him his stripes, if not his job. His
anger swelled, but a step was as far as he got before the
lieutenant stopped him.

“Sarge, back off!” shouted Rhodes. Then “Get
him off the floor.”

Two guards grabbed Sullivan, one under each
arm, and jerked him to his feet. His head swam in a near blackout
from the pain. He swallowed against his rising gorge.

“Play it your way, Rourk. As of this moment
this classification committee finds you to be an active member of
the Aryan Brotherhood and, as such, Title 15, section 3341.5 A-2,
you are deemed to be a severe threat to the safety of others and
the security of this institution. You’ll be housed in Ad-Seg here
until transferred to the Segregated Housing Unit at New Folsom or
Corcoran where you’ll remain in SHU until you parole, if you
parole. Lieutenant Rhodes was calm and business-like as he gave
what Sullivan thought was a death sentence.

He could feel the blood drain from his face
and his skin chill as it paled. He had just stabbed one of the
Brand – a term used by Aryan Brotherhood members in recognition of
the shamrock tattoo that they would all get ‘branded’ into their
skin signifying membership – and now he was being sent to live
with, or die with, them.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 25

 


 


Sullivan stood just inside the yard 1 outer
gate as the C.O. removed the handcuffs that had pinned his arms
behind his back. There were three men on the yard, two of them thin
and lanky, the other muscular enough to be a professional body
builder, all of them heavily tattooed in the black ink style of
prison art. However, what Sullivan noticed most was their eyes.
There is a certain look to be found only in the eyes of a killer.
You don’t find it in war veterans, with the exception of those who
slid into the insanity of war and found pleasure in the kill. It
was a slightly glassy look, similar to when a person is on the
brink of spilling tears, but beneath the liquid glass was a diamond
hard base that glinted steel. All three men possessed this look.
This look was focused on Sullivan Rourk.

As soon as the cuffs were removed, the guard
tossed Sullivan’s pants and tee shirt on the ground next to him,
and then walked back into the building.

Sullivan pulled on his jeans, then his
shirt, while keeping an eye on his surroundings.

The twenty by forty-foot yard was encased on
three sides by a twelve-foot high chain link fence and on the
fourth side by a fifteen-foot wall. All sides were topped with a
double roll of coiled razor wire. The small yard was situated
between two guard towers. The guards had kept their Hecklor and
Kotch Model 93 assault rifles trained on Sullivan while the other
C.O. was on the yard, but now, he saw, they had turned their backs
to the yard.

‘They want me to get killed,’ Sullivan
thought, while the sinking feeling in his stomach worsened.

Sullivan took several steps toward the other
prisoners, then bent and picked up a blue handball. He tossed the
ball against the wall and slapped it with his open palm as it
bounced back at him, sending it into the wall again.

“So, how’s it feel to be a part a the Brand,
Rourk?” asked the smallest of the three men.

The ball bounced past Sullivan and into the
fence as he turned to face the owner of the voice. A voice he
knew.

“I was wondering what you looked like,
Whitey” Sullivan replied.

“Why’d ya do Slap like that?” Whitey asked,
as the three men encircled Sullivan.

“Like I told him,” Sullivan tried to keep
the fear he felt out of his voice, “I’m not anyone’s punk. I don’t
take orders for your crazy bullshit.”

Whitey laughed a humorless laugh before
telling Sullivan, “Took guts, ya prick. I can respect guts, but now
ya either associate or we put “He Had Guts” on yer friggin
epitaph.”

There was a way out! Sullivan saw only a way
out and that was the opportunity he was looking for.

“What do you mean, Whitey, ‘associate’?”

“Simple, they got us slammed ‘til Christ
comes back or maybe longer. You got no rocks, so you’ll get sent to
the main line next classification and when you go, you go with the
keys to the yard and you just keep our little dope racket movin’
for us.”

Relief filled Sullivan like water filled the
Titanic, with a rush. He didn’t hear all of what Whitey had said;
the pulse pounding in his ears was too loud. But he understood
enough to know that he had escaped a death sentence.

Whitey went on, “Look, you’ll get a letter
from some broad tellin’ ya to send a visiting form. She’ll come see
ya to pass messages back and forth. But we gotta make it look good
for these bottles and stoppers, Rourk.”

The momentary look of confusion that crossed
Sullivan’s face was replaced by the sudden fear of understanding as
the body builder stepped in behind him and wrapped his beefy arm
around his neck. He felt his air supply being choked off between
the slab of thick forearm and huge bicep.

The other convict swung a combination of
lefts and rights into Sullivan’s ribs and Whitey tossed a right
cross into his mouth.

The quick assault was effective. In a matter
of seconds, Rourk found himself in a breathless, pain wracked,
bleeding heap, as he was released to fall to the concrete. The
three convicts added several kicks as Sullivan curled into a
protective ball, giving his assailants as little area to kick as
possible.

After a minute that seemed an eternity, the
slide being pulled back on a rifle could be heard through the thuds
of the kicks, the grunts of Rourk and the heavy breathing of the
Brand.

The words, “Get down, NOW!” were followed by
the shrill sound of the emergency buzzer.

Sullivan was grateful that the assault had
stopped. Boots pounding pavement was the last sound he remembered
hearing as the first guard to run into the yard swung his baton
across his shoulders, sending him into unconsciousness.

He had no idea how much time had passed, but
assumed it was considerable, since he awoke handcuffed to the side
rail of an infirmary bed. Focus was slow coming and memories of
waking up in the hospital after getting shot fought with the
reality of waking in a prison infirmary.

Sullivan hurt. After being shot, he had been
pumped so full of painkillers that all he felt was a bone-deep
tiredness and dull pressure at a dozen different places. Now, he
felt pain. He lifted his head a few inches, than sank back into the
pillow. The movement caught the attention of the nurse who, unknown
to Sullivan, had been keeping a watchful eye over him from an
uncomfortable desk chair in the corner.

“So, sleepin’ Jesus has arisen,” said the
nurse as she got up and walked the three steps to Sullivan’s
bedside.

He looked up at the older woman through his
half-closed eyes. The woman’s nametag said, “Hayes, R.N.” There was
something familiar tugging at the edges of his memory. He drifted
off once more…

“Sullivan, can you help me up?” Grandma
asked over the phone.

“Help you up? What happened? Are you okay?”
he asked anxiously.

“Hell, I just missed the damn chair when I
went to sit. Just need a little help getting off the floor.”

“I’ll be right over, Grandma Hayes!”

Coming back into focus, Sullivan now
recognized the familiarity of the name. He had been close to his
cantankerous great-grandmother. She had been a nurse – many years
before his birth. Now another nurse named ‘Hayes’ was taking care
of him, and he was greatly comforted by the coincidence.

“Are you ready for something to ease the
pain?” asked Nurse Hayes.

“Yeah, but I don’t know if I can swallow any
Motrin.” Sullivan spoke in a harsh whisper. The arm that had been
around his neck had caused considerable bruising to his throat.

The nurse smiled, a dozen creases lined her
cheeks. “No Motrin,” she said as she turned and left the room. She
returned a minute or two later with a small plastic medicine cup.
“Liquid Tylenol” she said while handing the small container of red
syrupy liquid to Sullivan.

He reached with his right hand and was
rewarded with a sharp pain in his wrist caused by the steel
handcuff biting into his skin.

“Careful Mr. Rourk” the nurse cautioned
belatedly. She helped Sullivan take the cup in his left hand and
guide it to his lips.

He squinted against the pain of swallowing
as the thick sickly sweet medicine traveled down his throat. “What
time is it?” he asked in his wounded croak.

“Six thirty, Thursday.” She looked into his
surprised face, then added, “You’ve been out cold for thirty six
hours. You’ve been through X-rays, CAT-Scan, CT Scan, you’ve even
been to town and back.”

Sullivan was dumbfounded by her comments.
Those guys had nearly killed him after all. Then, slowly, his
fog-shrouded memory began to clear. Whitey had said that they had
to make it look good. He rubbed his neck with his left hand as the
memory crept into view. Those three had done a pretty good job of
‘Makin’ it look good’. Complete with pain and blood, but…that
bastard-ass cop…

Another image flooded his mind. It was as if
he was watching the scene on television; he could see himself on a
gurney. He was in the sally port between the yard and the O-wing
intake area. Sullivan’s heart raced as he watched Sergeant Cook’s
hulking form approach the rasping, inert body on the gurney – a
body he knew had to be his own.

Sergeant Cook glanced around the room. Since
he was momentarily alone, he quickly wrapped one beefy hand around
the throat of Sullivan Rourk. He squeezed, crushing the flesh and
cartilage beneath.

Rourk’s eyes sprung open as he gasped for
breath. He reached with both hands, grabbing hold of Cook’s thick
wrist, but in his weakened state was unable to break the grip that
was quickly taking away his life. Darkness narrowed his vision
until there was no more consciousness.

Sitting up in his bed, Sullivan continued to
watch the drama unfold as if he were a fly on the wall. Sergeant
Cook continued choking Rourk for only a moment after he had lost
consciousness. The sound of approaching footsteps caused him to
release his grip. A self-satisfied smile spread across his dark
face. The brightness of his white teeth formed a sharp contrast to
the utter blackness of the man’s face as he looked down at
Sullivan’s unmoving chest.

The medical technical assistant, who had
stepped back out to the Ad-Seg yard to give the other three inmates
their requisite once over for medical concerns as required
following any physical altercation, came back into the Sally Port
along with Lieutenant Rhodes. The MTA glimpsed the slightly blue
tinge to Rourk’s lips and eyelids and quickly pushed the Sergeant
aside. After a quick check for a pulse, and finding none, the MTA
began resuscitations.

The nurse shook Sullivan’s arm, “Mister
Rourk!” There was alarm in her voice.

The vision disappeared. Sullivan was shocked
to find himself gasping for breath, his one unchained hand held
protectively near his throat and his pulse hammering in his ears.
As he realized that he was safe, and alive, he sank back into the
pillow and closed his eyes.

“Are you in pain?” the nurses’ insistent
voice brought his eyes open once more.

“I’m fine,” he rasped, “want to call my
wife.”

“You aren’t allowed to use a phone until
you’re released from O-wing, but if you know the number, I’ll call
and leave a message for you,” offered nurse Hayes.

“Nine oh nine,” he began.

“Let me get my pen out,” nurse Hayes pulled
a pen and small notebook from the pocket of her smock, “Okay, nine
oh nine, go on.”

“Five, five, five, two, seven, two, one…
Tell April to come visit A.S.A.P.” The pain of talking caused
Sullivan to tire quickly. He was asleep before the nurse had
finished telling him that she would call as soon as she got off
work.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 26

 


 


“The itsy bitsy spider went up the water
spout.” April’s fingers climbed an invisible waterspout as she sang
the children’s song to the giggling baby in her lap.

The phone rang, interrupting playtime. “Hold
on, Lisa, Mommy will be right back,” April assured her child as she
set her into the playpen.

“Hello?” April always turned the greeting
into a question when she answered the phone.

“I have a message for April Rourk” came the
no-nonsense voice at the other end of the line.

“That’s me. Who am I speaking with?”

Avoiding the question, Nurse Hayes went on,
“Your husband, Sullivan Rourk, is in the infirmary at the prison.
He is in stable condition following a ruckus, but he wants you to
come see him as soon as you can.”

 


 


They entered the sally port where Sullivan’s
escort handed the bed card to a cute female correctional officer
named Numrick. She was petite and, despite the bagginess of her
uniform, Sullivan could tell that she had an attractive figure –
like the small-breasted dynamite figure his old secretary, Stacy,
had. Petite, sexy. A real attention-getter.

“Rourk, when I open the gate to your right,
go in and head up to the third tier. You’ll find your cell on the
outer wall, that’s your left as you walk in.” Zigan’s directions
were quickly followed by the loud click of the electric unlock of
the gate.

Sullivan walked in and headed for the
stairs. Someone hollered, “Where ya from, Wood?” as he started
climbing the stairs between the second and third tiers.

“Palm Springs” he replied.

“What cell ya going to?” a different voice
asked.

“Three twenty seven” Sullivan hollered out
just as he rounded the top of the staircase.

“Your name Rourk?” came yet another voice.
This was one Sullivan knew and a smile creased his face as that
recognition lifted his spirits.

As loud as his injured voice box would
allow, Sullivan Rourk yelled his reply, “Spanky! Where the fuck are
you?”

“Three twenty seven, Brother!” came the
husky voice.

Sullivan quickened his step until he reached
cell 327. The red bearded face of his friend and mentor in prison
lifestyles was framed in the small window that was set in the
otherwise solid cell door. The bright smile, long red beard and
twinkle that showed in the eyes of the big man reminded Sullivan of
the young Kris Kringle in the animated Christmas special about
Santa Claus that he used to watch every year as a kid.

“When did you get here?” Sullivan asked
through the glass.

“Friday. Tell that bitch out there to throw
the fuckin’ bar so you can get in.”

Sullivan looked toward the center sally port
where C.O. Numrick was just opening the bar that would allow the
cell to open. “Tell your friend that the bitch is throwing the
fuckin’ bar and she’ll throw his bitch ass in the hole if he keeps
talking shit.”

Sullivan turned back and looked at Spanky
and both men began laughing uproariously. Sullivan’s throat burned
with pain, but it didn’t stop him from laughing.

The cell door opened and Sullivan walked in
to Spanky’s embrace. That was one of the things that seemed odd to
Sullivan about this society of convicts; killers, drug dealers,
thieves, men capable of sliding a sharpened piece of steel into
your belly; these hard-asses showed more physical affection between
one another than the men in the free world. You never saw a man
hugging another man on the streets – unless it was Santa Monica
Blvd. But here tough guys seemed to embrace one another in open
displays of brotherly affection, more than most men in the real
world would show to their wives or girlfriends outside the privacy
of their bedroom. But, somehow, Sullivan was finding that the
quickly formed bonds that were obtained in the prison were strong,
if not lasting, and hugging another man in this setting seemed a
normal expression of that bond. It wasn’t sexual; it was more like
a child who has found fear within, but love and safety in the
warmth of his father’s embrace.

At least those were the thoughts that
flashed through Sullivan Rourks mind as he hugged his friend, but
pain shot through his body as the bigger man bear-hugged him. When
Spanky finally released him, Sullivan staggered the two steps to
the lower bunk and sat down, slowly filling his lungs with air as
the pain in his rib cage subsided.

“Hey, Bro, you okay?” Spanky asked, kneeling
down to look into the pale, drawn face of his friend.

Sullivan took a few more slow breaths before
he answered, “Had a little problem, couple weeks back.” He went on
to explain the events that had gone on since his arrival at
Soledad. “And now I’m here. It’s good to see you, you
son-of-a-bitch” he finished with a smile.

“You know my Momma, do ya?” Spanky laughed,
then said, “Yeah, words already out that you got handed the
keys.”

“You’ve been here two days and you know all
that’s going on and you’ve got a color TV in your cell! How’d you
manage that?” Sullivan asked, looking up at the silent television
that sat on a piece of plywood that was suspended from the
ceiling.

“Wait ‘till you meet Drew” Spanky said.

“Drew? What’s meeting Drew got to do with
you getting a TV in the cell?”

“Drew is the finest drag queen on the yard,
Bro! She’s the one who took one look at this fine peckerwood and
licked her pouty lips and said ‘I want to be a real woman and have
your baby’, after that it was cake to get her bringin’ me anything
I want.”

“Are you telling me that you are fucking a
man named Drew?” Sullivan was a little stunned at the thought.

“Fuck, no! I ain’t no queer!” Spanky said
indignantly, then added, “I jus let the little faggot suck my dick,
is all.”

“Suck your dick? Spanky, didn’t anyone ever
tell you that it takes two people of the same sex to make a
homosexual act – and they are both queers?” Sullivan said with a
laugh.

“Fuck you. This is prison.” Spanky’s face
had turned a deep crimson. “Jus wait, before you go home to my
pretty lil’ sister, you’ll be beggin’ me not to tell her how you
let a pretty boy gargle yer gonads.”

“Never! April was here with the baby this
morning. They’ll be back tomorrow. Will I have contact
visiting?”

“Yeah. How they doin’?”

“Better than me.”

“Don’t be too sure, Brother. April’s a tough
girl, but is still jus a girl.”

 


 


“Rourk, three twenty seven, step out for a
visit” Numrick’s voice blared over the P.A. system the next
morning.

Sullivan had been up and ready since
breakfast, watching the Sunday news programs, Meet the Press, Face
the Nation; programs that he had grown to enjoy through years of
watching them with his grandfather.

He could feel the stares as he walked across
the now active yard. Whites were stopping what they were doing to
take a look at him. Word had spread about the stabbing and that the
tall convict with close-cropped brown hair and Fu Man Chu moustache
was now the man with the keys to the car. They sought reassurance
in the way Sullivan Rourk carried himself, and found it, for he
walked with his shoulders squared and head held high. He had been
anointed by the ‘Gods of Prison Politics’ to lead his race and his
first impression was one that was respected.

Sullivan stopped at the weight pile where
Spanky was just warming up on the incline bench.

“Bro,” Spanky began as he pushed 150 pounds
off his chest, “this is Spider.”

Spider was a wiry man of indeterminate age,
possibly late 20’s or late 40’s. He was well tanned and heavily
tattooed, from the words FUCK YOU that were emblazoned in four inch
high Old English letters across his throat, to the ‘LOVE’ across
the fingers of his left hand and the ‘HATE’ on those of his right,
with a myriad assortment of demons, nude women and Nazi symbolisms
in between. He nodded his head slightly and tried to stand a little
taller as the introduction was made.

“This was Spider’s yard until this mornin’”
Spanky continued speaking as he repeatedly bench-pressed the bar.
After ten reps he sat the bar into the rack at his head and sat
up.

Sullivan put his hand out to Spider, who
took it in his own. “Good to meet you, Spider.”

“Yeah, same here” he replied.

Though Spider had the act down pat, Sullivan
noticed right away that this man before him lacked the cold look in
his eyes that warned a person that they were in the presence of a
killer. Turning back to Spanky, Sullivan asked if he wanted him to
give April any message.

“Yeah, tell ‘er to find that cunt who lives
in my pad and bring ‘er up next time she comes to see ya.” Spanky
smiled. “Oh, yeah, tell ‘er I love ‘er, and that she-brat of yer’s,
too.”

“No problem” Sullivan told him before
walking over to the visiting gate.

 


 


April was standing at one of the two-dozen
tables that were scattered around the visiting room. She was
dressed in a pair of white jeans that appeared to be painted on.
The blue and white striped tee shirt accented her firm breasts and
narrow waist. She wore her red hair in two girlish pigtails and her
eyes shined like two emeralds in the noonday sun.

Sullivan walked over, and for a moment just
stood before his wife and stared down at her. Their embrace was at
first tentative and awkward, but the familiarity of one another’s
touch quickly flooded them both with emotion as they clung tightly
to each other.

April lifted her face up to accept
Sullivan’s kiss. A guard came over and warned them that they were
only allowed a brief hug and kiss. “Keep it up, I’ll terminate your
visit, Rourk,” the guard warned.

Sullivan and April quickly stepped apart and
the guard returned to his podium. April turned and picked Lisa Ann
up from out of the playpen that the visiting room had supplied.
Handing the wide-eyed infant to Sullivan, she said, “Here’s your
Daddy, sweetheart.”

“She’s getting so heavy!” Sullivan exclaimed
as he cradled his daughter in his arms and sat down.

April sat across from him – as visiting
regulations required. “I expected to have another one of those
horrible phone visits, not this.”

“Me, too!” Sullivan’s voice was still a
little raspy, but quickly returning to its normal tone.

They spent the entire day together, talking,
playing with the baby and enjoying one another’s company. April was
thrilled to learn that Spanky was in the same cell with Sullivan.
She thought that Spanky would keep her husband safely away from the
politics that could erupt in even more violence for Sullivan.
Sullivan didn’t mention that without asking or wanting, he had
become the figurehead for the prison politics she feared.

“I’ll sign up for a family visit tomorrow
and we should be able to spend an entire weekend together within
forty-five days” Sullivan promised as their visit came to an
end.

“I’ll come up at least every other weekend”
April promised in return. They exchanged ‘I love you’s’ and a
farewell kiss before Sullivan headed back out to the yard.






 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 27

 


 


Once through the gate, Sullivan stripped off
his long sleeve blue Chambray shirt. Spanky and Spider were waiting
for him.

“How’s my lil’ sis and the curtain crawler?”
Spanky asked, but his serious expression and furtive glances around
the yard put Sullivan’s senses on alert.

Sullivan didn’t answer the question.
Instead, he asked one of his own while taking in the lay of the
yard, the various groups gathered in larger numbers than usual,
“What’s going on?”

Spider answered, “North and South.” His
simple statement was understood in California prisons to represent
the feud between two factions of Mexicans. The Northern Mexicans,
or Norteños, had been at war with the Southern Mexicans, or
Sureños, since the 1960’s. There probably wasn’t a person on the
yard that could claim first hand knowledge about how the war
started, but rumor had long held that it had started over a pair of
shoes being stolen. Now it was into the third generation of hate
that this war had continued. Though there were often long periods
of peace at various prisons, that hate that was attached to
whatever side of the Fresno County line you lived on, remained at a
simmer, waiting to boil over.

Sullivan had only a modicum of an idea as to
what was expected of him. He knew that the whites were long time
allies with the Sureños due to the pact that the Norteños had with
the blacks. And though he didn’t like the Southern Mexicans, he
harbored a deep prejudice against ignorance and stupidity and found
the gang-banger mentality wrought with both, he told Spider, “Well,
I guess you better introduce me to the shot-caller for the
Southsiders.”

“Sure,” Spider started to lead the way
toward a group of sixty or so Mexicans near the handball court.

Another familiar face appeared in the crowd.
Sullivan spotted Rick McClain and called him over with a hand
gesture. Rick walked over with a smile, but kept a wary eye looking
at the Mexicans.

“Good to see ya, Sullivan.” Rick didn’t
offer his hand. Sullivan noticed the sharpened length of welding
rod that Rick was trying to conceal in his shirtsleeve. The thin
steel rod was a readily accessible weapon on most prison yards.
They were small, easily concealable and treacherous. The small hole
was usually not a fatal one, but the exploratory surgery required
afterward in order to repair any internal injury would leave
lengthy incision scars.

“Why don’t you slide your hands in your
pockets, Rick?” suggested Sullivan.

Rick pushed his hands deep into his pockets,
further concealing the welding rod.

Several of the Mexicans broke off from the
crowd as Sullivan, Rick and Spanky approached. The Mexicans were
all much smaller than the white men who approached, but what they
lacked in size they made up for in numbers. They were the majority
in prison. Whites were a minority, greatly outnumbered by the
Mexicans and blacks as well.

A small, rather thin Mexican, wearing
sharply creased blue jeans that were probably a size 40 around his
30 inch waist and belted high over his hips, adjusted his blue
bandana, which was folded to form a four inch wide band around his
head, as he stepped to the front of the smaller group. He looked up
at Spider, who made the introductions. “Night Owl, this is Sullivan
Rourk. He’s got the keys for the woodpile now.”

“Wus up, Wood?” said the Mexican shot-caller
while going through a series of handshakes that ended in closed
fists hitting against one another. He continued, “Night Owl, Pacas,
Sur”, indicating that he was a Sureño from the Barrio in
Pacoima.

“Sullivan, Palm Springs” Rourk replied.
After a moment of sizing one another up, Sullivan introduced Rick
and Spanky, then said, “Things look a little tight, but you’ve got
the numbers. I’m telling my people to stay out of it unless it
looks like you’re losing.”

“What the fuck, Wood?” Night Owl was highly
upset at Roark’s words. “You know the Woods is posed to back up the
Southside, Ese. What’s this shit you ain’t gonna get down?”

Spider, Rick and Spanky were all equally
surprised by the decision Sullivan had made, but wouldn’t say
anything in front of another race.

“Look, Night Owl, you guys rock the yard and
it lasts for, what – three to five minutes before there are enough
bullets flying to send any Nam vet into a flashback. Then what?
Everyone gets slammed. If we get into it, then we get slammed and
that leaves the blacks to run the program and that is not going to
be how it happens. You guys have the numbers. After it’s over, we
will be able to run the tiers, help you guys out with food, smokes
and dope. Or, you want to make this into more than what it is?”

Night Owl stepped away from Sullivan and his
crew to discuss what he had just heard. When he returned, he said,
“What if the Tintos jump with the pinchy-ass Busters?”

“If the blacks jump in with the Northerns,
my people ride with you,” Sullivan replied.

“Alright, Wood, what you say is pretty
smart.” With that, Night Owl turned back to his own people and
continued to plan their attack.

As Sullivan led his crew toward the
congregation of whites at the west end of the weight pile, Rick
commented, “You can’t go anywhere without runnin’ things and
runnin’ ‘em your way, can ya Sullivan?”

Spider broke in, “I liked the way you
handled that, I thought we was gonna have to fight the Southsiders
for a minute. This’ll be the first time I’ve ever been able to jus
sit ‘n watch” he grinned.

“I’m not sending my guys in to fight someone
else’s war. I don’t like the north or the south. They can kill each
other off and the world would be better for it,” Sullivan stated
coldly.

They approached the group of whites and
spread out to pass the order – “Stay out of it unless the blacks
jump in!”

Sullivan walked alone toward the other end
of the weight pile where a large group of blacks were gathered. He
walked up to the biggest guy he could find and told him, “The Woods
are staying out of it as long as it’s just the Mexicans.” Then he
turned around and walked back to the white crowd.

From behind him he could hear the blacks as
they quickly agreed to stay out of the pending fight.

The guards were ready and waiting for what
was about to happen. Normally there were only two armed guards
watching over the yard, but with the rising tension between the two
factions of Hispanics came the order for two additional rifle
baring Correctional Officers to take positions on the rooftops of
the housing units. The California Department of Corrections didn’t
believe in preventative measures. Rather than order everyone on the
yard to lie down, have staff search each person for weapons and
send them back to their cells to cool down, they would wait until
they could draw blood with their weapons; shoot first, ask
questions later. Then when the smoke cleared, and the screams of
the wounded were the only sounds carried upon the breeze, the
C.O.’s would search everyone for weapons and injuries, and then
escort them back to their cell, or the infirmary, or sometimes to
the morgue, to cool down.

“Look at those bastard-ass cops,” Spanky was
saying to Sullivan, “They’ve got their targets picked already, like
sittin’ fuckin’ ducks!”

“And the Woods would normally jump into the
middle of that shit,” Sullivan was incredulous, “Just because of
some bullshit agreement made by someone nobody here ever met.”

Spanky laughed. “Pretty fuckin’ stupid,
huh?”

His laughter was cut short as the melee
began.

Hundreds of Hispanics charged one another.
Northerners wearing red bandanas, Southerners wearing blue, as if
it were inter-mural flag football.

Sullivan kept looking from the rooftops to
the crowd of fighting Mexicans to the several groups of blacks,
most of which were at his back. He watched Night Owl, thirty yards
away, as he stood toe to toe with his adversary, each with a crude
shank, exchanging deep, piercing wounds. Blood turned their white
tank top shirts crimson.

A shot rang out from behind Sullivan’s back.
The tower guard at the yards’ east end gave Night Owl some
assistance by placing a .223 caliber bullet into the hip of the man
he was fighting.

Night Owl turned, blood pouring from three
separate punctures in his stomach, chest and arm, and proceeded to
bury his knife into the back of another Northern Mexican who was
fist fighting with another Sureñeo.

Rick yanked Sullivan to the ground as more
shots echoed through the yard. The blacks and whites would remain
on the sidelines. All of each race were now lying on the ground,
watching the slaughter.

Less than a minute had passed since the
first punch was thrown and already there were a dozen people
writhing on the ground in agony from stab wounds, or gunshot
wounds, or both. Bullets were being fired into the crowd
indiscriminately. Unarmed combatants engaged in fistfights and
wrestling matches were shot. People, one by one, began to drop to
the ground, most in an attempt to escape serious injury or death,
others due to just that.

In the two minutes that it took for the riot
to run it’s course, 28 people were stabbed, 6 were shot, only two
of which were carrying a weapon. And three were killed.

The yard alarm reverberated between the
buildings. It was only a background noise to the cries for help.
The senselessness of everything that had just happened struck
Sullivan as being ironic. He wanted to yell at all of those who lay
in their own blood, begging for help, praying to God for life,
crying for their mothers to comfort them, Sullivan wanted to tell
them all as loud as he could, “YOU DIDN’T WANT HELP OR GOD OR MOMMY
TWO MINUTES AGO! CAN’T YOU SEE THAT IT’S ALL JUST STUPID BULLSHIT!
NOBODY CARES IF YOU DIE! YOU ARE ONLY PAWNS IN A GAME, BUT YOU ARE
TOO STUPID TO REALIZE IT!” But he didn’t. He lay upon the ground,
glancing at the white men around him who he had become responsible
for and saw the gratitude in the eyes that looked back. Sullivan
looked back at the war zone, thankful for the decision he had
made.

 


 


April was strapping Lisa into her car seat
when the first gunshot sounded. It was quickly followed by another
and another. If she had been able to keep count through the rapid
fire bursts, the number of shots was forty-seven, but she lost
count after six when it began to sound like hundreds of shots all
at once. She stood quickly and looked at the prison. Her thoughts
automatically turned to her husband and his safety. She could see a
dozen guards, batons in hand, and running back toward the north
yard that she had so recently left. Her fears increased. The baby
cried. April removed her from the car seat and held her to her
chest. Along with several dozen others, she hurried to the
visitors’ entrance area. Worried wives and mothers, brothers,
fathers and friends all vied for the attention of the two officers
working inside.

One officer was trying to speak above the
cacophony of voices. “The institution is on lockdown. You will all
have to leave!”

“What were all the shots?” one visitor
asked.

“Is anyone hurt? How do I find out if my son
is okay?” asked another.

The officer tried again, “Please, please
calm down. The shots you heard were from the gun range” he lied,
“Everything is fine. You can come back next weekend for
visiting.”

“Bullshit!” boomed a heavyset man in his
sixties, “You just said there was a lockdown. They don’t go on
lockdown because of target practice unless our boys are the
targets!”

The other officer picked up a phone and
called for assistance. “This is Hendricks at the visiting gate. We
need a public information officer here pronto, or else we’ll need a
Special Response Team for this crowd.”

A dozen or so visitors managed to push their
way past the two guards. An amplified voice boomed from the nearest
tower, “You are not authorized to be in this area. Turn back or we
will use whatever force necessary to stop you.”

The group of visitors continued marching
toward the administration building; women, children and senior
citizens. The tower guard chambered a round into his rifle.

The two guards below looked up at the sound
of the bolt slamming forward, amazed that their co-worker would
even consider such a move.

April, with Lisa in her arms, chose that
moment to slip past and join the visitors heading into the prison.
The rest of the people in the visitor center followed April. The
two guards grabbed at various arms, but gave into the mob that
surged by. Officer Hendricks grabbed his walkie-talkie and keyed
the mike, “Visitor center to control.”

“Control” came the immediate reply.

“We have several dozen visitors heading to
admin – they stormed the gate – over.”

The emergency buzzer and light went off
above the administration building in way of response to the radio
call. “Security squad and all available personnel respond to
administration. AOD 10-19 control” echoed the voice on the public
address system.

The crowd traversed the sixty yards between
the visitors’ gate and the admin building before the first security
squad members could arrive and began pouring through the entrance
doors.

Hendricks looked up at the guard in the
tower and asked sarcastically, “Why didn’t you shoot a couple of
old ladies, McCoy?” Then he told his partner to remain on post
while he responded to the alarm.

McCoy flipped his extended middle finger at
the retreating figure of Hendricks.

 


 


Officers and medical personnel quickly
swarmed the yard. The combatants were handcuffed and left lying in
the grass until a medical tech could evaluate them. Those with the
most serious injuries were placed on gurneys and taken to the
infirmary – some of those would be taken into town for treatment at
the hospital.

“You can take the cuffs off of this one,”
said an MTA to Sgt. Cook.

The big Sergeant gave the MTA a menacing
glare as he snarled his response, “They all stay cuffed.”

“I just didn’t’ think you, of all people,
would want to bury a perfectly good set of handcuffs” the MTA shot
back sarcastically before concluding in a serious tone, “This man
is dead, Sergeant Cook.”

The sergeant bristled visibly, turned and
walked away.

 


 


Sullivan watched, and heard, the entire
exchange. To Spanky he said, “That’s the bastard who choked me out
in O-Wing.”

“Nice guy,” Spanky replied.

“Before I leave here I’ll get even” Sullivan
said to no one in particular, his voice distant and icy. The look
in his eyes was no different than the blue-steel glint that he saw
in the killers he had met. Sullivan didn’t know it, but he had
become one of those men who found violence to be an acceptable
means to an end. He no longer thought of the taking of a life to be
a heinous act. Now he saw that the taking of a life could be a
quick and swift meting out of harsh, but true, justice.

Spanky could see the change in his
brother-in-law. Not that he would ever be able to articulate it or
even fully comprehend what he was seeing, but he knew that this
place had taken custody of Sullivan beyond the physical sense.

The Acting Officer of the Day, (AOD), was
the person in charge of the entire complex when the warden wasn’t
at the facility. That person could be an associate warden, the
chief medical officer or, as this days’ rotation had called for,
the SVEI, Supervisor of Vocational and Educational Instruction, Dr.
Anthony Maxwell.

Dr. Maxwell held a PhD in education, was on
the Governor’s Blue Ribbon Panel to overhaul the state’s
floundering public school system, a member of MENSA, on the Board
of Regents at UC San Jose and, from looking at him, you would never
be able to tell. More than once he had been stopped by a rookie
guard who thought he was a con trying to escape by walking boldly
out the front gate in civilian clothes. Dr. Maxwell was stocky,
with small eyes, close cropped, sparse gray hair and a nose that
looked to have been smashed in more than one prison riot. If
central casting were to need the archetypical convict, Dr. Maxwell
would be first choice. He had been heading to the North Facility
when he was paged by control and advised of the problem at the main
gate. He quickly changed directions and jogged toward the front of
the complex.

He approached from the outside with several
guards in tow. Stepping onto a bench, he yelled to make himself
heard. “Ladies and gentlemen, please!”

The crowd slowly began to quiet and turned
to listen to the man in the suit. At least he dressed like
he was in charge.

“Please, everyone, come back outside so I
can give you what information I have.”

The visitors grudgingly complied. For that,
April was grateful, because the people pushing and shoving had
began to make her fear for Lisa’s safety.

As everyone gathered around the AOD, he
became inundated with questions. Holding his hands above his head
in mock surrender, he asked the crowd to quiet down. Once he had
everyone’s attention he addressed the crowd, “I know you are all
anxious to know what is going on.” A few people began to holler
back “Yeah!” and “Hell, yes!” Dr. Maxwell quickly continued, “I’m
Dr. Anthony Maxwell and I am the acting warden. I can’t tell you a
lot because I don’t know all the details yet – I had to come over
here first.” That stopped the rumbling in the crowd. “Here is what
I do know. There was an incident on the North Unit- Two yard
between various groups of inmates. That incident has been quelled
by the custody staff.”

“Was anyone hurt?” yelled one old black
man.

“We heard so many shots”, pleaded a heavy
Hispanic woman, “is my son okay?”

April’s heart sank. Sullivan and Spanky were
on that yard! Her mind screamed questions that her mouth was too
afraid to give voice to. She knew it was silly, but she couldn’t
help but think, ‘Sullivan had been shot 12 times and survived, he
wouldn’t make it if he was shot a 13th, that was an
unlucky number.’

“If everyone will please take a set at these
benches and allow me to go do my job, I promise to be back as soon
as humanly possible to provide you with a more thorough briefing”
Dr. Maxwell promised the crowd.

As the people began to comply, Maxwell
ordered the guards to find coffee for those who wanted it before
taking off at a fast trot toward the North Facility. He could hear
the scream of several ambulances as he rounded the corner by the
vocational area and he knew it wasn’t going to be a pretty sight
when he got to where he was going.

 


 


The injured were still lying in the grass
for the most part. Of the six who had been shot, four had been
taken away on gurneys – the other two wouldn’t be leaving until the
coroner arrived with his black plastic body bags. Those who had
only superficial cuts and abrasions, or weren’t hurt at all, were
being handcuffed and taken to O-Wing, X-Wing and any other place
that could hold people in segregation, including several dozen
telephone booth size cages located at various spots around the
facility.

Spanky had to pee. He had been squirming for
the past twenty minutes. He had asked one guard and a lieutenant to
let him use the head, both told him to shut up and hold it.

“Piss in the grass,” Spider advised.

‘Fuck it’, thought Spanky, as he rolled over
on to his side and unzipped his fly. He pulled out his dick and let
loose a bright yellow stream that arched a good three feet. As he
finished and pulled his zipper back up, he began scooting sideways
to avoid laying back into his own piss. Before he had moved more
than a foot, Sgt. Cook marched over and stomped his size 12 Vibram
soled boot onto Spanky’s hip.

Spanky let a groan of pain escape through
his gritted teeth.

“Where the fuck you think yer goin’, punk?”
screamed the sergeant.

Everyone in the immediate area knew
instantly that there was big trouble to come. The tension in the
air was already thick enough to slice through with a knife, now it
was also charged with high voltage electrical current!

Spanky looked over his shoulder at the big
black man. Sgt. Cook held a baton in his right hand, raised as high
as he could hold it. “Fuck you, nigger” Spanky whispered, just loud
enough for Sullivan, Spider, Rick and, of course, Sgt. Cook to
hear.

The massive sergeant let out a guttural howl
and swung his baton downward, striking Spanky in his left shoulder.
The blow could be heard for thirty yards in all directions.
Sullivan started to rise, as did Spider and Rick. Spanky rolled
away form Sgt. Cook, narrowly missing another blow. Poised to take
the chance, against astronomical odds, the sudden appearance of Dr.
Maxwell brought everyone back to a prone position.

“What the Hell do you think you are doing,
Sergeant?” yelled Maxwell, as he strode up to Cook and grasped the
baton.

Cook tried to claim that he was defending
himself at first, then switched stories. “They’re just low life
inmates and they gotta be kept in line.”

A dozen guards had gathered near. Everyone
knew Sgt. Cook was from the sadists school of correctional
administration; but even the most cynical of the guards present
thought that Cook was worse than 90% of the inmates he attempted to
‘Rehabilitate’. But he was a member of the same team. They all
belonged to the same union and stood behind one another. But when
the AOD ordered the lieutenant to take Sgt. Cook’s baton and have
him escorted off the facility grounds pending a departmental review
board inquiry, no one stepped forward to voice support for Sgt.
Cook.

As Cook was being escorted off the yard,
Maxwell knelt down next to Spanky, “Don’t move. I’ll have an MD
check you out as soon as I can, but with this mess it may be quite
a wait. Can you manage?”

“I’ve been hit worse and I’m still here,”
Spanky replied.

Dr. Maxwell stood and began barking orders
to the custody staff. “Lock down the blacks and whites and anyone
else not involved, then escort three teams of paramedics onto the
yard to assist with the injured.”

 


 


It was nearly two hours before Dr. Maxwell
was able to return to the visitors waiting at the Admin Building.
He walked into a crowd of hushed, worried and expectant people.
They had watched as the ambulances, paramedics and fire department
personnel came and went. They were wrought with fear for their
loved ones.

April squeezed in close to the Doctor.

“There was a large fight between the
Northern and Southern Mexicans” he began, having to hold his hands
out in front of himself to stop the questions before they started,
“There were no black or white inmates involved.”

April hugged Lisa to her breast as relief
spread through her heart. She kissed her daughter on the cheek and
slipped out of the crowd.

Most of the black and white people began to
leave; Dr. Maxwell continued talking, assuring those remaining that
he would be able to confirm or deny whether or not their loved ones
were involved in the melee within the hour.
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The riot had kept the institution on
lockdown for three days, after which the whites and blacks, and
those listed as ‘Non-Hispanic Others’, i.e. Orientals and Native
Americans were returned to ‘Normal Program’ status. The Mexicans
were locked in their cells for the following three months. During
that time, Sullivan contacted The Brand’s runner, Denise
Amhurst.

Once the visiting approval was granted,
Sullivan called the number Denise had sent him to make the
arrangements for her to come to see him. “It’s gotta be this
weekend or the one after next because my wife will be here in
between.”

“No problem.” The voice was husky, deep, and
mannish in its tone, and it was familiar. “I’ll be there Saturday
morning,” she told him before hanging up.

 


 


“Well, Bro, how’d the call go?” Spanky asked
when Rourk came back into the cellblock day room.

“She sounded like a man, and he-she will be
here Saturday”

Spanky arched one eyebrow in response.

“Oh, yeah, Denise has a voice as deep as
Pavarotti,” Sullivan added.

“Who the Hell is Ravioli?”

“Pavarotti. He’s a great tenor – sings
opera,” Rourk explained with a smile.

“Well, next time say some’pin like ‘She
sounds like Johnny Cash’. In case you don’t know, he usta sing at
the Opery.”

They both laughed.

Once lockup time came they were able to
discuss the more serious aspects of Denise’s impending visit.

“I think she is the same gal that I made
payments to from the money laundering shit at the casino. I’m going
to be leaning hard on you for advice, my friend,” Sullivan told his
cellie.

“Ya know I’ll help any which way I can,
Bro.”

“That’s what I’m counting on.” Sullivan sat
on the edge of the toilet and faced Spanky, who was sitting on the
lower bunk, elbows on his knees. “Spanky, you know I’ll do whatever
I need to do,” he began. The read beard dipped in agreement. Then
Sullivan laid out his concerns.

What seemed to trouble Rourk the most was
how to go about retaliating against someone who failed to pay their
debt or violated one of the numerous unwritten rules of doing time.
The experience garnered by his brother-in-law proved to be an
eye-opener (once again), as well as invaluable.

“Well, Bro,” the burly convict explained,
“it’s like this. You got the keys to the car. That means what you
say is law – like if this was one a them third world kinda places
and you was the big Ali Babba. So if Joe Blow don’t pay his bill,
you tell one a the crew to go smash Joe Blow, take the dudes TV,
radio, whatever shit the lame’s got and either sell his stuff to
pay the bill, or have the dude pay the bill to get his shit
back.”

“But…” he continued, “When it comes to
breakin’ the rules, ya gotta decide case by case. See, the best way
to work is to build yer people up, not break ‘em down. So, if’n a
new fish makes some mistake – like kickin’ it with the blacks –
pull em’ aside and explain real nice, like how the world outside
and the world in here is two different places, and that in here
it’s still the nineteen-fifties and this ain’t California, it’s
friggin’ Mississippi. If he makes the same mistake after that – ya
send some youngsters up in the dudes cell to smash ‘em.”

That advice would be put into practice
dozens of times over the next 2 ½ years that Sullivan Rourk would
spend at Soledad. His natural ability to manipulate others –
something he saw as a necessary talent in order to be an effective
manager, whether in business or politics or prison – would serve
him well.

That first visit with Denise was a learning
experience as well for Rourk. The first thing he learned was that
Denise Amhurst was the same woman he had met in Palm Springs. She
was a tiny, girlish woman of about 30 years, who had beautiful,
stick-straight, white-blonde hair that fell to the middle of her
boyish butt. Her blue eyes were too big for her delicately featured
face, adding an air of innocence to her that belied the company she
kept. She wore tight fitting black slacks into which was tucked the
hem of her spaghetti strapped, cream-colored shirt. Both
accentuated the gentle curves of her body. A body that would have
appeared pubescent in its development if not for the noticeable
outlines of the rings that pierced her plump nipples and the
experienced way she walked on the 4 inch spikes that served as
heels on her patent leather pumps. Even with the extra lift
provided by the shoes, Denise was only about 5’2”. An
‘elfin-fairy’, he had thought at the time.

However, that wasn’t the only thing he would
learn that day. Denise was married to an attorney who worked
primarily for the Aryan Brotherhood. Her connection had come
through her husband. She explained the code that would be used to
communicate via the mail. “It’s quite simple,” she said in her
husky voice, a voice Sullivan thought masculine on the phone but
found quite sexy when spoken in person, “the code always hinges on
the date. If the letter you receive is dated the tenth, subtract
three and get seven – it’s always dated over by three – so now you
go through and circle the seventh word of each sentence having
seven words or more. The message will read backward, so after you
circle all the words, start reading at the end of the letter to the
front. Your message will be short. Usually only five or six words.
Like, ‘Received no pay fourteen’. You’ll have numbers assigned to
everyone who owes, so the message will be simple.” She had also
explained how it would be necessary for him to get a few
semi-serious write-ups in order to keep his custody level up,
without jeopardizing his anticipated release date. Things like
refusing to work or disrespecting staff would get him a loss of
good time credits – which would be restored following a couple of
months of good behavior – without causing him to be sent to the
hole. It would also insure that he wouldn’t be transferred. The
Brand wanted Rourk to remain at Soledad. Even though all of the
members who had been there were now locked up at Pelican Bay State
Prison; the Segregated Housing Unit, located in Crescent City near
California’s northwestern boundary.

The amount of money that ran between the
prisoners under Rourk’s control and the Brand was amazing to
Sullivan. “The average is twenty-three thousand a month from each
of the three main yards,” Denise had told him with a straight
face.

Surprisingly, the majority of that money
moved about without any problems whatsoever. There were often
several months that went by that Sullivan received neither letters
nor visits from Denise. On those occasions that required a little
pressure, responsibility was delegated, and the problem
corrected.

Twice, Sullivan was given paperwork that
showed a member of his race to be child molesters and six times
there were informants, or ‘Rats’, found to be amongst their
numbers. Rourk never hesitated to order such outcasts to be dealt
the harshest hands available. The attempt was generally on their
lives, but what usually occurred was a brutal assault with
non-lethal puncture wounds and extensive slashing of facial skin
with a razorblade – a permanent marker to show all the ostracism of
that particular person.

Sullivan’s only respites were the biweekly
visits April make – most often with Lisa in tow – and the family
visits they were afforded every few months. Those were the best,
and the worst. Sullivan would be allowed to spend 48 hours with his
wife and child in a mobile home located within the secure parameter
of the institution. He could push Lisa on the swing, read her
bedtime stories and be the father she needed. He could also be the
husband April needed. They would spend as much time in bed as Lisa
would allow them. It was exhilarating to step into the ‘Real World’
for a couple of days. But the good-byes were wrenching. “Dad, tell
the cops I want you to come home with me, okay?” had been one of
Lisa’s first real sentences. It tore at his soul. Those visits were
always followed by several days of depression and sadness. But his
responsibility to keep order among his race always forced him back
to the present.

 


 


The months became years. The end finally
came into sight. He finally made arrangements for his friend, Rick
McClain, to take over. Spanky would have been his first choice, but
Spanky only had six months left to serve, whereas McClain still had
another seven years.

“ Look, Sullivan”, Spanky was saying, “you
gotta be careful once you git home.”

Sullivan smiled and said, “You mean I should
wear a condom?” trying to shake his friend out of the sudden
seriousness he possessed.

“No, man!” Spanky stood and paced the two
steps that the cell allowed. Turning back to face Sullivan, real
concern in his eyes, he continued, “You got into a real jam when
you stuck Slap Mike. And you may think you got off when you was
handed the friggin’ keys ta this here car, but don’t you go
thinking’ yer done, jus ‘cuz you got out.”

“What are you talkin’ about, Bro?” Sullivan
asked him.

“Them guys have a whole network of folks on
the street, too.”

“So?”

“They are going to be knocking on your door,
Sully. They are going to want you to keep doin’ for them. And you
won’t be able to say no!” The big biker sat back on the bunk next
to Sullivan.

“Watch me say ‘No’” Sullivan said with
assurance.

Spanky put a brotherly arm around Sullivan’s
shoulder and looked him in the eyes before he spoke. “They’ll go
after April an’ Lisa.”

Sullivan saw tears threaten to spill over
Spanky’s lids and knew he was as serious as could be. He was
speechless. There was no way he could allow this Hell to touch his
girls. He was paroling in the next half hour and was more scared
than he had ever been in his life. The 36 months had passed, yet
the worst of his horror may yet be waiting.

 


 


The sun was bright, the weather unseasonably
warm for spring on the central coast of California. It was perfect,
April reflected, as she sat on the fender of Sullivan’s Corvette,
waiting for him to walk out the prison gate. Thirty-six months,
twenty-one days. Finally, it was over. Finally, they could get
their lives back together. She had so many hopes and dreams waiting
to be fulfilled. She had found work at a small Palm Springs
architectural firm. She was able to work mostly from home – which
suited her fine – and since her boss was gay, she didn’t have any
undue pressure for things beyond her skills as an architect.

She had booked a room for the next two days
in Santa Barbara. The baby was with her sister, June, who had come
down from Seattle for a few days. It would be just her and
Sullivan.

April was brought out of her reverie by the
sound of one of the building alarms. The incessant blaring filled
her with fear and trepidation. She leaned forward, burying her face
in her hands, trying not to cry. Afraid to look up, she stayed that
way for a long time. Just how long, she couldn’t say, but long
enough for her hopes of seeing Sullivan to nearly disappear.

“Hang down your head, Tom Dooley,

Hang down your head and cry.”

She knew that voice and smiled into her
hands, but forced herself not to look up.

“Hey little girl, why the long face?”
Sullivan asked, stopping two feet in front of her.

“I’ve got this convict ol’ man getting out
of jail today, and I wonder if he’ll still think I’m pretty” she
replied without looking up.

Sullivan smiled and said, “Why don’t you let
me take a look at ya and give my opinion?”

Slowly, April looked up. Her eyes were
bright with excitement, her smile wide. She wore only a hint of
make-up and she had added blonde highlights to the mane of red hair
that tumbled over her shoulders.

Sullivan reached out with his left hand and
cupped her chin – turning her head left then right before
proclaiming, “Ugly as sin, never seen anything so goddamn
ugly.”

“What’ll I do?” she asked innocently.

“Well, it just so happens that ugly turns me
on, so I guess you can take me instead of that superficial ol’ man
of yours who is so hung up on beauty.”

April leapt up into Sullivan’s arms,
clinging tightly; afraid to let go for fear he might disappear.

 


 


“Just a minute!” June hollered as she made
her way through an obstacle course of kids and toys, toward the
front door.

Looking through the peephole, June saw two
leather-jacketed skinheads staring back at her. Quietly, she turned
the deadbolt, securing the door before asking, “What do you
want?”

“Is April Rourk here?” asked the taller of
the two.

“No” was June’s quick reply.

“Look lady, we ain’t gonna cause no trouble,
so why don’t ya have some manners and open the door so we can talk
eye to eye?” The taller one seemed to be in charge, since he was
doing all the talking.

June was scared. These kinds of people
didn’t come to this area. This was Indian Wells, not Desert Hot
Springs. “April’s not here. You’ll have to come back next
week.”

“If April ain’t here, who the fuck are
you?”

Reaching for the phone, June quickly dialed
9-1-1. The operator came on after two rings, “Nine-one-one; what’s
the nature of your emergency?”

“There are two skinheads at my front door
and they won’t go away” she spoke in a whisper.

Crash! Crash! Crash! They pounded on the
security screen door. “Come on, April, open the fuck up. We got a
message for Sullivan.”

“Please hurry!” June whispered urgently as
she tried to usher three children into the kitchen.

The operator kept talking. “Stay calm. What
is your address and name?”

“June Kellerman. I’m at 39921 Arroyo
Grande.” June screamed as the living room window exploded into a
thousand shards and the trashcan that had been at the curb awaiting
pickup, came crashing amongst Lego’s, Barbie and the Fisher-Price
playpen.

“Check it out, bitch – you tell yer ol’ man
that he ain’t done workin’ for the fellas and next time you better
open the fuckin’ door or I might just burn this pretty house down
with yer ass in it!” yelled the leader before both men ran and
jumped into a Toyota four wheel drive truck. The children were
screaming. The operator was yelling at her to get into another
room. Sirens. June heard sirens and finally began to feel safe.

 


 


Sullivan grabbed a handful of April’s ass as
they walked up to the hotel registration desk. His wife gave a
little yelp of surprise and a big smile.

“Mr. and Mrs. Rourk, we have a reservation”
April said to the wafer thin clerk, who gave them a dazzling smile
in way of a greeting.

“Sure thing – it’s room one-oh-one, which is
on this floor, beach side. Here are your keys. I’ll have your
luggage brought in for you,” her preppy voice sounding almost
mechanical in its pitch. April slid her American Express Card
across the counter, and then turned into Sullivan’s embrace. They
kissed like they were newlyweds, on their honeymoon, which they may
as well have been considering their quick civil ceremony wedding
two weeks before Sullivan turned himself in to begin trial, with
dinner at his Mom’s as their wedding celebration.

The desk clerk cleared her throat,
interrupting the couple. “If you’ll just sign here”, she said,
sliding the charge slip and a pen toward them. April signed the
slip and placed the card in her purse. “Thanks,” she said, turning
to go.

“One more thing, there is a message for you,
Mrs. Rourk.” The cheerful clerk said, sliding a pink ‘While You
Were Out’ message slip across the counter.

April grabbed it, a look of confusion coming
across her pretty face.

“What is it?” Sullivan asked, as he led his
wife toward their room.

“My sister wants us to call her at Henry’s
parents. How weird,” April said distractedly, and at the same time
increasing her pace in search of their room.

“Why’s that weird?” Sullivan wanted to
know.

“She’s supposed to be at our house and she
hates to drive up the mountain to Big Bear. I hope everything is
alright.”

“I’m sure it is” Sullivan said.
Nevertheless, Spanky’s words came back full force. “THEY’LL GO
AFTER APRIL AND LISA!” He ran down the long hallway until he found
the room. Slipping his key card through the slot and turning the
handle, he shoved his way into the room. He snatched up the phone,
searching for the long distance instructions. He stabbed the number
8 with his index finger just as April sat next to him on the bed.
When he heard a dial tone, he handed his wife the phone. “Dial
direct.”

April punched in the area code and number
and held her breath.

 


 


June had been sitting by the phone for the
past two hours. Every time it rang, she ripped the receiver from
the cradle. Twice it was people calling for her father-in-law, once
it had been her husband, who was now boarding a plane at Seattle’s
SEATAC Airport and heading to Ontario. If the skinheads didn’t kill
Sullivan, she thought Henry might.

Startled by the harsh tone of the phones’
ringer, June jumped, and then grabbed the handset. “April?” she
asked expectantly.

“Yeah, Sis, what’s wrong? Is it Lisa?” She
felt her sister’s panic and began to panic herself.

“Oh, God! I’m so glad it’s you! Lisa’s fine,
she’s with me.” June then began to describe the horror of that
morning.

Sullivan had watched the rosy color drain
out of April’s face and panic filled him. “Is it Lisa?” he asked.
April shook her head side to side quickly, and then shushed him to
silence.

 


 


“Tell me again why crazy skinheads are
threatening us” April demanded as they drove well above the posted
speed limit toward Big Bear.

“I already told you, Babe” Sullivan said
dejectedly.

“You stabbed somebody in prison. And you
expect me to believe that? You…who are scared of spiders and made a
five-foot tall pregnant woman go into the bathroom to squash a
fuckin’ daddy long legs for you, expect me to believe that you
became Mac the fuckin’ Knife in jail, and now these people out of a
B-movie are going to force you to work for them?” She stared
straight ahead through the windshield into the darkness beyond the
reach of the car’s headlights.

“Look, I know it sounds incredible,”
Sullivan started.

Turning on him, she spoke with venom, “This
is our lives, Sullivan Rourk! These people are fucking with our
lives and I’m scared and I hate you for it! Henry works for the
FBI. He’ll help.”

“I can’t go to the cops”

April looked at her husband, incredulity
showing on her face, “What do you mean, you can’t go to the
cops?”

“I’m a convict, I’d be a rat. I’ll deal with
it myself,” he answered.

April was stunned into silence for a few
moments. “I thought you were going to be an ex-convict, Sullivan.” She spoke just above a whisper. “I
thought we were going to have a normal life.”

Sullivan glanced at his wife just as a tear
ran silently down her cheek. He reached out and put his right hand
on her thigh in an effort to comfort her. She responded by
backhanding him across the side of his face.

The car swerved across the double yellow
line as he reflexively pulled away, swerving back just in time to
avoid a station wagon coming down the mountain road.

Sullivan knew that he owed his wife and
daughter the best life could offer; but how to explain to them how
reality was? He was an ex-con. He couldn’t return to his old life.
The friends he used to have had long since abandoned him. The
country club had revoked his membership. How could he possibly be
anything more than a con when he was a pariah to everyone from his
past? These thoughts raced through his mind as he raced up the
mountain road toward the bucolic town of Big Bear.

 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 29

 


Sullivan knew he was in trouble, deep
trouble, the moment he walked into the Kellerman’s A-Frame house.
Dealing with his brother-in-law, the Fed, was bad enough, but
seeing the various plaques and awards on the wall identifying
Henry’s parents as both being retired prosecutors was too much.
Things went pretty much down hill from there. After checking on
Lisa, the interrogation began. And to all the questions, Sullivan
answered either “No” or “I don’t know”. April, much to his surprise
and relief, kept silent, even when she knew he was lying.

The Kellermans grudgingly allowed Sullivan
and April to stay the night, for little Lisa’s sake. But Sullivan
left with his family at the crack of dawn. The only part of the
night he found amusing was when he overheard the elder Kellermans
talking and she told her husband, “Imagine, a convicted felon
sleeping under our own roof – on parole, no less!” and he replied,
“Yeah, well, at least the outlaw is an in-law and not a real
relative.”

 


 


“Yeah, tell Whitey that we delivered the
message” the taller skinhead was saying into the payphone. He
listened for a moment to the person on the other end before
replying, “Check it out, homegirl, you tell Whitey that Conan and
Scrappy got it handled” and hung up the phone.

“Well, Scrappy, word is that we need to lay
low for a few days then go back and snatch dude out of his pad” the
taller skinhead said to his friend as they walked back toward their
truck.

“Where to, Conan?” asked Scrappy, as he
turned the key in the truck’s ignition.

“Back ta dude’s place.” He smiled a wicked
grin, “Fuck layin’ low, lets just do this.”

Scrappy laughed and pulled out into traffic
along Redlands Blvd. After the events at the Rourk’s the previous
morning, the two had driven down into San Bernardino. After
partying at a couple of bars they drove west to Redlands and got a
room at a cheap motel. They weren’t members of the Aryan
Brotherhood – had no desire to be and actually didn’t care much for
them as a group, but the Brotherhood paid well for the work these
two liked to perform. At a thousand dollars a day, each, to wreak
havoc on specific people rather than the indiscriminate variety
they would normally torment, was, to these two, life at it’s
best.

 


 


Sullivan pulled into a sporting goods store
on Redlands Blvd. after coming down Big Bear Mountain through San
Bernardino. “I’ll be right back,” Sullivan told his wife, who was
holding a sleeping Lisa.

April hadn’t said a word to Sullivan since
they left the Kellerman’s and she wasn’t going to start now. The
revelations of the past eighteen hours were a lot to absorb. She
tried to trust her husband, but goddamn it, it was hard to do!

Sullivan was back out of the store in about
twenty minutes with a medium size bag. After getting into the car,
he withdrew a 5-cell Mag-light flashlight and several packages of
Duracell’s. Ripping the packaging apart, he quickly had the
flashlight assembled. He held it in his right hand near the light
end and slapped his left hand with the battery-filled steel shaft.
It made a superb weapon – one even a parolee could carry legally.
Next, he pulled a huge hunting knife out of the bag. It looked like
it belonged to Rambo – 10-inch blade with a razor edge and the top
edge serrated. With handle, it measured 16 inches from end to end.
When he shoved the knife into it’s sheath, then shoved it into
April’s open purse, her resolve to remain silent exploded.

“What the Hell are you putting that in
my purse for – you’re the tough guy who wants to stab people
– no, this ain’t happening!”

The baby began to cry, April continued to
rant her fury. Sullivan backed out of the parking place, drove out
of the parking lot and turned up the stereo. Garth Brooks was
singing about having friends in low places as Sullivan got onto the
eastbound 10 freeway and shot past a Toyota four-wheel drive that
was sticking to a steady 55 mph.

 


 


Both vehicles turned off Interstate 10 at
Highway 111, though the Corvette was nearly 40 minutes ahead of the
Toyota.

While Sullivan, April and Lisa were stopping
to have lunch at the Autry, the skinheads were cruising the parking
lot of the Palm Springs Arial Tramway.

Scrappy parked next to a blue Ford Bronco.
Conan got out and gave the Bronco a hard shove, and when no alarm
sounded he quickly pulled a thin piece of steel from his jacket
sleeve. He slid the slim-jim between the driver’s window and the
outer door panel, with the practiced moves of a professional, he
had the door unlocked as quickly as if he had had the keys.

Scrappy leaned down and pulled a slide
hammer from beneath his seat and handed the bulky tool to his
partner through the open passenger window.

The intention of the slide hammer is to pull
dents out of cars. It has an opening at one end that holds a sheet
metal screw in a solid grip and at the other end is a handgrip with
a large, heavy steel weight that slides between the two ends. By
twisting the screw into the Bronco’s ignition key slot, then giving
the weight several hard slides into the handgrips’ backing plate,
Conan was able to quickly remove the entire key switch. Inserting a
flat blade screwdriver into the open slot that used to hold the
ignition switch, he was able to start the car with a twist of his
wrist.

Without a word, Conan pulled out in the
stolen Bronco with Scrappy right behind him. They drove out to
Angel Stadium – the spring training center for the California
Angels – in central Palm Springs. After parking, grabbing a blue
backpack from the floorboard, setting the Club and the alarm on the
Toyota, Scrappy jumped into the passenger seat of the Bronco.
“Home, James!” he said with a smile.

Scrappy had piercing green eyes and on those
few occasions that he allowed his hair to grow, covering the dozen
or more battle scars that were scattered across his scalp, appeared
to be the All-American boy-next-door. The kind of young man fathers
would hope to see their daughters bring home. But looks are
deceiving most often in their innocence. This young man had the
twisted morals of the convict –don’t hurt kids; rapists and child
molesters shouldn’t be afforded trials, just taken out and shot in
the public square; old folks were off limits; everything else was
fair game. He lived in a world where violence was power, yet the
person with the biggest bag of dope reigned supreme. To the average
citizen, Scrappy’s world existed in the minds of fiction writers
and would be shocked to find that his world and theirs coexisted
right there in Everytown, U.S.A.

Scrappy glanced at his cohort. They were
basically cut from the same moral cloth, but aside from both men
being white, they were physical opposites. Conan was tall and
muscular, his facial features slightly exaggerated, giving him a
rubbery, hangdog appearance. The tattoo of a cartoon dog on his
face between his right eye and ear, along with the various
swastikas that decorated his neck, left him easily identifiable,
while Scrappy could don a long sleeve shirt and tie after a week
without shaving his head and fit into any Fortune 500 company as an
up-and-coming executive.

“What’s the plan, Conan?”

“Check out the area for cops, park an’ go
wait for ‘em.”

 


 


Sullivan was famished. He tried to make light
conversation with his wife, but she kept telling him to quit
talking with his mouth full. The great food quickly won out over
the desire to pacify. Stuffed pork chops, three eggs, over easy,
hash-brown potatoes mixed with peppers and onions, smothered in
Tabasco sauce, 7-grain toast with butter and jalapeno jelly. His
second trip to the buffet was identical to the first one.

April tried to stay mad at her husband, but
seeing him eat and play with the baby – she actually liked the
spicy jalapeno jelly her father was letting her sample – melted her
heart. He was the one she loved. Reaching out, April laid a hand on
Sullivan’s arm. When he looked across at her, she silently mouthed
the words ‘I love you’.

He waited for more, expecting “Asshole” or
“Dickhead” to be tagged on. When no more words came, he spoke to
his daughter without taking his eyes from his wife. “Did you know
that your Daddy loves Mommy very much and promises to keep her, and
you, safe forever?”

The baby paid him no attention, finding a
chocolate covered strawberry much more interesting. April smiled
and gave his arm an affectionate squeeze. Sullivan saw the sparkle
return to her eyes. “Does the kid take naps?” Sullivan asked as he
leaned over and brushed his lips against April’s earlobe.

“If not, I’ve got some children’s cough
syrup – one teaspoon and out she goes” April smiled, “Not that I’d
ever do that!” she exclaimed with false innocence. Though, every
once in a while some young mothers needed just a tiny break to get
some rest. Though most women would never admit to it, they probably
dish out a little more medicine, a little more often than they need
to. After all, babies need their rest, too.

 


 


Turning onto Arroyo Grande, alert for any
cops or nosey neighbors, the skinheads cruised slowly past the
Rourk’s house. A sheet of plywood had been secured to the front
window, covering the opening. This little look of despair in this
affluent neighborhood brought a feeling of self-satisfaction to
Conan and Scrappy. They were both so busy looking at their handy
work that they failed to notice Mrs. Kravitz, who was already on
the phone to the operator.

“GTE Operator. How may I help you?” came the
nasal voice with a distinctly Texas accent.

“Operator, get me the police” Mrs. Kravitz
whispered, even though there was no way she could have been heard
by anyone outside.

“Is this an emergency, Ma’am?”

“It’s those heathens again, don’t ya
know.”

“If it’s an emergency you can dial 911 for
an emergency operator.”

“I have always dialed ‘O’ for operator when
I needed the police and never was there a single little problem.
Now I need the police right away, so I would like to speak to your
supervisor! Impertinence will not get you very far in this world,
don’t ya know.” Mrs. Kravitz blustered into the phone.

“Yes, Ma’am, just a moment. I’ll transfer
you.”

“Sheriff’s Department, what is your
emergency?” the 911 operator asked when he came on the line.

 


 


Conan turned onto Arroyo Seca, then onto
Desert Sunrise, which ran directly behind the Rourk’s. Pulling into
the driveway of the sixth house from the corner, they parked.
Scrappy opened his back pack and pulled out two Riverside County
Sheriff’s baseball caps, two green windbreakers with SHERIFF
emblazoned in yellow across the back and two Sig-Saur P223 .45 cal.
semi-automatic handguns. The two quickly donned the official
clothing, shoved the guns into their waistbands and exited the
Bronco.

Conan was careful to keep the tattooed side
of his face turned away from the door as Scrappy knocked.

A portly Hispanic woman wearing a black
dress, white apron and a worried expression opened the door. “Como
esta senior policemans?”

“We need to get into your backyard so we can
get to the house behind you!” Scrappy said in as an authoritative
voice as he could muster.

“Si, of course” the relieved housekeeper
said, stepping back to let the men in.

They rushed toward the back of the house,
easily finding the back slider off the kitchen. “Stay inside”
Scrappy commanded the old woman while he and his partner quickly
exited and ran for the fence.

They scaled the Pecky Cedar fence with the
agility of teenagers and hurried to the back patio door of the
Rourk’s house, guns now drawn.

 


 


“Well, it’s those Pinheads or whatever
they’re called, like I tried to tell the other operator, they are
back” Mrs. Kravitz said into the phone.

“Pinheads? Just what is your emergency?” The
operator answered hundreds of calls every day, most were not
emergencies, some were just out an out quacks and that was what he
was beginning to think this one was.

“Well, young man, those little heathens
dressed in their leather jackets and their heads all shaved just
wouldn’t be allowed to exist in Minnesota, don’t ya know.”

Glancing down at his computer terminal and
seeing the callers address, the operator realized that this wasn’t
a quack. “I think you mean skinheads, Ma’am.”

“Whatever you call them – they were here
just yesterday and broke out the window across the way – as if that
family hasn’t had enough trouble, what with him being shot by the
G-Men and her having to raise…”

“Ma’am, are these the same two who were
there yesterday?” the operator interrupted.

“I’ve already told you so,” Mrs. Kravitz
sounded exasperated.

“Can you see them right now?” he asked, as
he typed response information into his dispatch computer.

“Well, no, they turned onto Arroyo
Seca.”

“What is your address?”

She provided the operator with her address
and name. As he began to ask another question, the Rourks pulled
into their driveway.

“Well, here they are now!” Mrs. Kravitz said
happily into the phone.

“The skinheads are back, Ma’am?” inquired
the operator.

“No, no, no. The Rourks, don’t ya know. They
just pulled into the driveway in that fancy car. Oh, goodness, me –
they have the baby and she’s not in a carseat! But, no need to tell
THAT to the police!”

“Ma’am, please stay on the line until a
patrol car arrives.”

“And just when – well Lord sakes, they just
pulled up.”

 


 


The black and white patrol car came quickly
down the street, light flashing, but without a siren. The
distinctive sound of the high performance motor and squeal of
breaks caught Sullivan’s attention as he approached the front door.
“Shit, now what?” he asked himself.

The two officers approached the Rourks, the
older one greeting them, “Afternoon, are you Mr. and Mrs.
Rourk?”

“Yeah, what do you want?” Sullivan
snapped.

“Don’t get smart, asshole. We know you just
got out. Don’t make me put your ass right back”, the officer
snapped back, the congenial attitude gone.

“Sure, Deputy. What can we do for you
today?” Sullivan said, politely enough.

“We got a call reporting that the same two
skins who were here yesterday are back in the neighborhood.” As if
to emphasize the point, a second patrol car pulled up in front of
Mrs. Kravitz’ place, while two more began cruising the area.

April handed Lisa to Sullivan, and then
placed an arm around his waist. He could feel her nervousness.

“What do you want me to do?” Sullivan
asked.

The deputy said, “Just stay in the house for
now, while we check the neighborhood.”

 


 


Conan was watching Rourk and the cops
through the peephole while Scrappy tried to listen to what was
being said through the broken front window that had been covered
with plywood. The two skinheads began to sweat profusely. Their
hearts beat a loud staccato in their ears, making it difficult to
hear any outside conversation.

Conan opened the door to the entry hall and
signaled his partner to climb inside amongst the coats, umbrellas,
vacuum cleaner and assorted old shoes. Scrappy leaned a hand onto
the back of the couch, then leapt silently over, and with one step
was concealed within the closet.

Conan shut the door after him, before
heading off toward the bedrooms.

 


 


“Just be aware that those two are around and
call us if you see or hear anything” the deputy, Winchell,
according to the nametag above his right breast pocket, said to
Sullivan.

Sullivan replied with a courteous, “Thank
you” and assured the deputy his full cooperation, all the while
thinking, ‘Hey, I’ll bet this guy gets free donuts all the
time!’

 


 


“Well, sure I’m sure, officer,” Mrs. Kravitz
was saying to the deputy, who had come to take her statement.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Deputy Matern was attempting
to NOT lose his patience with the woman, “and they were in a brown
truck with big tires and the word ‘Toy’ was written on the
tailgate?” he read back her statement.

“Yes, but that was YESTERDAY, don’t ya
know.” Mrs. Kravitz replied.

“Wait a minute – are you telling me that the
skinheads weren’t here today?” Deputy Matern was confused.

“Of course they were here today,” Mrs.
Kravitz rolled her eyes, “Do ya think I would be calling to say
they were BACK if they weren’t? Hmm?”

“No, Ma’am – at least I hope not.” Deputy
Matern was wanting to go home. A beer and a movie – Stallone or Van
Damme – “But you said they were driving a brown truck – now you
tell me it was yesterday.” His bushy eyebrows arched with the
question he had left hanging in the air between them.

“And so they were, don’t ya know.” Mrs.
Kravitz was as fed up with Deputy Matern as he was of her. She
continued primly, “And today they were in a blue Ford Bronco.”

Deputy Matern lifted his portable radio
transceiver to his mouth, “Able two-six, control.”

The dispassionate voice of the female
dispatcher came back, “Go able two-six.”

“Update on the suspect vehicle.”

“Hold for one.”

“Attention all units in the vicinity and all
units responding, stand by for suspect vehicle update”, the
dispatcher announced to all units before switching to allow Deputy
Materns’ information to go out directly.

“Go ahead, able two-six.”

“This is able two-six, suspects last seen
north on Arroyo Seca in a blue Ford Bronco.”

Mrs. Kravitz handed him a slip of paper.

 


 


“Repeat, blue Ford Bronco, California
license number One – Niner – X-ray – Able – Charlie – Delta –
Seven”, came the radio broadcast over the speaker in unit able –
three-two. Deputy Chapman, in the passenger seat, hurriedly
scribbled the information across the open page of his notebook.

Deputy Ross spun the steering wheel to the
right, pulling into an empty driveway and told his partner that
there was a blue Bronco two blocks back, as he shifted into reverse
and completed his three-point turn. Dropping the transmission back
into drive, he gunned the big interceptor motor.

 


 


Sullivan turned the key in the lock and
turned the brass colored knob. His daughter still slept in his arms
as he pushed the front door open. The door banged into the entry
hall door, closing it tight. April followed, closing the door and
locking the deadbolt behind her.

Sullivan walked through the living room,
dining room and kitchen, stopping only long enough to grab a bottle
of Dr. Pepper out of the fridge.

April dropped her purse onto the kitchen
counter before following Sullivan through the hall into the
nursery.

 


 


Scrappy was in total darkness, one hand held
the pistol possessively, ready to fire. With the other, he tried to
adjust his sweating balls within the confines of his jeans without
disturbing the array of wire and plastic hangers above his
head.

He had no idea where his partner was other
than somewhere in the house – no matter what, one would not leave
the other behind. Hearing the click of a woman’s high heels fade
through what he correctly assumed was the kitchen, Scrappy felt the
time to move was now. There was no doorknob inside the closet – no
need since there was no locking mechanism. A slight nudge was all
it took to open the door. The gun was the first thing out of the
darkness. The .45 caliber barrel lead the way as Scrappy quietly
and quickly unfolded himself from within the cramped closet.

 


 


Conan was much more arrogant, much more
demented. He did not seek a place to conceal himself. Just the
opposite, in fact. He sat propped against the headboard of the
Rourks California King bed. He, too, held his pistol tight in one
hand.

 


 


Deputy Chapman keyed the radio microphone,
“Able- three – two, requesting back-up.” His breathing became
rapid, heart rate increased as the adrenalin pumped through his
body, “Suspect vehicle located at”, he paused, craning his neck to
read the numbers attached to the eaves, “at
three-seven-seven-two-zero Desert Sunrise!”

“Roger, able – three – two,” the dispatcher’s
normally dispassionate voice now held a slight tremor. She had only
been on the job for a few months, long enough to get to know most
of the deputies. Sending them into a situation such as this was
both exhilarating and frightening. The action on the radio was
about to increase ten-fold. However, if something went wrong, it
was her voice that had sent everyone where they went, and that
could be a chilling thought.

“All units, deputy needs assistance,
three-seven-seven-two-zero Desert Sunrise, units responding code
two identify.”

When a deputy makes a call for assistance,
all units in the area respond, the dispatcher may specify one or
more units, but it’s usually just a call to arms answered by all
even remotely near the scene. There were twelve patrol units and
two supervisory units within a twenty-mile radius of the location –
all called in to the dispatch center as responding. The dispatch
supervisor notified the watch commander of the Indio Station, who,
in turn, placed the S.W.A.T. team on alert.

‘Alert’ for this team was to respond with
lights, but no siren, to the general location area and await
further orders.

 


 


Sullivan sat his Dr. Pepper on the changing
table, and then laid Lisa in her crib.

“We’re going to have to buy her a real bed
pretty soon,” April said, pulling the covers up to Lisa’s chin.

“Yeah, I can’t believe how big she’s
gotten.” Sullivan leaned down and gave his little girl a kiss, then
turned and gave one to his wife.

“Mmm. Take me to bed, Mr. Rourk.”

“My thoughts, exactly.”

Sullivan grabbed his soda and a handful of
April’s ass as she led the way out of the nursery. Thy turned right
and walked toward the master bedroom.

April stopped cold at the doorway, a scream
caught in her slender throat. Sullivan, who had had his eyes
riveted on his wife’s swaying ass, nearly collided with her.
Looking over her shoulder, his anger soared. An automatic pistol
was pointing at them, held by a heavily tattooed skinhead who was
leering at them.

Sullivan started to pull April behind him,
but stopped when he felt the unmistakable pressure of a gun barrel
pressing into his back.

“Step inside, Rourk,” Scrappy whispered.

April tensed even more, looking over her
shoulder to see a sheriff with a gun shoved in her husbands back.
“Help us!” she managed to speak through the tears that constricted
her throat.

Scrappy laughed as he took off his cap.

Sullivan pulled his wife to him with a
protective arm wrapped around her waist. Terror filled the tear
filled eyes that looked up at him imploringly. They stepped
hesitantly several feet into the bedroom.

 


 


In less than two minutes, there were 8 black
and white and two unmarked sheriff’s units parked haphazardly near
the Bronco on desert Sunrise. The street had been blocked, and
deputies were informing neighboring residents to remain indoors and
away from the front of their houses. There were a dozen deputies
crouched behind vehicles, guns drawn, awaiting contact with the
occupants of the house whose driveway contained the suspect
vehicle.

Detective William Weise, a big man, 6’4”,
250 pounds of solid muscle, with a mop of curly brown hair on his
head and a face that would be perfect to play the part of Santa
Claus, was waiting patiently for the dispatcher to obtain the
telephone number for the house in front of him. When he got the
number he quickly dialed on his cell phone. The call was answered
almost immediately. The frightened Hispanic female voice on the
other end was nearly impossible to understand. In his own broken
Spanish, the detective was able to ask the woman to come
outside.

 


 


“Mi′ Madre Dios!” exclaimed Maria Sandoval
as she dropped the phone and ran for the front door. Stepping
outside, Maria screamed as she rounded the corner of the garage and
was quickly grabbed by two uniformed deputies and propelled toward
the barricade of police cars.

Detective Weise and Deputy Leo Rivera waited
for her. Deputy Rivera quickly obtained the information they sought
from Mrs. Sandoval, then translated it to Weise.

 


 


“All units, suspects are now described as
armed with handguns and dressed in Riverside Sheriff caps and
jackets, suspects were last seen entering the rear of
three-seven-seven-two-one Arroyo Grande from the adjacent property.
All units responding switch to tact-two,” came the dispatchers
slightly excited voice.

 


 


Detective Weise had assumed command of the
situation. He ordered several units to join Winchell and Farrell on
Arroyo Grande to secure that side of the location. Other units were
going door-to-door evacuating residents. SWAT was called to the
location.

It took less than 90 seconds for the SWAT
van to pull up in front of the Rourk’s residence. From that point,
Lieutenant Timothy Allen was in command. His six-member team filed
out of the back of the van, each man or woman indistinguishable
from the next due to the nearly head to toe protective covering
they wore. Black helmets topped their heads, which were covered by
a Kevlar head and facemask – leaving only eyes, nose and mouth
exposed. Black, long sleeved jumpsuits, also made of Kevlar and
fitted with ceramic shields in the chest, back, arms and thighs to
absorb any possible bullet that may be fired at them. There were a
multitude of zippered pockets containing an array of special gear
from binoculars to tear gas to spare clips of ammunition for the
automatic weapons each member carried. They were all equipped with
high-tech radios that were voice activated and allowed for
hands-free operation. Every member had a holstered Glock 9mm
semi-automatic pistol on his or her hip. Only the assault weapons
were varied, based on the members training and preference. Members
ran to take up their individual positions as directed by Lt.
Allen.

The Lieutenant gazed steely-eyed at the
Rourk residence. All his training – from basic in the USMC, to
actual combat in Desert Storm, the Police Academy, SWAT training
with the City of Cypress Police Department, the years of night
school to gain his BA in Criminal Justice, the years as top
homicide detective in the Orange County Joint Murder Task Force –
now his first call as SWAT Commander since unilaterally
transferring to the Sheriff’s Department less than two months
earlier – was going to be tested. He knew that blood had been
spilled in the driveway of this house once before, He didn’t want
it to happen again.

Detective Weise briefed Allen with the
little information he had. Allen listened without saying a word,
his eyes never leaving the house.

Once each of his men had taken up their
positions and called in to Allen, he asked for the Rourk’s phone
number. Dialing without looking at the keypad, pressing ‘send’,
bringing the phone to his ear as the phone in the house began to
ring, the steely gaze remained rooted to the house.

 


 


Scrappy stepped around the Rourks and asked
Conan what they should do next.

Conan turned his attention to Scrappy, the
phone rang, the baby started to cry.

Sullivan took all of this in in an instant.
Fear, anger and the natural instinct to protect his family took
over. He shoved April – propelling her into the hall – while
simultaneously swinging the hand holding the Dr. Pepper bottle into
the side of Scrappy’s head.

Scrappy crumbled into an unconscious heap on
the floor.

April darted into the nursery, snatching
Lisa from her crib, cleaving her to her chest, then ran back into
the hall and toward the front door.

Sullivan leapt toward Conan, his hands
curled into claws, reaching for the throat as if he were a wild
beast attacking his prey in some primeval forest rather than in the
Ethan Allen furnished master bedroom of an upscale home in an
affluent golfing community. Conan managed to bring the gun up,
catching Sullivan in the jaw, causing the weapon to discharge.

At the sound of the gunfire, every officer
first cringed in a natural avoidance of possible injury or death,
and then in the next instant drew a bead on the Rourk house,
searching for a target.

 


 


April fumbled with the deadbolt, the baby
crying hysterically in her arms. The door came open.

 


 


“Hold your fire!” ordered Lt. Allen as he
saw the front door begin to move.

 


 


April ran straight for the mass of squad
cars. Deputies Winchell and Farrell fell in behind her, offering
their own bodies as shields between those in the house and the
woman carrying the child.

 


 


Mrs. Kravitz ran past Deputy Matern, her own
maternal instincts forcing her out into a potential line of fire in
order to reach her young neighbor to give comfort to both mother
and child. She had lost her child to a bullet all those years ago;
she would not allow April Rourk to suffer the same lifetime of
endless sorrow.

 


 


The blow to the jaw, combined with the
deafening explosion of the gun firing next to his ear, sent
Sullivan’s mind reeling. He struggled to remain conscious as he
repeatedly struck out at Conan, his punches ineffectual due to a
severe loss of equilibrium. He managed to wrap one hand around the
wrist holding the gun, struggling to keep its deadly end away from
him.

Conan reached out and grabbed Rourk by the
face, seeking to push out an eye with his thumb. He growled in
frustration as Sullivan leaned back, leaving himself a fraction of
an inch free of blindness. Conan pulled the trigger twice in rapid
succession, the bullets lodging harmlessly into the attic
rafters.

 


 


April followed Mrs. Kravitz and several cops
into the old woman’s home.

Lt. Allen was right beside her, pressing for
information. Between sobs, she was able to quickly describe what
she had just fled.

Mrs. Kravitz took the baby from April,
holding the crying child to her bosom, whispering to her in
soothing tones, easing the baby’s fears.

Lt. Allen hurried from Mrs. Kravitz, back to
his command position across the street. He ran hunched over,
providing as little target as possible during the time he was
exposed. Two shots rang out. Everyone tensed. “Team report,” barked
Allen, his voice activated radio sending his command to his
team.

They reported in order, “Able secure,”
“Baker secure,” “Charlie secure,” “Denver secure,” “Edward secure,”
“Frank secure”.

The shots had come from within the house,
but were not aimed out of the house.

It took two deputies; Matern and a female
named Kaufman, to hold April back from following that second round
of shots.

 


 


Sullivan felt the skinhead’s hand press into
his face. He pulled back, but couldn’t avoid the man’s grasp. The
vision in his left eye blurred, his fury exploded. He slammed the
skinhead’s gun hand repeatedly into the headboard, finally causing
him to release the gun. As soon as the gun fell, landing between
the mattress and headboard, Sullivan let go of the other man’s
wrist and grabbed the man’s crotch, pulling and squeezing as hard
as he could.

Conan’s scream was cut off by the vomit that
suddenly filled his throat. The stench of bile and partially
digested food filled the air. The skinhead passed out, slipping
willingly into the darkness, escaping the unbearable pain.

Sullivan continued to pummel the unconscious
man lying in his bed, rage leaving him on a precipice, teetering
toward insanity. The face soon became a torn and bloody mass of raw
meat, unrecognizable as to even what species of animal it could
have been, certainly not human.

Spent, exhausted, Sullivan got to his feet.
He looked down at Scrappy, who was beginning to stir. He wanted to
kick the bastard. Kick and keep kicking. He laughed a mirthless
laugh and thought how great it would be to literally kick the shit
out of him. If he wasn’t so fucking tired. He staggered out of the
bedroom and cut through the laundry room into the garage.

The garage door opener made a loud clanking
noise a split second prior to lifting the heavy wood door.
Two-dozen guns swung to cover the area. Two deputies, who had been
crouching near the Corvette in the driveway, dropped to their
stomachs, aiming their guns at the shuffling feet that became
visible beneath the door.

Sullivan Rourk stood on legs that felt like
rubber, blood oozing out of a two-inch gash at his temple. His ears
were ringing and he didn’t hear the shouted orders for him to lay
flat on the ground. After two faltering steps into the driveway,
Sullivan was tackled by three SWAT team members.

Deputy Farrell shouted to the Lieutenant,
“He’s the fucking victim!”

“Able, Denver, Frank – that’s the victim!”
barked Lt. Timothy Allen.

The SWAT Team members quickly recovered,
pulled Rourk to his feet and ushered him to the safety of the
barricade.

“What happened in there?” Lt. Allen asked
Rourk.

Sullivan stared at the man in black for a
moment, then said simply, “You don’t always need a gun to win a gun
fight.” With that, he collapsed. Detective Weise caught him and
eased him to the ground. Two EMT’s rushed over with their boxes of
medical gear.

“Able, Denver, enter through the garage as
soon as the gas hits; Baker, Charlie – go in the back.” The
lieutenant was playing it cautious. The information he’d received
from Rourk was too sketchy, too incomplete, and far from
definitive. On his command, tear gas was fired through the windows
of the master bedroom, kitchen and office. Lt. Allen made several
calls to the people in the house via an amplified bullhorn
directing them to come out of the house with their hands in the
air.

 


 


April was trying to get control of her
emotions. She was failing miserably. Her husband laying there,
bloody and unmoving, strapped to a gurney, boxes of medical
paraphernalia stacked on his legs, an EMT holding an I.V. bag in
the air above him was unbearable. When three firemen and a female
EMT pushed the gurney at a dead run for fifty yards to reach the
waiting ambulance, it was April’s final straw. She wrapped her arms
across her stomach, hugging herself, while sinking to her knees.
The agony in her voice as she cursed God and the devil alike was
heartrending to those around her. Deputy Kaufman placed a
comforting arm around April’s narrow shoulders, urging her to stand
up. “Come on, Mrs. Rourk, I’ll drive you to the hospital.”

Mrs. Kravitz stood in front of April, and
with a no-nonsense, firm voice said, “Young lady, pull yourself
together – NOW!”

April just needed someone to take control in
order for her to pull herself together. The kindly old busybody was
in control, and for that April was thankful. She sniffled back her
tears, wiped her runny nose with the back of her hand, and then
wiped her hand on her pants. Deputy Kaufman helped April to
stand.

Mrs. Kravitz, carrying the baby, led the way
out the door to the patrol car that sat in her driveway. April,
Deputies Kaufman and Matern followed close behind.

Deputy Matern opened the rear passenger
door. April climbed in first, sliding all the way across the hard
plastic seat. Mrs. Kravitz got in with the baby next.

“Deputy, would you please get my purse? I
left it on the kitchen counter” Mrs. Kravitz asked Kaufman. “I’d
lose my fool head if it weren’t attached, don’t ya know.” she said,
to no one in particular.

April was in mild shock. Tears continued to
run silently down her pale face, but she was smiling, the only
thought she was aware of was ‘I leave my purse on the kitchen
counter, too’. She was grasping for a connection, something,
anything in common with another when it seemed that there was no
one in the entire world who could understand how alone and isolated
she felt.

Deputy Kaufman handed the forgotten purse to
Mrs. Kravitz, a plain black leather shoulder bag, and got into the
passenger seat just as the concussion of the tear gas guns
reverberated through the neighborhood.

Deputy Matern dropped the car into drive and
made a hasty retreat from the dangers of Arroyo Grande Drive.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 30

 


 


The SWAT Team members moved in on the Rourk
house, edging along the stucco covered outside walls, using the
house itself for protective cover, as they positioned themselves
for entry.

They moved in tandem. Able and Denver were
on either side of the front door. Baker and Charlie had taken up
position next to the now shattered sliding glass door that opened
into the master bedroom. Edward and Frank had crept into the garage
and waited by the laundry room door. Every man and woman - team
member Edward was actually Laura Lucas, a petite brunette woman
under all the armor – had their gas masks in place, weapons at the
ready – locked and loaded, safety’s off.

Lt. Allen gave the order – “Move!”

From that point on, everything happened with
amazing speed. As each team entered, the patrol deputies all moved
in to closer firing positions, pistols and shotguns aimed at every
possible exit point ready to aid their brothers-in-arms.

Winchell and Farrell donned gas masks and
took up the positions Edward and Frank had just vacated in the
garage.

Ross and Chapman climbed the back fence,
taking prone positions on the back yard lawn, guns aimed at the
sliding glass bedroom door.

Baker was the first one into the bedroom,
his Heckler and Koch model 93 assault rifle leading the way, a
bright, krypton bulb flashlight attached to the underside of the
short barrel, it’s illumination piercing the fog-like veil created
by the tear gas. He quickly searched back and forth with the beam,
not seeing anyone, as he moved forward.

Charlie was right behind his partner, a
modified M-16 with a folding stock and laser sights in his hands.
His weapon also had a flashlight beam spearing into the fog from
beneath its barrel. As his partner turned left, he would turn
right, working as a team, watching one another’s back. “Master
bedroom cle…” His words were drowned out by the roar of gunfire at
close range. Baker was tossed into the huge mirror that was
attached to the long dresser, glass shattering. Charlie sought a
target, found none, felt the fire burn in his left hand a moment
before he realized that he had been shot in the wrist. The next
shot took his consciousness.

 


 


Scrappy had come to just as Rourk was
walking out of the garage. He took a moment to get his equilibrium
back before standing.

Conan looked bad, but he was groaning, so he
was alive. Scrappy grabbed his gun, checked the clip – still full –
and with a slight pull on the slide he was able to see that a live
round was still chambered. He slid the clip back into place.

He had a good idea of what to expect. Tear
gas, cops in body armor and gas masks. And his third strike. If not
for the mandatory 25 years to life prison sentence he would receive
under California’s Three Strikes law, he would have surrendered,
then and there. Sure, he would be looking at about 10 years on a
20-year sentence under the old law, but 10 years he could do. 10
years, he could learn a trade or two. 10 years he would be too damn
old for all this shit. Life? Scrappy had no idea who it was that
said, “Give me liberty or give me death,” but the quote rang true
in his mind. “Give me mother-fuckin’ death,” he whispered.

“Give me Goddamn mother-fuckin’ death, you
bastards!” he said with conviction, steeling himself for what was
to come.

Looking around, he decided what preparations
must be made, and quickly set out to get things ready.

First, he had to get Conan up. He went into
the master bathroom, filled a glass with cold water and took it
into the bedroom to pour on Conan’s battered face.

Blinking his eyes and shaking his head at
the suddenness with which his consciousness had returned, Conan
moaned, spit blood, vomit and water from his mouth, and then wiped
his face with the heavy down quilt that covered the bed. “Did you
get ‘im”” he inquired through clenched teeth.

“No. He got away. We’re surrounded!” Scrappy
said with true cheer.

“And that makes you happy?” stated Conan,
reaching between the mattress and headboard for his gun. Finding
it, he turned, slowly, painfully, and sat up, facing his partner,
“Why?”

“Now we make history, comrade!” He was
exuberant, “Now we kill some mother-fuckin’ pigs!”

A smile slowly spread across Conan’s swollen
face. Misquoting the lyrics to an old Ice Cube song, “It really is
a good day – I’ll get to shoot a pig with an A-K!” They both
laughed.

Scrappy then relayed his plan of attack.
Conan readily agreed.

First, they soaked tee shirts in water, and
then tied them across their nose and mouth. Scrappy, staying low
crept into the kitchen where he lifted the stovetop and blew out
the pilots before turning the burner knobs on full. Gas hissed out
of the ports into the air.

He hurried back to the master bedroom,
closing all the doors along the hallway as he went. Once the
bedroom door was closed behind him, he stuffed a towel into the
crack at the bottom of the door, then poured a bottle of Baccardi
151 rum along the towel – saving the final couple of swallows for
himself.

Conan had removed the sheets and blankets
from the bed and was busy soaking them with water in the tub. Once
they were wet through and through, he remade the bed, leaving all
the coverings to hang over the edges of the king-size mattress,
tucking nothing in.

These preparations took about 10 minutes.
Now they waited – passing various bottles of alcohol back and forth
between them – a final buzz? Liquid courage? Probably a bit of
both.

When the first canister shattered the
sliding glass door, the two skinheads quickly lifted the mattress
and slid between it ant the box springs, letting the wet blankets
and sheets conceal their presence. Guns ready, they waited. When
the SWAT officers burst through the curtained doorway, they saw an
empty room.

Scrappy was on the side furthest from the
sliding glass door. When he heard footsteps enter the wet tile of
the bathroom, he pulled the covers back just enough to see into the
bathroom doorway. The moment he saw the cop return to the bedroom,
he opened fire. His first shot hit the cop in the neck, spinning
him slightly to the right, facing Scrappy full on. His next two
shots were directed into the cops’ chest, the force of the slugs
slamming into the Kevlar coated body armor, lifting the cop off his
feet and slamming him into the mirror above the dresser.

As soon as Conan heard the first shot, he
peeled back the covers from the opposite side of the bed and sought
a target. His eyes were burning and the wet t-shirt didn’t work as
well as he had hoped to keep the gas from his throat and lungs. But
he could easily see the flashlight beam piercing the fog and that’s
where he aimed. The shot hit the cop in the wrist, though he didn’t
know it. All he knew was that he had hit the cop somewhere.
The cop had screamed in pain. He kept firing at the dark figure
shrouded in the mist. The cop went down.

 


 


“Shots fired! Rear of the house!” Roared the
high-pitched voice of Edward.

“Baker – Charlie, report!” ordered Lt. Allen
over the radio. When no reply came, he ordered his remaining two
teams to work their way toward the master bedroom. “Use extreme
caution!” he warned.

 


 


Scrappy pulled out his Zippo lighter, struck
the wheel across the flint and tossed the flame onto the rum-soaked
towel. The alcohol ignited instantly, a blue flame danced along the
towel, turning orange once the cotton began to burn. He tossed two
more bottles of whiskey against the closed door, shattering the
glass and adding fuel to the fire.

“Get ready, comrade!” Scrappy called
out.

Both men burrowed deep toward the center of
the mattress and waited.

 


 


The remaining SWAT team members took
positions in the hall – two high, two low – as they had practiced
dozens of times. Automatically the group member of each two-man
team with the lowest letter designation took the low position. Able
and Edward were similarly positioned, down on one knee, their left
elbow resting on left knee, steadying their weapon. Denver and
Frank stood their full height just behind their low-lying team
members.

With hand signals, Able directed Denver – at
6’4”, 265 pounds, he was by far the largest team member – to kick
in the closed bedroom door.

 


 


Lt. Allen watched in horror as the explosion
blew out all the glass in the house and lifted its roof nearly two
feet in the air.

Winchell and Farrell caught the tail edge of
the concussion and they both stumbled out of the garage,
disoriented, ears ringing. Other deputies rushed to their aid,
guiding them through the barricade of patrol cars to fire
department paramedics.

 


 


The moment Frank’s size 15 boot made contact
with the bedroom door, the flames ignited the gas that had
collected in the top half of the house. The explosion came from
above; it’s force slamming the SWAT members to the floor. Everyone
was rendered unconscious. However, everyone was alive.

 


 


Conan and Scrappy crawled out from the
safety of their hiding place. There was no turning back now. They
tucked their pistols in their waistbands and picked up the assault
weapons that the cops had, in their view, so kindly brought to
them.

Scrappy turned over the body closest to him.
The hand-lettered name on the back of the guys’ helmet had said
“Baker.” The nametag sewn to his black shirt said “CRUZ.” “You can
CRUZ to Hell, punk!” Scrappy whispered as he pressed the
barrel of Cruz’s H and K 93 into his forehead and pulled the
trigger.

The body spasmed, then stilled. When a
bullet rips through the brain like that, death comes quickly. The
foul stench of emptied bowels reached Scrappy’s nose before blood
had a chance to trickle from the entrance wound.

“Oh, fuck yeah, comrade!” shouted Conan,
demented delight evident in the glazed look in his eyes. He turned
to the other fallen officer, pointed the business end of the M-16
at him and pulled the trigger. A three round burst of automatic
gunfire resulted. The black face in the helmet marked “Charlie”
shredded into an unrecognizable pulp of black flesh, red meat mixed
with blood and white bone.

Conan danced a little jig over the body and
sang.

 


 


Lt. Allen hadn’t been able to raise any of
his people on the radio since the explosion. Flames licked at the
shredded curtains in the living room – the plywood covering the
picture window had blown into the front yard making the curtains
again visible. The fire was minor, from what he could gather from
the deputies positioned around the house, but it was beginning to
spread.

A dozen firefighters stood by to attack the
fire – several directing a stream of water into the living room
from behind the safety of the police barricade.

A shot rang out from within the house.

Lt. Allen, with a calm that belied his inner
turmoil and fear, called over the radio to his team, “Control to
team. Report.”

Silence was the response, followed a moment
later by the distinctive sound of an M-16 firing a 3-round
automatic burst.

Lt. Allen’s hopes soared – the only people
with automatic weapons were his –someone is alive!

His hopes disintegrated as the radio came
alive with a scratchy singsong voice, “Killed a nigger cop today,
Do Dah, Do Dah. Shot him in the face today, oh, the Do Dah
day!”

Lt. Allen raced the ten steps to the SWAT
van and grabbed a SPAZ-12 automatic 12-guage shotgun, checked its
magazine, chambered a double-ought buck filled shell and jumped out
of the van. He yelled over his shoulder for those behind him to
provide cover. Most stayed behind the protection of their vehicles,
a few followed him to the east side of the house.

Allen reached the side gate, reached over
and released the catch. The gate swung slowly inward. He stepped
through the gate, weapon first, sweeping side to side, seeking a
target. There were two deputies lying prone in the grass, their
weapons trained on the shattered sliding glass door.

Smoke was billowing out of the opening in
the thick gray-black clouds. Red and orange flames were attacking
the wooden eaves and the drapes were fully engulfed.

Allen turned to say something to the men
behind him. Before he could open his mouth, shots erupted. He dove
to the ground, looking for the source as he rolled to his left.

 


 


“Butch and Sundance,” Scrappy said with a
grin.

Conan stopped kicking the corpse of the
black deputy, turned and looked at his partner. “Yeah, Butch and
muther fuckin’ Sundance!” He walked toward the light that brightly
filled the opening to the back yard. From the dark recess of the
bedroom he could just make out the two deputies lying in the grass,
twenty yards out.

He could also see two television news
helicopters circling nearby. “Call Channel Seven, Bro.” he told
Scrappy, as he pointed to the blue and white chopper.

Scrappy took out his Motorola cell phone and
called directory assistance, who, for a small fee, connected him
with the Channel Seven Eyewitness Newsroom. He handed the phone to
Conan.

“Eyewitness News, how may I direct your
call?” came the cheery voice of the receptionist.

“You got a helicopter flyin’ over the house
I’m in – I just killed a nigger cop and my comrade just greased a
greaser cop – put me through to the news director.”

Shock and nervousness tensed the voice on
the other end, “Hold please, I’ll put you through.”

“This is Jeff Roberts, news director, who am
I talking to?” came a deep resonate voice nearly a minute
later.

“Well, you can call me Butch”, Conan
replied.

“Alright, Butch, how do I know you are in
the house that is surrounded?”

“See the two cops laying in the grass in the
back yard?”

“Yeah, everyone tuned to Channel Seven can
see them.”

“Have your cameraman zoom in close on those
two and I’ll give you reason to believe me.”

“Well, I don’t…” the director began.

“Do it or I’ll kill another cop!”

“Hold on.” The director came back on the
line within 15 seconds. “It’s done.”

“Now watch your TV,” Conan said, setting the
phone on the bed. He and Scrappy leveled their recently acquired
weapons at the prone officers.

“On three,” Scrappy whispered.

“Three,” said Conan.

Both men opened fire.

Deputy Curtis Ross was killed instantly. The
three-round burst Conan had put through Ross’ mouth and chin exited
his neck, disintegrated his fourth and fifth cervical vertebrae,
severing his spinal cord.

Wayne Chapman wasn’t so lucky. The first
bullet entered his face, just below the right eye, blinding him.
The second entered his shoulder, ricocheting off bone to tear a
painful, and ultimately fatal path of destruction, before exiting
above his left hip.

Conan picked up the phone and said, “See, I
told you it was me!”

 


 


Allen was about 20 feet from the open door –
on the opposite side from the two deputies who had just been shot.
Rage filled him. His men were being executed. He had to stop it, or
die trying. The SPAZ-12 held a drum magazine that contained 50
rounds. It was like a huge Tommy gun, only four times faster and
twenty times more dangerous. He got to his feet and began pumping
rounds into the open doorway as he rushed forward. The heavy gun
bucked in his hands. He pulled it tighter to his shoulder and
charged into the abyss, buckshot strafing the room.

The first shot sent pieces of the Motorola
into Conan’s skull. The lead pellets shattered the phone, the hand
that held it and the ear that it was pressed against, a split
second prior to taking the life of the person – some would say
animal – laughing into the receiver.

Scrappy turned to his left, attempting to
bring his weapon to bear on the source of the sudden onslaught of
hot lead.

A dark figure broke through the smoke and
flame, flashes of red and orange extending in front of it. Scrappy
felt himself being lifted into the air. His hands suddenly empty,
weapon gone. There was no pain. Just heat. Heat blossomed from his
chest, hip and both knees as he fell back into the flame engulfed
carpeting.

 


 


Allen saw the first skinhead in a bloody
heap near the door when he first entered. In the split second his
mind registered the body, it also told him to ‘be sure’. He pumped
another round into the head of his ‘target’.

The second skinhead was turning toward him.
His mind registered the weapon, but it didn’t matter. The weapon
was already falling to the floor, as shot after shot found its
mark.

Stepping over the king-size bed, Allen
continued firing into the body of the skinhead who lay in the
flames.

Scrappy’s last thought was one of thanks to
this cop who was killing him. Thankful that he wasn’t being left to
burn to death in the flames that were already beginning to melt his
flesh.

Allen stooped to check for a pulse on Cruz.
There was none. He grabbed his radio and keyed the mike, “All
clear! All clear! Get some fire crews in here! Both suspects
dead!”

The smoke was thickening, but Lt. Timothy
Allen would have had tears in his eyes, even if the air had been
clear. He set down his weapon and pulled Deputy Cruz’s body
outside.

 


 


Mrs. Kravitz insisted on Deputy Matern
stopping at the store so she could get snacks and a drink for the
baby. By the time they arrived at the hospital, news crews and
photographers were swarming the emergency room entrance. Matern
parked in front of the hospital, avoiding the reporters.

Once inside, April was taken to the
emergency room, where she was sedated.

Mrs. Kravitz held and talked with the baby
and waited. She was pleased when a woman she recognized as a
frequent visitor to the Rourk home was ushered into the waiting
room and introduced herself as April Rourk’s grandmother, Lee
Zigan. With her was her granddaughter, Victoria. “Vickey,” insisted
the young woman, as she sat next to Mrs. Kravitz on the coarse,
brown weave, patterned couch.

The television in the corner was tuned to
Channel Seven. The deaths of four deputies and the two skinheads
suspected of killing them was being rehashed for the
10th or 12th time. Big news for a big city –
HUGE news for the desert.

Vickey kept thinking of the song ‘Dirty
Laundry’ as she watched the blonde woman attempt to not smile in
front of the camera while reporting the tragedy: “THE
BUBBLE-HEADED BLEACHED BLONDE COMES ON AT FIVE – TELL YOU ABOUT THE
PLANE CRASH WITH A GLEAM IN HER EYE.”

Vickey was not a glamorous kind of woman,
but beautiful, like Bailey on WKRP or Mary Ann on Gilligan’s
Island. The kind of girl guys the world over hoped to take home to
momma. Her long brown hair was luxuriant and the natural highlights
matched the gold flecks in her eyes. She was disgusted by the news
coverage.

“Can I hold the baby, Mrs. Kravitz?” she
asked, needing a distraction.

The older woman was grateful for the break.
She hadn’t held a baby in thirty-seven years. And Lisa, being just
over 3 years old, was getting pretty heavy.

 


 


Sullivan came out of the emergency room to
find Granny and Vickey waiting with Lisa.

“Where is April?” he asked.

“Are you okay?” Granny asked, standing up
and placing a gnarled, yet comforting hand along his jaw.

“Yeah, fine, Granny. Where’s April?”

“In there somewhere,” she said, pointing
toward the double doors he had just walked through.

His eyes flashed with concern and he spun
around to the admitting window. “You have my wife – April Rourk –
is she okay?” he demanded of the admitting nurse.

“She’ll be fine. In fact, she should be
released any time now. She just needed a sedative.”
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The gauntlet of reporters they had to pass
on the way out of the hospital was twice as bad as the last time
infamy had touched upon Sullivan Rourk. The cops were no help –
they had just lost four of their own and four more were being
treated inside for injuries sustained at the Rourk house. The fact
that Sullivan wouldn’t provide the detectives with any cooperation,
wouldn’t make a statement, wouldn’t aid in getting closure to this
horrendous nightmare, didn’t exactly endear him to the Sheriff’s
Department.

Klieg lights. Microphones. Flashes.
Questions. An assault on the senses. Sullivan stopped to address
the crowd, letting everyone else escape the onslaught.

“I want to express my deepest condolences to
the families and friends of those who lost their lives today. They
protected my family, my neighbors and myself with their very lives.
For that I am grateful and deeply saddened. When the investigation
is all done, it’ll be anyone’s guess where blame gets placed for
these deaths”, Sullivan paused, turned slightly to stare straight
into the lens of the Channel 7 mini-cam, then continued in a voice
filled with venom, “but I can tell you right now that the blame
doesn’t belong with anyone that was there today – it belongs with
the FBI, because if they hadn’t gone off half-cocked and shot me
up, none of this would be happening now.”

“Are you saying that this was a setup by the
FBI, Mr. Rourk?” shouted one reporter.

“No” he replied before hurrying into the
parking lot. A Ford Aerostar minivan was waiting with its sliding
side door open, April waving to him from inside. He jumped in and
slid the door closed behind him.

“Vickey thinks you have terrible taste in
men, April,” said Granny Zigan as they pulled out of the parking
lot.

“Granny!” Vickey said, her face and neck
turning bright red with embarrassment.

“I’m not so sure myself, Vickey,” April
mumbled.

“I believe you have wonderful taste – this
time” Granny said, surprising everyone in the van. She had their
attention and continued, “I spoke with Frank this morning. He told
me that I should come and get you all because trouble was sure to
be comin’ and it wasn’t Sullivan’s fault. So lets just quit tryin’
to fix blame. The three of you will be stayin’ with me – April, you
can have your old room.” Granny looked off into the distance,
seeing something none of the others could. “That room is just like
you and Lisa left it.”

 


 


The Sheriff’s Department had taped off the
Rourk’s house as a crime scene, but they had been allowed to go
inside to retrieve some personal items. They were also allowed to
take the Corvette and the Jeep. It was a small caravan that drove
away from the destruction on Arroyo Grande, Sullivan, alone with
his thoughts in the Vette, April and the baby ahead of him in the
Jeep, both following Vickey and Granny to Lancaster.

Sullivan had a vague recollection of the
desert town from years earlier when he had driven out to Edwards
Air Force Base to see the first space shuttle landing. It wasn’t
much of a town, from what he recalled – but as long as it was safe
for his wife and daughter, he would be happy in any town.

The house hadn’t changed. It was still the
same desert tan stucco with chocolate trim. The grass still refused
to grow in the strip of ground adjacent to the driveway. The garage
door still didn’t close all the way.

“Don’t tell me Frank still has that old car
up on blocks in the garage,” April said to Vickey when they walked
up the drive.

“You don’t think he’d let Granny get rid of
it, do you?” she replied.

Inside everything was different, yet the
same. The walls in the kitchen and living room had been repainted
with the same stark white paints as were used when April had helped
Lisa and Vickey paint them years earlier. The living room furniture
was new, but close in style to the old, dark, comfortable furniture
April remembered. The three-cushion couch sat near the sliding
glass door – just as the old one had. Against the far wall was the
love seat sitting at a 90-degree angle from the couch – just as the
old one had. End tables, coffee table, Lazy-boy, entertainment
center – all positioned just as before.

Vickey whispered into April’s ear, “Granny
keeps it all the same, in case you or Lisa ever came back, so you
would feel at home.”

Tears threatened to spill over April’s
lashes, spiking them with the wetness as she blinked them back. All
these years Granny had held out hope for her to return. Her and
Lisa. Now she and Lisa were home. Not the same Lisa, but still a
Lisa that Granny loves, just the same. Granny came through the
bat-wing saloon doors that separated the kitchen from the entrance
hall. She carried four open long neck bottles of Budweiser between
the gnarled fingers of her left hand, and a baby bottle filled with
apple juice in the other. “Welcome home” she said, her voice
catching as emotions ran high.

 


 


The Rourks settled in quickly. The house in
Indian Wells would have to be leveled. The insurance company
settled easily enough. With that money, Sullivan figured to buy a
place in Lancaster. April didn’t want to move, though. She was
happy to be home.

When Sullivan bought a house on the next
street without talking it over with his wife, she was furious. She
wouldn’t even go look at it. Sullivan spent weeks on renovating the
house. By the time he was done, April was happily spending money to
decorate. It was Granny Zigan who had persuaded April to follow her
husband. “Damn it, child, this house is and always will be your
home, but you’ve got to get out and live your own life – build a
home of your own. Besides that, you and that horny husband of yours
are keepin’ me awake nights, what with all that moanin’ and
groanin’ and carryin’ on.

April had turned bright red, embarrassed
that Granny had been hearing them make love.

“You think she’s noisy now?” Sullivan
chided, “You should hear her when nobody is in the house!”

April slapped him on the arm.

Granny laughed, and then leaned over close
to April, “Is he really that damn good?”

“Granny!” April exclaimed.

Sullivan and the old woman laughed.

 


 


Getting settled into their new home was fun
and easy from that point on. Sullivan had found a job with a
consulting firm in the San Fernando Valley. He had a long commute
when he went into the office, but was able to do most of his work
from home.

April went to work for the city. She took a
position with the zoning office. She would have to inspect all
blueprints before permits being issued. Like her husband, most of
her work could be done from her home office. The Rourk’s 5 bedroom
house was reduced to 3 bedrooms and 2 offices.

The baby grew quickly. By her fourth
birthday it was obvious that Lisa would have her mother’s good
looks and her father’s height. She would be a star.

There remained a dark cloud over the Rourk’s
lives. Sullivan had never notified his parole officer of his new
address. In fact, he had never reported to his parole officer.

Spanky had paroled a couple of months after
Sullivan. He stayed out of trouble for nearly two years before he
was pulled over right in front of the Rourk’s house and arrested
for possession of methamphetamine. He had pulled into Sullivan’s
driveway on his Harley, the Los Angeles County Sheriff’s patrol car
right behind him. April had gone out to see what was going on –
Sullivan hid from view within the house. Spanky was already in
cuffs by the time April got to him.

“Have your ol’ man take care of my bike,
sis” Spanky called out over his shoulder while one of the two
deputies escorted him t the back seat of the patrol car.

“Why are you arresting my brother?” April
demanded.

The deputy showed her a small zip-lock
baggie containing a white crystalline substance and said,
“Possession of methamphetamine.” He went on to ask if the
motorcycle would be okay there. When she said it would, he handed
her the key.

Several hours later, Sullivan answered the
phone, “Hello?”

“Hey, Bro, glad it was you and not Helene
who answered”, Spanky said from the other end of the line.

“Spanky! How much is your bail? We’ll get
you out right away.”

“Ain’t got no bail, the parole office has a
hold on me, so I ain’t gettin’ out any time real soon.”

“Shit!”

“Hey, don’t trip. I had a good long run.
This’ll just be a little vacation.”

“How the fuck can you call that shit hole a
vacation spot?” Sullivan was incredulous.

“Look, I need a favor.”

“You know all you need to do is ask.”

“Lift the tank and get rid of what’s
there.”

“On the bike?” Sullivan asked.

“Yeah – don’t say nothin’ more on this
phone” Spanky warned.

“Alright. Call me back in an hour.”

“It’ll probably be tomorrow before I get
back to a phone.”

“Okay, call me tomorrow then. Do you need
any money on your books?”

“Naw, I got plenty of cash for now, but call
that mouthpiece you met, the kike.”

“His name is Friedman, Gary Friedman, and I
doubt he would be much good to you if you call him a kike,”
Sullivan warned his brother-in-law.

“Hey, no disrespect intended” Spanky
said.

“Alright, alright, I’ll get him to come see
you this week.”

“Thanks, bro.” Spanky said before he hung up
the phone.

Placing the receiver into its cradle,
Sullivan hurried out to the garage. He checked the bike over. The
1962 Pan Head was immaculate. The two tone powder blue and white
paint was almost as reflective as the chrome that glistened from
most of the metal parts. He used a ½ inch socket to remove the bolt
at the bottom of the tank, and then lifted it up. On the frame,
rolled up and fastened with black electrical tape, was what had to
be a pound of meth in a plastic baggie. He pulled the baggie free
with his left hand and eased the Fat Bob tank back down with his
right.

Sitting on the bike, Sullivan began to
sweat, even though it was only 55 degrees in the garage. He stared
at the drug within the big zip lock bag. It looked like shards of
glass. He hadn’t done any speed since before he went into prison.
That was 5 years ago.

Five years and still, the sight of the
powerful powder reached out and grabbed his very soul.

“I’ll get rid of it,” he whispered to
himself, even as he broke the seal on the baggie, turning the green
strip to yellow and blue.

There was a warm bottle of Dr. Pepper
sitting on the dryer. Sullivan had left it there; it’s contents
half drank, earlier when he had pushed the motorcycle into the
garage. He reached for it now and dumped a small quantity of the
meth into warm soda. The drink fizzed as the dope dissolved. He
drank it down in several long gulps.

The Dr. Pepper couldn’t mask the taste of
the meth, but it did dilute it considerably. Still, Sullivan’s face
contorted as the bitterness assailed his taste buds.

Within a matter of minutes, Sullivan was
feeling the effects of the drug. Everything around him appeared
clearer, all of his senses seemed to be enhanced. His energy level
had more than tripled. He quickly rolled up the baggie and hid it
in his rollaway toolbox, carefully locking the cabinet before going
in to call the lawyer.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 32

 


 


“Damn it, Sullivan, you’re using again!”
April shouted at her husband, who was under the kitchen sink
replacing the garbage disposal.

“Yeah, right,” he tried to sound tired,
“hand me that nine-sixteenth wrench.”

She handed him the tool, peering in at him,
a questioning look on her pretty face.

Sullivan finished tightening the bolts, and
then used a pipe wrench to tighten the drainpipes. Slowly he
crawled out from under the sink. Wet and dirty, he forced himself
to slow down his movements, feigning a minor pain in his back as he
shoved the dish soap and scrub pads back into the cabinet. He
didn’t look at April until he had gathered his tools and the old
disposal unit. “What?”

April was looking at him intently. He knew
she knew, but he wasn’t going to ever admit it. In fact, he would
deny it until she believed him.

“Bullshit! Your eyes are dilated and you’ve
been busting your ass around here for the last two weeks.”

“Damn straight, I’ve been busting my ass”
Sullivan interrupted, “You’ve been after me for months to get these
things done. Now that I’m doing them, you flip out!”

“Why now? Why all of a sudden are you eager
to get the disposal fixed, reseed the backyard and tile the guest
bathroom?”

“Because I could end up in jail at any
moment”

“What are you talking about?”

“Since Spanky was arrested, I’ve realized
that I could get stopped ant any time and hauled in on a parole
violation. In case you hadn’t noticed, I’ve never reported. And I
wanted the house taken care of for you in case that happens.”

The lies began.

 


 


Sullivan tried to hide his use. He even
tried to not use. But he had to. He couldn’t get up and
function without the drug. And, he reasoned, if he stayed in bed
for a couple of days to recuperate, then April would know he
had been using. He began making up fictitious business meetings so
he could get away from April and her suspicions.

The weeks became months. The questions, the
accusations, slowed, then stopped altogether. Sullivan had long
given up on believing he had fooled April. When Spanky was finally
released, 12 months to the day after his arrest, Sullivan went to
pick him up at Chino Prison.

Spanky, though happy to have a ride home and
not have to go Greyhound, was shocked by Sullivan’s appearance. He
had always been very meticulous about his appearance, even his
Levis were usually ironed, but now he looked like another person
altogether. Gone was the perfectly groomed hair, clean, pressed
clothes and healthy look. Rourk had lost over 30 pounds. His hair
was greasy and in need of being cut. The gray jeans looked like
they had been worn continuously for the better part of a week.

“Goddamn it, Bro, what the fuck happened to
you?” Spanky asked. His mouth hung open, an emphasis to his dismay
at Sullivan’s appearance.

“Not you, too!” Rourk said angrily, “Fuckin’
April keeps bitchin’, too. I tell ya, I’m tired of it.”

“I’ll bet she’s pissed,” said Spanky,
opening the passenger door of the Vette.

Sullivan got in the drivers seat and slammed
the door. Half of the dashboard trim fell out of the dash. Rourk
slammed his hand against the plastic molding, shoving it back in
place. As he did, the glove compartment door fell open. Inside the
small storage area rested the car’s registration, a 357 Magnum
revolver and several syringes filled with a yellow tinted
liquid.

Spanky slammed the glove box closed and
pressed his knee against it to keep it closed. “Man, Sully, you
really are blowin’ it.” He nearly hissed the words.

“Yeah, yeah. So, I’m blowin’ it” Rourk
replied nonchalantly as he turned the key in the ignition.

The two-hour drive back to Lancaster was
made with very little talking. When Sullivan made the turn on to
his street, he pulled to the curb two houses before his own and
stopped. “April’s got a key to the garage. Your bikes in there.” He
spoke while staring straight ahead. “I started it yesterday.”

“Aren’t you going home?”

“I did that pound of dope,” Sullivan said,
still looking off into the distance.

“Yeah, that’s kinda obvious, Bro.” Spanky
shook his head slowly back and forth. “It’s time to clean up,
Sully.”

“Fuck that.”

Spanky got out, shoved the door closed and
walked the remaining 50 yards to the Rourk’s house. April was
standing out in the driveway. Sullivan made a u-turn and then a
left. The low rumble of the Corvettes 454 motor slowly faded.

April hugged her adopted brother. He
expected tears, but she was long past being all cried out.

“What happened, Helene?” Spanky asked,
reverting to her prior name.

She stepped back and held her hands out in
front of her, palms up, and said, “I told him he had to quit and he
said, ‘Well, I got pussy in one hand, dope in the other’.” She
dropped the first hand, leaving the hand representing the dope
still out front.

“Sis…” he began.

“I’m leaving him,” she said,
matter-of-factly, then turned and walked into the house.

 


 


The sign said, ‘BILLIARDS – DRINKS – DARTS –
DANCING’. Sullivan pulled in and parked. Dusk was giving way to
full darkness as he removed his gun and a syringe full of meth. He
put the gun in his waistband, careful to pull his belt a makeshift
notch tighter. The needle went into his sock.

The bar was only dimly lit, which was fine.
And there were half a dozen decent looking women who appeared to be
unattached, which was ever better. He ordered a bottle of Coors
Light and gave the bartender his Visa to run a tab against. There
were three dartboards along the back wall of the narrow building.
That’s where he headed, beer in hand.

Though Rourk was an avid dart player, it
wasn’t the dartboards that grabbed his attention. Rather it was the
way the short skirt rode up to reveal twin crescents of pale blue
cotton panty each time their blonde owner tossed a dart.

From behind, she was a 10, Sullivan
automatically rated on his own sliding scale – zero to ten, ten
being best. Fours, fives and sixes sober could be tens, depending
on how horny he was. He was pretty damn horny. Seeing April earlier
made him that way, but this gal throwing darts would have been a
solid 9, even if he were sober. She had white-blonde hair that fell
straight to her shoulders; she was petite, no more than a size 3,
thin without being skinny, nicely shaped tan legs and a tight,
almost boyish butt. She walked to the board and removed her three
darts. When she turned to walk back to the throw line, Sullivan was
quick to give her his highest rating once more. The round face,
bright blue eyes and straight white teeth combined with a small,
slightly up-turned nose to make this woman very cute. An adorable
little surfer girl.

“You any good?” Sullivan asked with a
mischievous grin.

She looked him up and down. Even as thin as
he had gotten Sullivan still looked reasonably handsome. The
scruffy look gave him a slightly dangerous appearance that appealed
to a lot of women, including the one standing before him. Her eyes
smiled when she spoke, “I’ve been good at everything I’ve ever
tried.”

“Yeah? How ‘bout trying me?” Sullivan
replied. He watched the woman’s nipples harden as she thought about
her reply, her tight t-shirt growing a little tighter.

“Sure, why not?” she said, locking eyes with
him. “Cricket?” she asked, referring to a game played wherein the
players attempt to hit only the numbers 15 through 20 and the
bull’s-eye three times each. First one to do so wins.”

“Cricket’s fine. My name’s Sullivan.” Rourk
gave her a lopsided little boy grin.

“Cricket.”

“Sure, but aren’t you going to let me know
who I’m playing?”

“That’s my name and my game.” She turned and
threw her three darts in rapid succession, hitting a double 20,
single 18 and triple 15. After retrieving her darts, she turned
back and smiled, “Cricket Warren. Triple 15, last dart, I go again,
loser buys dinner.”

“Alright, Cricket Warren.”

Cricket threw a double 18 and a single 20,
but missed scoring with her third dart. Sullivan pulled his darts,
which were in a hardened plastic case, from his hip pocket. After
fitting the flights into the shafts, he stepped up to the throw
line. He held his dart with the tip pointing toward the floor. When
he threw, the weight and aerodynamics of the darts’ construction
sent the point to wherever his index finger was pointing at the
time of release. In this instance, he threw a double bull’s-eye
with each of his first two darts and a triple 20 with the third.
“You sure you don’t want to throw in a trip to Vegas with that
dinner?”

“If I could get off work, I’d take you up on
it, but…” She left the rest unsaid.

Sullivan retrieved his darts and threw
again. By the time he missed, all he needed were his 15’s and 16’s.
He was very good at the game – but so was Cricket. Her next time up
brought her to within a double bull’s-eye of winning. When she
missed with her second and third darts, her look was one of
impending defeat. Rourk threw, scoring a triple 16 and a single 15
with his first two darts, but slipped over the wire on the third to
land in the 14 slot.

Cricket’s smile was back as Sullivan bowed
to her in mock grandeur and said, “Lady Cricket, the court is
yours.”

“Thank you.” She put a hand along his
grizzled cheek, then leaned up and brushed her lips against his.
“For luck.”

Cricket’s first dart hit center, scoring the
double bull’s-eye for the game.

“Fine shot!” Sullivan was impressed. “Where
would you like to eat?”

“The crab at the Queen Mary is
fantastic.”

 


 


April began with the clothes in Lisa’s
closet, scooping armfuls of little dresses and shirts along with
their hangers, then hurrying out to her Jeep, where she dropped
them on the rear seat.

After her third trip, Spanky caught her by
the shoulder. “You sure ‘bout this, Helene?”

The hurt blazed in her eyes and he could see
her answer in her pain even before she spoke. “He’s been spun since
you got busted a year ago. The bastard is sleeping with bag whores.
We haven’t fucked in six months and his daughter asks if Daddy
still loves her.” Her voice was calm, the tones even.

“Come on. I’ll help you pack and take you
home to Granny.”

“No, I’ve rented an apartment on the east
side.”

“What furniture do you want to take?”

“None of it, other than Lisa’s bedroom
set.”

“I’ll call Bob D. over at the Shady Rest and
see about borrowing ol’ Cowboy’s pickup.”

“Thank you,” April said as she wrapped her
arms around her adopted brothers’ waist and hugged him.

 


 


Sullivan and Cricket never made it to the
Queen Mary.

Sullivan’s growling stomach reminded him
that they never even made it to dinner. He looked at the blonde
woman lying next to him. She was pretty, but not like April. There
was a time when April wasn’t much different than Cricket, he
thought, as he replayed scenes from the night before in his
mind.

As they got into Sullivan’s Vette, he
reached over and opened the glove box before pulling his gun from
his waistband. As he tossed the Magnum in, Cricket saw a full
syringe. She pointed to it and asked what it was. He remembered his
first thought was that she was probably anti-drug, or at least
anti-needles, and that she would be getting right back out any
second. He was thoroughly surprised when he told her that it was
speed and she said, “Well then, who needs food? My place is right
up the street, two signals then turn right. Second house on the
right.”

As he put the car into drive, cricket leaned
over, unzipped his pants and pulled his penis free. She deftly
brought him to a heightened state of arousal with her long,
delicate fingers and hot, sensuous mouth. He came as he was making
the right turn on to her street and ran up over the curb in the
process.

Sullivan brought the drugs and his gun into
the small but neat house. They were all over each other the moment
the door closed and naked before they could get to the bedroom. Her
body was nothing but sensuous curves. Her blonde hair was now
confirmed to be from a bottle, but that was fine.

Cricket took one of the syringes, pulled the
protective orange cap and quickly sunk the needle into the crook of
her elbow. She checked to be sure she was in a vein, and then
depressed the plunger. As she pulled the empty needle from her arm,
she took in a huge breath, and then coughed several deep
coughs.

Sullivan led her to the bed and guided her
to it. A Cheshire grin spread across her face and tiny beads of
perspiration sprang up on her forehead.

Cricket was licking her lips in anticipation
as she watched Sullivan put the needle into his own arm. He pushed
the liquid into his system and a shutter spread through his entire
body.

They spent the next several hours having
sex. What it lacked in emotional connection it made up for in terms
of raw intensity.

He looked once more at the sleeping woman
beside him. He lifted the thin cotton sheet that covered them both.
She had scratches on her back and ass, as well as a few bruises
where he had really dug into her butt with his fingers. He hated
this woman for not being April. She stirred and rolled onto her
back. Cricket opened her eyes and smiled a sleepy smile.

“Who’s April?” she asked.

Sullivan leaned back against the headboard
and closed his eyes before he answered her question. “April’s my
wife.”

Cricket crawled up and kissed Sullivan on
his forehead before telling him, “Go back to her.”

 


 


As Spanky finished putting the drawers into
his nieces’ dresser, April was tucking Lisa into her bed. “Do you
like your new room?” April asked her daughter.

“Yeah. When is Daddy coming home?” she
replied.

Spanky looked over at April, interested in
the response she would give.

“Daddy’s sick, sweetheart,” she began.

“Is he gonna die?” Lisa asked, her eyes wide
with fright.

April pulled her daughter to her, hugging
her tight and pulling her fingers through her long brown hair.
“Daddy needs to get some help, but he doesn’t want to do it right
now.” She sought more words, but found none.

Spanky finished for her. “Your Daddy is
going to be fine. But until he gets help and gets better, you and
your Momma are gonna live here, okay?”

“Okay.”

It was explanation enough for a little girl.
She climbed back under the covers, got a kiss from her mom and
uncle and quickly fell asleep.

Back in the living room downstairs, April
thanked her adoptive brother.

“No need to thank me. I’m family, sis. But
you can tell me what the Hell happened.”

April sat on the couch, pulling her legs up
under her and, hugging a throw pillow to her chest, told him what
she knew.

“He started using again, right after you
were arrested.”

“That’s partly my fault. I’d left a pound
stashed on my bike and asked him to get rid of it for me,” Spanky
interrupted.

“I kinda figured it was something like
that.” She stared off into the distance, not seeing the blank wall
ten feet in front of her, but seeing instead her husband in their
bathroom of the master bedroom.

Sullivan had several porn magazines open,
lying on the long counter beside the sink. They were all variations
of the same theme – girl on girl. He was naked and a sheen of oily
sweat coated his entire body. He was furiously stroking his penis.
He was so into his masturbation that he didn’t even hear April open
the bathroom door. She watched in disgust as her husband brought
himself to orgasm, his seed and sweat mingled on the glossy pages
of Hustler. “Fuck,” he whispered breathlessly.

“Yeah, fuck! Fuck YOU!” April screamed.

Sullivan spun to his left, seeing his wife
as she turned and fled.

She was in the kitchen cutting cucumber to
mix into the dinner salad when Sullivan finally emerged from the
bathroom. Freshly showered and shaved, dressed in a conservatively
cut suit.

“April,” he tried to put an arm around
her.

“Don’t,” she said through clenched
teeth.

He didn’t even attempt an explanation. “I’ve
got a meeting in Torrance, I’ll be back late,” was all he said
before grabbing his briefcase from the den and leaving the
house.

He didn’t come back for three days. When he
did come home, he went straight into the bedroom, undressed and
crawled into bed. He was asleep the moment his head hit the pillow.
He stayed that way for three days and two nights. When he finally
woke up, he ate ravenously before dragging himself into the
bathroom. When he emerged from there two hours later, he was
showered, shaved and high as a kite. He dressed and left without a
word.

“And life has basically been a constant
repetition of the same scenes ever since”, April concluded.

“Fuck, sis,” was all Spanky could find to
say.

“Yeah. Fuck,” she replied.

 


 


“So why don’t you go back to your wife?”
Cricket asked as she squeezed a glob of Crest onto her
toothbrush.

Sullivan was in the shower. He pulled the
brown vinyl curtain back and said, “Because I broke her heart and I
don’t deserve her.”

Cricket didn’t know what to say. She had
expected just about any answer but the one that he gave, so she
didn’t say anything. She spit into the sink, bent over to get some
water from the running faucet, rinsed and spit again. She wiped her
mouth on a towel that hung nearby.

Sullivan found Cricket in the living room,
watching the Today Show.

“I’d give up dope for just one night with
brunette on that show,” Sullivan said as he walked in and sat on
the couch.

“She is pretty, isn’t she?” Cricked
asked.

“More like gorgeous. Gorgeous, smart and
rich, but I’d take her even if she was flat broke.”

Cricket turned to look at him. “And why
would you want her if she were flat broke?”

Without hesitation he blurted out, “Because
I could talk to her about any subject, just like April.”

“You really love her, don’t you?”

“If you are talking about April, oh yeah, I
love her, heart and soul,” his eyes filled, “I love her and fucked
that love off.”

Cricket picked up the remote and muted the
talking heads. “Ya wanna talk about it?” she offered tenderly.

Sullivan leaned back and chewed on his lower
lip for a moment before deciding to speak. He told Cricket about
meeting April, getting shot by the FBI, the birth of Lisa, prison,
the skinheads, and, finally, his return to meth and his inability
to control his need for sex.

“I started buying porn mags and videos,
looking at them when April wasn’t home. I became more and more
demanding with her in bed, started taking photos of her and playing
different fantasy games. I brought up the possibility of bringing
in another woman – she wouldn’t hear of it.”

“Some women refuse to have lesbian
experiences. You can’t hold that against her.” Cricket defended the
woman she didn’t know. The woman whose husband she had slept with
only a few hours earlier.

“No, I don’t hold it against her, but the
more dope I did, the more I wanted two women. I started buying only
magazines depicting lesbians and I’d jack off to them. Finally, I
called an escort service and took two call girls to bed.”

“And was it all you thought it would be?”
she asked

“Yeah,” Sullivan paused, a single tear
rolled down each unshaven cheek, “but I had broke the trust that
April had put in me. After that, everything got worse. I haven’t
made love to my wife since then. She walked in on me while I was
jacking off to some porno mags. Hell, I even let another man suck
me off outside a bar in Santa Monica. Anything to take me away from
April.” Sullivan turned and looked at Cricket for the first time
since beginning his narration.

She placed a gentle hand against his
grizzled cheek, wiped his tears with her thumb and smiled a crooked
little smile. “Go to rehab, don’t tell her about the other sex
partners – including me – and go back to your wife and kid,”
Cricked tenderly admonished.

“Too late,” Sullivan said as he got up.

“You can stay here,” she offered as he
opened the front door.

He didn’t bother to turn around when he
said, “Thanks Cricket, but I gotta go.”

 


 


Sullivan drove slowly down the street. As
soon as he could see that April’s Jeep wasn’t in the driveway, he
spun the wheel to the right and headed home. His intention was to
grab a quick change of clothes and take off again.

The moment he opened the front door, he knew
something was different. The furniture was still arranged in the
same way as when he was last home. The pictures were still on the
walls, but the house felt empty. That’s what it was. It felt
abandoned. He quickly went to his daughters’ room and opened the
door. Empty, except for an envelope lying on the floor with his
name written in April’s flowery script. He picked it up and removed
the letter within. Sullivan cried as he read the same beautiful
handwriting.

“Dearest Sullivan,” the letter began, “I’ve
taken Lisa and moved. We can’t live the way you are living. We
can’t watch you continue to slowly kill yourself. I love you too
much for that. We love you. You need help, Sullivan. Professional
help. Until you are ready to get that help, please don’t expect us
to be part of your life. If you do get help, then we can work on
being a family again.

“Please don’t try to find us. I’ll make sure
Lisa always knows that you loved her. But you can’t have the dope
and us, too. Please, PLEASE! Get help.”

The letter ended “Love, April and Lisa.”

Sullivan’s tears splashed next to the dried
tear stains that April had left on the letter when she wrote it. He
carefully folded the single sheet of paper and put it back in the
envelope. He then folded the envelope and placed it into his
wallet.

 




 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 33

 


 


The days began to blur. Sullivan pulled the
Vette into the garage and refused to answer the door or phone. The
only time he left the house was to go get more dope or to pick up
one of the local hookers. Coming back from one of those trips with
a homely little whore calling herself ‘Star’, he was surprised to
find Spanky sitting in his living room.

“Spanky!” Star yelled enthusiastically, and
moved on wobbly legs in stiletto heels to give the big man an
affectionate hug and kiss. “Is this gonna be a threesome?” she
asked excitedly.

“No,” Spanky replied before addressing
Sullivan. “Yer fuckin’ up, Sullivan.”

“Fucking up, fucked up, plain ol’ fucked,
that’s me.” Sullivan retorted, not wanting to get into any kind of
discussion with his brother-in-law.

Star sensed the animosity and quickly
announced that she was going to go powder her nose, before moving
down the hallway in search of a place to cut up a line of
crank.

“Lisa misses you, Bro.” Spanky was speaking
with as much compassion as he could muster in his rugged, gruff
manner. “So does April.”

“They need to get a life, my friend”
Sullivan shot back.

No sooner than the words passed his lips,
Spanky’s huge right fist smashed into his left cheek, opening a two
inch gash, just below the eye and sending him to his knees. He
stared at the floor, momentarily dazed as blood dripped from his
face onto the carpet. When the mist cleared, he charged Spanky,
hitting him in the stomach with his head and left shoulder, sending
the big biker backward. Both men crashed through the closed sliding
glass door. Shards of glass covered the patio beneath them as they
wrestled for an advantage.

Spanky was much bigger and considerably
stronger than Sullivan Rourk, but it still took a lot of effort to
get him pinned beneath him. “I promised Sis that I wouldn’t hurt
ya, now we’re both covered in blood and Granny’s probably havin’ a
friggin’ stroke after all the noise over here. Get some help,
Sully.” With that said, Spanky got up and walked through the back
yard, hopped the fence and was gone.

Sullivan went inside, stripping out of his
torn and bloody clothes as he walked. Star was in the master
bedroom dressed in nothing except her high heels. Sullivan took in
the pointy breasts. ‘They look like the bullet taillights on a ’56
Caddy’, he thought. The girl was knock-kneed and had yellowed,
crooked teeth that were rotting at the gum line – a sign that she
had been a long time snorter of speed – her pubic hair was a vast,
untamed black bush.

“Oh, wow!” she exclaimed, then wobbled into
the bathroom and turned on the shower.

Her ass, he saw, had at least a dozen large
pimples and a brown streak on the right cheek that he was sure was
shit. It made his stomach do back flips.

Sullivan pushed her aside without a word and
climbed into the shower. The water was hot. He turned the knob
until the icy cold was all he felt.

Star opened the shower stall door. Her shoes
were off. Before she could put a dirty foot into the water, he told
her to go use the guest bath. She turned and left.

“Be sure and wash your Goddamn ass!” he
hollered, hoping she would just get dressed and leave.

It took him a half hour to pick the glass
out of his elbows and hands. The gash on his face should have been
stitched. He put a butterfly bandage on it instead.

When he walked naked from the bathroom, Star
was waiting for him – hair still wet from the shower.

“I didn’t know what you meant until I saw my
butt in the mirror!” she said with a giggle. “I mean, how fuckin’
groaty! I musta done that when I wiped my ass after takin’ a shit
yesterday!”

Sullivan was shocked by this disgusting
little tramp.

“Oooh, and to think, I had two customers
since then!”

‘This is what I deserve’ Sullivan
thought.

“So, anyway,” she kept talking, “I’m all
cleaned up fer ya, do ya wanna blow job or ya wanna fuck or what?”
She laid back on the king size bed, trying to strike a seductive
pose and only managed to look even more disgusting. Her pointy
breasts flattened out and became mounds of soft flesh that would
have looked no different than her flabby stomach if not for the
brown areolas and nipples. She spread her legs and asked, “Wanna
taste?”

Sullivan grabbed an already prepared syringe
from his briefcase and quickly injected himself. He became aroused
in an instant. He laid down next to Star. “Just take care of
it.”

“Okay!” She quickly put her mouth over his
penis.

He couldn’t see April when he closed his
eyes. All her could see was Stars pimply, shit stained ass. His
penis shriveled in her mouth. “Go call a cab!” Sullivan said,
pushing her away. He grabbed his slacks from the floor, took two
twenty-dollar bills from the pocket and threw them at her.

Star grabbed her clothes and scurried off
into the living room.

Sullivan grabbed a Hustler from the
floor, opened it to a seductive brunette and took matters into his
own hand.

 


 


Spanky assured Granny Zigan that he was
fine, and that Sullivan was still alive and mobile, before heading
over to Aprils’. He slipped on his leather jacket and gloves, even
though he was driving his old Lincoln. Too lazy to change out of
his blood-covered Pendleton, he just covered it up. He didn’t plan
on being at Aprils for long.

April’s hands flew to her mouth and she
stepped back after opening the door and seeing her brother. There
was blood dried into his long beard and the jacket failed to cover
the blood on his chest. “What happened? Are you okay? What about
Sullivan?” she stammered.

“I’m fine, Sullivan is fine. Fuckin’
idiot.”

“That’s a bad word!” little Lisa said from
the living room.

“Sorry, sweetheart.” He apologized as the
child stood up on the couch, making herself visible.

“Lisa, do Mommy a favor and go play in your
room while I talk to Uncle Spanky.”

“Kay, Mom,” she sighed as she climbed over
the back of the couch and ran down the hall.

“Look, Sis, we had a little hoo-rah, is all.
No one got serious hurt” he tried to reassure April.

She pulled his jacket back and looked at all
the blood. “Are you shot?”

“That ain’t my blood.”

“Oh, God! You killed him!” It was a
statement, not a question, and she was sure it was true.

“Nobody kill’t nobody. I tell ya it looks a
lot worse than it is.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah, I’m sure. Now, I gotta go see about
getting a few folks to stop sellin’ Sullivan dope.”

“Thank you” she whispered as he left.

“Can I come out now, Mom?”

“Yes, honey. Come give Mom a hug.” ‘I really
need one’ she thought to herself.

 


 


Sullivan didn’t have any trouble keeping
supplied with drugs. His connections all told him about Spanky
threatening them, but money always prevailed. He spent money on
drugs while letting his household bills go unpaid.

The first to go was the gas followed by the
trash service and then the electric. Sullivan stood the couch and
loveseat on end in front of the broken slider to block the cold
winter wind.

He didn’t seek out any more prostitutes
after Star. Nor did he frequent the bars where single and willing
women had always been easily available to him. When he wanted
sexual release – which was several times a day – he
masturbated.

Sullivan lost weight rapidly. He lived on
Dr. Pepper and the occasional 2 for 99¢ hot dogs at the AM/PM
mini-mart.

He hadn’t heard from April and Lisa. Granny
Zigan had come by several times to try to talk to him. He never
answered the door. “Damn kid,” he could hear her curse each time
she walked away. Spanky hadn’t been back either. He was cold and
alone. His self-esteem had dissipated and he sank into a quagmire
of depression and self-loathing. His arms were marred with scars
and infection. Veins had collapsed from abuse.

“Come on, you bastard,” he mumbled to
himself as much to the syringe that he was jamming into his arm in
desperate search of a vein that would accept the 60cc’s of liquid
escape from within.

A length of black electrical cord, ripped
from the hair dryer several days earlier, was tied tightly around
Sullivan’s left bicep, cutting down circulation in that arm and
causing the abused veins to bulge. Blood ran in red-black rivulets
from half a dozen puncture marks in his skin; failed attempts to
gain a register with the syringe.

The needle slid in once more.
“Motherfucker!” Sullivan muttered through clenched teeth as a drop
of the syringe’s contents escaped the tiny needle and burned in his
arm.

He felt the imperceptible ‘POP’ of the
needle pierce the wall of the vein. “Be there, you fucking prick”
he whispered in a desperate whimper, as he plead with the syringe
and his vein, as if they were his God and this were his most solemn
and sacred prayer. He pulled back on the plunger with the edge of
his thumb. His heart raced as blood was drawn into the barrel of
the U-100; a syringe manufactured for insulin injections, but known
to every junkie as well as the diabetics. Momentarily enthralled by
the swirl of the blood mixing with the yellow tinged
methamphetamine, Sullivan inhaled deeply and exhaled slowly before
repositioning his thumb over the top of the plunger. He was
shaking. Tremors brought on by desire, physical, psychological and
emotional need; if he had taken the time to think about it, he
would have been surprised to find that these mental and bodily
reactions to this anticipation of the drugs effect were identical
to those he felt when he had, in the moments before entering his
wife, April, the first time they made love after getting
married.

With a forceful, shaking push, Sullivan shot
the dope into his arm. “Ah, shit!” Some of the precious liquid was
injected into the muscle causing a painful burn and a small lump
rose instantly at the injection point. He withdrew the needle and
dropped the syringe on the bathroom counter. Ripping at the cord,
pulling it from his arm and restoring full circulation, Sullivan
sat down on the closed toilet seat. Heat coursed through his veins,
a pleasing warmth in a body that had been assailed by the cold that
permeated his house since the gas and electricity had been turned
off a week earlier.

The drug crashed into his brain. The edge of
his vision flickered like the flames of the candles that
illuminated the bathroom. Sullivan coughed once. Twice. Deep,
breathtaking coughs. The room spun lazily for a moment, then
stopped.

His penis bulged within the confines of his
Levis as the drugs euphoric effect took on a sexual aspect.
Sullivan fumbled with the buttons of his 501’s and released his
erection. Pre-seminal fluid dripped from the head. The meth often
brought full orgasms without any external stimulation to the
genitals. Some of the shot had missed its mark, creating a need to
complete the sexual release himself.

Sullivan closed his eyes as he wrapped his
hand around his penis. Instantly, within his minds eye, April was
before him, her long red hair cascading around her bare shoulders.
The slight dark nipples stood out on the large firm breasts.
Sullivan stroked his penis within the tight grip of his hand. In
his mind, he watched April’s hand pumping up and down. Now his hand
moved with her hand. Faster! Faster! The grip tightened – April’s
hand tightened.

Sullivan’s breath was labored. Sweat poured
from his body. Thunder and lightening exploded behind his eyes! The
muscles in his stomach, ass and legs contracted! Sullivan opened
his eyes. April was gone. Just as she had been ever since she left
with his daughter, leaving behind a letter telling him to get
help.

Semen coated Sullivan’s right hand. Globs of
the sticky white fluid, which only moments ago was the desired
result to the climactic pleasure sought, now dotted his stomach,
scrotum and jeans in an accusation of his shame.

Tears spilled over his red-rimmed eyes and
sobs wracked his emaciated body. He released his limp penis and
reached for a towel that was lying in a crumpled heap on the floor.
Slowly, Sullivan wiped the incriminating evidence of his
depravation off his skin and from his pants. Tucking himself back
into his jeans before fastening the buttons, he stood to clean up
the paraphernalia of his addiction.

Sullivan’s haunted reflection stared back at
him from the bathroom mirror accusingly. Hollow eyes and several
days’ growth of beard. Tears left clean streaks on dirty cheeks.
‘Who is that man staring at me?’ Sullivan wondered.

A voice within answered, ‘That’s who you’ve
become’.

Horrified and shocked by the reality of his
life, Sullivan reached into the backpack that sat on the bathroom
counter and withdrew his pistol without being conscious of doing
so.

His eyes were transfixed on the image being
reflected in the mirror. A sallow-skinned face above an emaciated
body riddled with scars. The puckered flesh across the right
shoulder drew his attention. As he narrowed his focus, the scars
grew nearer. There were miniature mountain ranges of scar tissue;
peaks and valleys of rutted flesh stretching across the continent
of the body in the mirror. The barrel of the pistol pressed into
one peak, then slid into a valley, traversing the remnants of
damage caused by another weapon; another weapon in another
life.

Twelve shots rang out in his mind, the memory
causing him to flinch. Sullivan returned his gaze to the eyes in
the mirror; eyes that cried.

He watched, mesmerized by the scene
unfolding before him, as the man in the mirror raised the heavy 357
Magnum, Smith and Wesson revolver to his head. The gaunt, crying
man pulled the hammer back.

Sullivan heard the double-click as the
weapon went from safe, to half cock, to fully cocked.

The man in the mirror trembled as the barrel
pressed into his temple.

Sullivan stared, unable to intervene as the
knuckle on the finger that wrapped itself around the trigger
whitened. He realized that that finger was exerting pressure on the
trigger. The hammer eased a fraction of an inch rearward in
response to that pressure. The final action before it would fall
forward, force the pin into the primer, detonate the powder and
send the lead hollow point bullet through the rifled barrel and on
it’s deadly journey.

“Daddy! Hey Daddy! Are you in there?” The
voice of Sullivan’s daughter pierced the horror of the tension
filled confines of the bathroom.

The man in the mirror quickly pulled the gun
from his head and slammed his thumb on the hammer before it could
drop. He eased it back into a safe position as he lowered the
gun.

Sullivan watched as the gun slid down the
mirror. When the man in the mirror had dropped the gun below the
mirrors edge, Sullivan saw the gun in another hand. His hand. It
was then that he realized that the man in the mirror had been him
all along.

Sullivan gulped in air as this registered in
his conscious mind. The room began to spin. His emotions were in
turmoil. There was so much love in his heart for his daughter, for
his wife. However, he hated as well, hated himself. As he struggled
to regain control of himself, Sullivan cried. The tears were
brought on by the deep anguish he felt at having devolved the
person he saw in the mirror. Suddenly, he realized that he was the
one responsible for all that he had done to put himself here.

There was a pounding at the bathroom door,
followed by that sweet little voice, “Daddy, I came to visit
you!”

His daughter, Lisa, was here. His heart
soared. Looking at the mess around him, Sullivan said, “Daddy’ll be
right out, sweetheart.” while the question “HOW DID I GET HERE?”
screamed in his head.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 34

 


 


After quickly putting away the gun, drugs
and paraphernalia, Sullivan scrubbed his face with a cold wet
towel. He looked like Hell, but still, it was better than he looked
a few moments earlier.

He pulled the door open. Lisa rushed into
his arms. He picked her up and hugged her to his chest. April was
sitting on the edge of the unmade bed. She stared in stunned
disbelief at the man before her. He looked like a Holocaust
survivor. Tears sprang to her eyes.

Sullivan managed to choke out two words
before his own sobs kept him from saying more… “Help me.”

April nodded her head yes. “Of course,
Sully,” she cried as she went to him.

Lisa pulled away from her father, “Don’t cry
Daddy. Me and Mommy still love you.”

They made their way out to April’s Jeep. She
drove around the corner and dropped Lisa off at Granny’s. “I’m
taking you to a detox rehab in the San Fernando Valley” she told
Sullivan as she entered the southbound 14 Freeway.

“Thank you” he whispered.

They didn’t speak for a long time. Sullivan
finally said, “I’m hungry, Baby.”

“I’ll pull through In and Out.” She glanced
at her husband and placed a hand on his thigh, “And I’ll always be
your Baby.”

“I don’t deserve…” he began.

“Shush” she said, cutting him off.

 


 


April exited the 14 Freeway at Soledad Canyon
Road. Across the overpass was an In and Out Burger, and that’s
where she headed.

Sullivan ordered a Double-Double burger,
fries and a vanilla shake, while she selected a regular burger and
diet Dr. Pepper. The parking lot was dark where they parked; the
sodium vapor light atop the nearby pole was out. Sullivan was
chewing slowly. April could see that it was difficult for him to
swallow food. “What’s wrong?” she asked softly.

As tears began to fall down her husbands’
face, April set her dinner on the dashboard, and then reached out
to comfort him. He pulled away.

“I have to tell you,” he said while staring
through the windshield into the velvety darkness of the night.

April twisted in her seat and leaned back
against the door. “Tell me what?” ‘The other women? You got one
pregnant? AIDS?’ her thoughts raced with what she considered the
worst possibilities as she waited for him to continue.

After wiping away the tears with a greasy
napkin, he began to talk. “Remember the Red Dog Saloon? You asked
about my darkest moment.” He glanced at his wife. When she nodded,
he continued. “You’re going to think I’m some sort of sicko. And if
you want me to get out and walk, I won’t blame you.” He was
beginning to sob uncontrollably. It was several long moments before
he could go on.

April steeled herself. For what, she did not
know. However, it wasn’t for what she was to hear. As the story
came out, her heart ached with compassion and love for her deeply
injured husband. He told her of the memories of the attack that had
weakened his soul from the day she had asked him to recall his
darkest moments, and his mind flooded with the rest of the horror
of that day…

 


 


“After I hit the floor it was
starting to get dark again…”

A hand grabbed his shirt collar and pulled
him back to his feet. That was when Sullivan first saw the knife, a
flash of light that entered the darkness. His young mind now feared
the dark and the light. He wanted to scream! To run! But THE MAN
told him not to scream. THE MAN blocked his only exit.

His shirt was suddenly pulled up over his
head.

“Hey, lookee there. You got
little titties, like a girl” said THE MAN, as he reached out a
callused hand and cupped one slightly fleshy breast.

Sullivan was on the chunky side in the chest
and waist. Not really obese, but enough to be embarrassing when
unclothed.

“Oh, yeah! Like the budding
breast on a twelve year old girl!” There was a manic excitement in
the harsh whisper. A tone that froze the blood and stole any
ability to reply. The voice of the insane.

Sullivan’s eyes were tightly shut. He hadn’t
seen the face of his tormenter. He refused to look. Refused to add
a face to the voice. He felt something wet on his nipple. His eyes
popped open, then shut even more tightly as he realized that THE
MAN was licking him! He shivered in revulsion as the tongue left a
wet trail up his chest and neck, finally leaving his goose-fleshed
skin near his right ear.

“I’m going to do things to
you. Who knows? Maybe you’ll even like it!” A harsh laughter
suddenly exploded from THE MAN’s throat. Hot fetid breath washed
over the boys’ face. “But you aren’t going to tell anyone what I
do. Know why?” He grabbed a hand full of Sullivan’s hair at the
nape of his neck. “Answer me when I ask you a question, girly-boy!”
THE MAN hissed.

“O-o-okay” the child
stammered through his tears.

“I know where you live,
girly-boy.” His whisper grew quieter; “I know how to get into your
house. And if you tell anyone about what happens…” THE MAN kissed
Sullivan on his trembling lips before continuing, “I’ll go in and
kill that pretty blonde mommy of yours. I’ll chop her fucking head
off and put it in your bed! How would you like that?”

Sullivan peed his pants. The warm urine
spread across the front of his Toughskins jeans.

“I said, ‘How would you like
that?!” THE MAN repeated through clenched teeth while pulling the
boy’s hair.

“I-I-wo-woou-wouldn’t,
s-s-sir” his voice quavered.

“That’s good.” THE MAN kissed
Sullivan again. “Take off your pants!”

Sullivan unsnapped his pants, lowered the
zipper and pushed them down his legs. He stepped out of his Adidas
tennies and then the damp blue jeans.

THE MAN – that was the only name Sullivan
could attach to the person who held him prisoner – looked down at
the wet briefs and told him to take them off as well. Sullivan
hesitated and was punished for it with a sharp, backhanded slap
across his face. The stinging pain made him move quickly. He
slipped his thumbs into the waistband of the white
Fruit-Of-The-Looms and pulled them down. His hands quickly covered
his privates. Fear and embarrassment colored his face a deep
crimson that nearly obliterated the red mark left by the slap he
had received.

“Move your hands!” THE MAN
ordered.

Sullivan quickly obeyed. His hands fluttered
nervously at his sides with desire to conceal his penis and
fear-shriveled scrotum. He continued to squeeze his eyes shut and
stood at a rigid attention.

He felt THE MAN flick the tip of his penis
several times while laughing. Tears continued to seep out of the
boy’s tightly closed lids. Snot ran in rivulets from both nostrils.
He wanted to wipe away the snot, but was too afraid to move his
hands.

For what seemed like a long time to
Sullivan, THE MAN’s hands didn’t touch him, nor did the awful
wetness of his tongue. ‘If I don’t look, THE MAN will leave’ became
the child’s mantra. Over and over, the words were spoken within his
mind, fighting to be louder than the sound of THE MAN’s breathing
and the rustling of his clothes that told the boy he was still
there.

“Open your eyes, Sully”
whispered the voice.

Sullivan shook his head quickly, left, then
right. “Please, no. NO!”

The mantra had failed. Silent pleas to God
had failed. The punishment began in earnest.

THE MAN slapped the boys’ face several times
in quick succession – palm, backhand, palm, backhand – before he
would open his eyes.

What Sullivan saw scared him even more – and
he didn’t think he could be any more scared than he already was –
THE MAN stood before him, naked. He tried to keep his eyes trained
at the middle of the thickly matted chest, but he couldn’t help but
see the enormous erection that was pointing at him.

THE MAN stepped closer – “Touch it,
girly-boy!”

Sullivan reached up slowly with is right
hand. His fingers touched the turgid flesh and moved away as if it
were a burning log.

THE MAN grabbed the boy by the throat and
squeezed. When his mouth opened wide to take in air, THE MAN put
his penis inside, causing the boy to choke and gag even more. THE
MAN was quickly satisfied and released his grip.

Sullivan fell to his knees, sick. He spit
and tried to talk at the same time, asking, “Why did you pee in my
mouth?”

“That’s not pee, girly-boy!”
laughed THE MAN a moment before he struck out with his huge closed
fist.

Sullivan absorbed the blow to his head and
slowly curled into a fetal position before finally making friends
with the darkness.

When he returned to the light, THE MAN was
gone and a new pain assailed him. With a slow, tentative movement,
he felt the area of pain. When he put his hand back before his eyes
it was coated with drying blood and feces. He didn’t know what had
caused it, but it was over. The blood wasn’t pouring out ‘so I’ll
be okay’ he reasoned.

Slowly he sat up. It hurt to sit. Sullivan
gathered his clothes and used his underwear to clean the filth from
his backside as best he could before pulling on his pants and
shirt. He didn’t tie the laces of his white striped blue tennies –
it hurt too much to bend that far.

Home was nearly half a mile away. It took
four times as long as usual to make the trek through the culvert
and up the steep hillside of avocado trees that had previously
provided him sanctuary.

The orchard bordered his parents’ property.
It had been his world of dreams. In it, he could be a pirate on the
high seas, searching for bounty and treasure. It was where he could
be Tarzan, the well-muscled King of the Apes, instead of the flabby
10-year-old boy he really was. When the weeds grew tall in the
spring and summer, he cut trails, made forts and teepees, fought
Indians and been a determined brave. There were no intruders he
couldn’t defeat.

As Sullivan Rourk climbed the cinderblock
wall that encircled the back yard of his house, the sanctuary lost
it’s magic. It became a path to horror. The childhood land of
dreams and make-believe became a living nightmare. The trees took
on an evil, menacing appearance, the ground held dips and valleys
for monsters to hide in, the sun even seemed to lose some of its
brilliance and warmth.

He would play in the orchard again – but
never alone.

 


 


“Oh, sweetheart, how horrible for you!”
April cried as she held him.

It was an awkward position, leaning sideways
across the console so his head rested in her lap. He didn’t even
recall moving, but it was comforting to be there, none the
less.

“You didn’t tell your folks.”

It had been more statement than question,
but he answered anyway. “I never told anyone…until now.” He
suddenly sat up and turned to look at his wife. “You think I’m some
kind of sicko pervert, don’t you?!” he stated accusingly.

“No, no! Shush! How could you think such a
thing?” April’s heart cried out, sharing his pain. “Sullivan, baby,
it wasn’t your fault! You didn’t do anything wrong!” her
words were gentle.

“You don’t think…” he began. Emotion choked
back the rest.

“Of course not! You were the victim.
You still are.” She reached out and placed her small soft hands on
either side of his face, brushing away his tears with her thumbs.
“Oh, sweetheart, I love you, and nothing will change that” she
assured him.

“Promise?” he asked; his need for
reassurance was child-like in its appeal.

“I promise.” Her arms slid around his neck
as she pulled him into a comforting embrace.

 


 


It took another hour and a half to reach
“First Steps” in a quiet area of Glendale. April walked in with
Sullivan. The receptionist wasn’t the least bit shocked by
Sullivan’s appearance.

“My name is Taiee,” she said in a soothing
compassionate voice, “and we can help you.” She offered a bright,
reassuring smile to Sullivan, then turned to April, “I’ve got some
forms that need to be filled out if you want to get him admitted,
but they can wait if you’d like to talk with our director about
First Steps first.”

“I’ve already talked to someone on the phone
several times. My husband had to make the choice himself to
come.”

“Here I am,” Sullivan offered.

Taiee handed April a clipboard filled with
admitting forms, and a pen. “You sure do look familiar,” she told
April.

“I get that a lot,” she answered, before
taking a seat in the reception lounge.

Once the papers were all filled out, she
returned them to the receptionist. Taiee glanced at the name and
looked back up with a startled expression. “Oh, my!” she
whispered.

“Is something wrong?” April asked,
confused.

“I’ll be right back,” Taiee answered, and
she disappeared through a set of double doors.

Several minutes later, she returned with a
tall black man who looked very familiar, but she couldn’t quite
place it.

Sullivan knew right away. “Special Agent
Michaels” he said in a hoarse voice.

“Not anymore, Mr. Rourk.”

“You’re one of the …”April left the rest
unsaid.

“I’m the director her, Mrs. Rourk.” Turning
to Sullivan, he said, “I nearly took your life once, now, let me
help you save it.”

“I need help. Please.” Sullivan got shakily
to his feet, walked over to the former FBI agent and embraced
him.

The healing began.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 







 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Epilog

 


 


Rehab was a lot more than learning the 12
steps developed by Alcoholics Anonymous and subsequently adopted by
recovery groups ranging from drug users to sex addicts. Sullivan’s
problems were more deeply rooted than the 12 steps could dig into.
He was fortunate that the place he had gone to offered a
13th step. He spent many hours with both the staff
psychologist and psychiatrist, piecing together past pains and
learning how to accept having been a victim of a molester.

During the 12 months Sullivan stayed at the
center, he had accomplished a great deal. His demons had been
exorcised and the relationship with his wife and daughter were
stronger than ever. He had even contacted his parole agent, who had
reinstated his parole on the condition he complete the program at
First Steps.

April came faithfully to the Thursday night
family group meetings, the Friday evening open N.A. meeting and
every Saturday, Sunday and holiday brought Lisa down to see her
Daddy.

His departure had been an emotion-choked
event. He and L.A. Michaels never became friends, but they
developed a deep respect for one another that allowed them to
transcend the barriers that separated them socially, economically
and racially. “You’ll do just fine,” L.A. said as he took
Sullivan’s hand. “Just keep to your plans.”

“Slow and steady” Sullivan smiled. “Thanks,
L.A.”

Lisa was getting ready to start kindergarten
by the time her father came back home to stay. She was excited by
the fact that he would be able to walk her to class on her first
day – but nowhere near as excited as he was.

The first week home was a period of getting
reacquainted – with April, Lisa, Granny and, of course, Spanky.
Granny seemed to never age, but Spanky’s red hair and beard were
now being overrun by gray. The burly biker had taken a similar
course by giving up using dope. He still made and sold the stuff,
but he no longer partook of his own product. It was a start.

However, Sullivan had still to complete one
important step in his recovery. He had yet to make amends to
several people.

His first and most difficult contact in this
step was Mr. and Mrs. Koeller. He had gotten their address from his
old attorney, ‘Esquire’, then made the solitary trip to
Escondido.

Mrs. Koeller had opened the door and invited
him in. the old couple lived on a modest income, as evidenced by
the sparse furnishings of their doublewide mobile home. He sat and
came right to the point, once the old man had come into the living
room to join his wife.

“Mr. and Mrs. Koeller, I’ve come to
apologize for my actions when we first met. I was the one who
robbed that bank and caused your heart attack.”

The old man’s eyes widened in disbelief, but
his wife chimed in, “ I told you, Bill, didn’t I tell you?”

“I am terribly sorry, and I will do whatever
I can to help make amends” Sullivan stammered as tears welled up in
his eyes.

“Young man,” Bill said slowly, “My heart
woulda given me that kick sooner or later. The fact is, I’m in
better health today than I was then. If not for the bypass after
that heart attack, I wouldn’t be here now. Your confession and
apology are enough.”

“I, I don’t…” Sullivan began.

“We’re God-fearing folks, Mr. Rourk. You’ve
asked for our forgiveness and we’ve given it. It seems you’re out
to make your peace with the Lord. Who am I to interfere with that?”
stated Mr. Koeller.

Sullivan got up and shook hands with the old
man, grateful to be absolved of his sin against him. He wanted to
do something, but he knew anything other than
the heartfelt apology would only diminish that apology.

His spirits were high as he once again drove
north. His next stop was the Desert Pueblo Casino. He hadn’t had
any contact with anyone associated with that enterprise since his
arrest on the state charges. He had no idea what kind of welcome he
might receive – or even if he would be welcomed at all. It was with
great apprehension that he pulled his once again restored Corvette
into the ever-so-familiar parking lot.

Sullivan’s heart was heavy with sorrow as he
sat in his car staring at the building that he had put so much of
his soul into. It was quite a while before he was able to finally
turn off the motor and exit the car.

As he walked toward the front entrance, he
was a little surprised by the shortage of cars and busses in the
parking lot. However, once across the threshold, he was even more
surprised by the greetings he received.

Employees and customers alike were quick to
offer their hand and a good word. It was like the events of the
past 5-plus years were a nightmare from which he had finally awoke.
His last step had brought him back to this place to see Chief De la
Cruz.

The big Indian had seen Rourk’s Corvette
enter the parking lot while watching the security monitors. He had
come downstairs to greet his old friend. “It’s about time you come
back, Sully,” the Chief offered in way of a greeting, along with
his customary bear hug.

Rourk went up to the Chiefs office, where he
laid out his entire story. De la Cruz sat quietly through the
confession.

“Well, Sully, let me fill you in on what’s
happened since all that crap” he began, then proceeded to tell
Sullivan how Chuck Freely had done a decent job of managing the
casino for about 16 months. Then he began drinking again and
neglecting the customers and the promotions. We were getting ready
to fire him when he wrapped his Jaguar around a light pole. They
said the crash only knocked him out, but the fire that followed
took his life. After that, the tribe had tried running the casino
themselves, but there was too much in-fighting among tribal
members, so various managers had been hired and fired during the
intervening years. “No one has been able to fill your shoes,
Sully.” The Chief paused a moment and studied Sullivan a moment
before concluding, “If you’re ready to come back, and I think you
are, there’s a lot of folks who would love to see ya here.
Especially me.”

Sullivan was speechless for a moment, but
did recover from his dismay. “Donny, wow. I don’t know what to say.
I didn’t expect this – not in my wildest dreams did I ever think
you’d ask me to come back.”

“Is that a ‘Yes’ or a ‘No’, Sully?”

“Let me call my wife.”

The Chief replied by turning the phone on
his desk around so Sullivan could see the keypad.

It had only taken Sullivan a moment to fill
April in on all that had happened. Her response was much shorter.
“Tell ‘em you’ll start in the morning.”

These thoughts passed through Sullivan’s
mind as he climbed on to the small stage on the casino floor - He
had been back to work for one month today. The business had already
begun to increase. He had quickly put together a series of
promotions and advertisements. The tribe had been generous with
advertising his return on cable TV commercials and in various
newspapers. Tonight he was presenting new BMW 320I’s to winners of
the weeklong slot, video poker and blackjack tournaments.

He had come back from Hell and reclaimed his
little empire. This time – there would be no mistakes.
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Prolog

 


The setting sun left a red-orange sky in its
wake as it sought refuge in the distant horizon.

Lisa Rourk never tired of the Las Vegas
sunsets. Each one was a new design of color, texture and style from
God's pallet. She wasn't a religious woman, but she refused to
believe that sunsets were left purely to chance. Life was
definitely dictated by the choices one makes, but sunsets had to be
God's gift to those smart enough to take a moment to enjoy
them.

Lisa had made her choices in life. She had
chosen to follow her father into the high stakes world of Las Vegas
resort operations. She had made the choice to finally get married a
little more than a year earlier, and tonight she needed to make
another choice.

At five-foot-ten, Lisa had the lithe body of
a model. Somewhere between her natural elegance, classic beauty and
long blonde hair, most men made the mistake of failing to give Lisa
credit for the sharp mind she possessed. However, she had learned
early to use that to her advantage. She wouldn't hesitate to bat
her lashes or flash a seductive smile in order to distract a
business opponent during a negotiation, but never any further. Her
mother had taught her that sex was a gift to be shared by two
people who were in love, not as a bargaining tool.

Lisa had loved infrequently in her life. In
the past thirty-two years, she had only known three men intimately.
One of these men was now her husband.

David Keith was thirty-nine, six-foot-four,
athletic, Ivy League educated and the Republican Party's choice for
United States Senator in the upcoming election. His current
position as a State Assemblyman for the Las Vegas District had
brought him a lot of public attention, in large part due to his
budget-related legislation that had been the basis of the State's
first balanced budget in seven years. His silver-blond hair and
leading man good looks didn't hurt his ability to grab media
attention, either.

However, Lisa Rourk had a family past. David
knew only a small part; the part that had been brought out
throughout the course of her father's three criminal trials. That
part was a matter of public record.

Lisa now had to make a choice whether to
tell her husband all of the rest, or keep her secrets and hope no
one came forward with information that would embarrass David and
hurt his chances of winning the election.

Lisa heard the apartment door open, then
close. She picked up her glass of Chablis, sipped, and continued to
stare at the sunset as the sound of footsteps approached.

David placed his hands on his wife's
shoulders as he leaned down to brush her cheek with his lips.

He knew that his wife held secrets from him
where her father was concerned. He didn't mind that she kept those
secrets. She was more concerned with what the revelation of those
secrets might do to his campaign than he was, but she had promised
to either put her worries to rest, or share them by tonight.

"Do you remember the first time you met my
dad?" Lisa asked without preamble.

"Sure,” David recounted, "It was the first
hearing I'd ever been part of as a freshman member of the
Assembly…"

Sullivan Rourk was introduced to the members
of the committee. His presence was as a concerned citizen,
testifying about the lack of justice crime victims were able to
receive from the system. The fact that he had been both a criminal
and crime victim was as likely to escape the committee members
almost as much as the fact that he was one of the wealthiest men in
the State of Nevada. Rourk had been impressed by the quality of the
questions asked by Assemblyman Keith. Enough so, that he had asked
him to lunch following the hearing; that was when David had first
met the woman who would eventually become his wife.

"And what question that my dad asked sticks
in your mind the most?"

"That's easy. He was always asking, “Where
is she?’

"Where is she…" repeated Lisa.” He worried
about me when I wasn’t directly in his line of sight." Lisa turned
and faced her husband before continuing, "And you need to know
why."

"Alright." David sat on the sofa, taking his
wife by the hand and guiding her to a seat next to him.

"It all began the day we were supposed to be
leaving Vegas…"

 



Chapter 1

 


Sullivan Rourk walked briskly through the
front doors of the Pearl Dust Casino, Hotel and Resort. Several
employees quickly noticed him. It was his erect bearing in the
perfectly fitted Hugo Boss suit that got him noticed today. By this
time tomorrow he would be noticed for an entirely different
reason.

The casino floor was typical of Las Vegas.
There were carousels of slot machines grouped by the denomination
of coin accepted, various bars within easy access to waitresses and
customers alike, video poker, card tables, roulette and craps,
along with keno and a sports book available to anyone aged 21 or
over with money to spend. Sullivan Rourk was the newly crowned
'King' of all he surveyed. This was actually his second day as
manager of the Pearl Dust and the day his position would be made
public.

Vegas insiders all knew Sullivan Rourk and
his journey from Indian Casino operator to convicted felon and back
again. Those same people helped bring Rourk to Sin City in order to
turn around the Pearl's declining revenue.

The Pearl Dust was located downtown, where
it was no longer fashionable to vacation. The vaunted Vegas Strip,
with its themed mega-resorts and huge advertising budgets, had made
the older area of Downtown Las Vegas passé. Rourk's job was to turn the Pearl around, thus
creating a resurgence of interest - and income - in the Downtown
area.

A press conference was scheduled in the
Pearl Divers Lounge beginning in less than one hour. The press had
already gathered - all of it local, with the exception of the CNN
crew. Not the major publicity hoped for by the Pearl Dust's owners,
but there was more to come as business improved, of that, they were
sure.

Sullivan entered the lounge, greeting those
he already knew, introduced to those he didn't. The one person he
wanted most to see was his wife, April, yet she was nowhere to be
found.

"Have you seen April?" Rourk asked his old
friend, Chief Donny De la Cruz.

The hefty chairman of the Desert Pueblo Band
of Mission Indians replied, "Not since dinner last night, Sully."
Noting the concern on Rourk's face, he added, "She'll be here. This
is your big day and that little gal won't miss it."

"Yeah, you're ri…"

"Excuse me, Mr. Rourk?" interrupted a slight
man with dark, slicked back hair that looked to be glued into
place.

Sullivan eyed the man quizzically, taking in
the ill-fitting sport coat, oily, pockmarked skin and hawkish nose.
He had never seen the man before, yet there was something
unsettlingly familiar about him. "What can I do for you?"

The man glanced furtively toward the swarthy
340 pound Indian at Rourk's side; "I need to talk to you in
private."

Impatiently Sullivan replied, "Whatever it
is, Mr.…Mr.. Whoever you are, it's going to have to wait."

"But…" the man didn't get to finish his
thought before Sullivan and Donny strode off toward the band
stage.

Rourk pulled his cell phone from its clip on
his belt and hit the speed dial number for Aprils' cell. After
three rings the voice mail picked up. He had already left several
messages, so didn't bother to leave another.

As the reporters took their positions, so
did the people on stage. Five chairs were set to the right and
slightly back of the ornate dais that had been placed center stage.
To the left was an easel that held an architectural drawing that
was currently covered by a pearl white satin sheet.

The chair closest to the dais was empty, as
was the one furthest away. In between sat Joey Picarella, Mayor of
Las Vegas, Steve Wynn, a gambling industry legend, and Sullivan.
Center stage stood the CEO of Pearl Dust Enterprises, Eugene
Quinn.

The 85-year-old Quinn wore his hair in a
severe military style flattop, giving him the appearance of a hard
man. However, when he brought the press conference to a start with
just a radiant smile, the hardness melted into joviality. "Ladies
and gentlemen, if you are here at my invite, then you already know
who I am. If I didn't invite you, then my security needs a
little improvement." The crowd laughed at the light-hearted remark.
Quinn continued in his signature folksy manner. "Today marks the
beginning of a new era for things hereabout the Pearl Dust. There
have been some big changes in this patch of desert dirt since I
first drove into town. No, it weren't on a stagecoach. But not far
off. I was drivin' a brand-spankin' new nineteen hunerd an'
forty-eight Ford. That car was a piece of crap! I only stopped here
acause that damn car wouldn't go no further. Anywho, I figured I'd
stay on a few days an' play a bit a five-card stud. Two days later
I won this here casino. Acourse it was really just a whorehouse and
a few card tables back then. But by fifty-nine I'd built up the
building yer all in right now. Times were easier then. Folks came
to Vegas to gamble and we were happy to oblige 'em. My time to pass
on the reins come long ago. But I'm just now listenin'. I had a
chance some twenty years back to pull in Steve Wynn. He turned
Vegas into the monster it is today. And got hisself a bundle a
money doin' it! Steve ended up goin' to the other end a the street,
bought twelve percent of the Golden Nugget and parlayed that into a
gambling empire that would include the Mirage, Belligiao, Treasure
Island, Desert Inn, and a handful of other hi-falutin' business
ventures. He's probably one of only two folks in the world that
could still turn a profit on the likes of O.J. Simpson or Grey
Davis. The other one is the fella sittin' next to him, Sullivan
Robert Rourk. Since I didn't see clear to bring in Steve Wynn, I
figured the least I could do was let him introduce the man I did
bring in. That's right, I'm goin' to ree-tire. So, without any
further jaw-jackin' from me, here's Steve."

Cameras flashed as Eugene took his seat and
Steve Wynn stood at the podium. "Not much left to say about the old
man." Wynn smiled and looked over his shoulder to make sure Quinn
was smiling, too. "But there is a lot to be said about Sullivan
Rourk. He is a newcomer to Vegas. His claim to fame in the gambling
business has been in his ability to lure our customer base to other
places. Places most people have never heard of. Temecula, San
Jacinto, Banning, Indio. Sullivan Rourk has turned California's
Indian gaming from a multi-million dollar bingo business into a
multi-billion dollar full service casino resort industry. Now he
has come to the Pearl Dust with plans to reclaim the prominence it
once held. I've seen those plans, talked with Sullivan, and am
convinced he can do it. Enough so that I've now purchased
thirty-two percent of the Pearl and today I'm handing over twelve
percent to Sullivan Rourk."

The voices of the people gathered rose to a
cacophonous roar. Questions were shouted. Wynn raised his hands,
palms out in mock surrender, before pointing to one of the
hand-waving reporters calling his name.

"Dave Jeffers, CNN," began the perfectly
groomed youngish black reporter. "And just what is the value of
twelve percent of the Pearl Dust?"

"About eight million dollars."

"Just what do you get for that much
money?"

"Twelve percent of the Pearl assures us one
hundred and ten percent of Sullivan Rourk."

With that said, Wynn turned and extended his
right hand to Sullivan, who rose slowly and took it in his own.
Sullivan's shock was apparent only for a moment. Following the
unexpected news of becoming a partner in the Pearl Dust, Rourk made
a quick recovery and addressed the crowd. "Thanks, Steve. And my
thanks to Eugene as well. I've been in town for nearly six months
working to revamp the Pearl. The job was initially to come to an
end today with the unveiling of what I believe will be the road to
recovery for Downtown Las Vegas."

Sullivan pulled the sheet from the
architectural rendition of his changes for the Pearl Dust's casino
floor. There was less flash, less clutter. The rows of one-armed
bandits were replaced by more comfortable slot chairs that provided
each player with their own area of comfort. The card tables were
reset to allow for a more private feel, with seclusion from the
next table, while other games were set into their own areas. There
was an elegance to the design that could be seen nowhere else in
Las Vegas. Sullivan Rourk's idea, April Rourk's drawing.

"What we plan to do is return Downtown to the
gambler. We do not intend to compete with the themed resorts along
the strip. We will cater to gamblers, not families on vacation. Our
customer base won't arrive on tour busses. Nor will they be
carrying 'Fun Book' coupons. What the Pearl Dust will offer is
personal service. All of your needs will be catered to in an
intimate setting. We will replace the gaudy opulence that has
permeated the downtown area since the mid-nineteen fifties. The
Pearl Dust will close for nine months, beginning in six weeks.
There will be no lay-offs. All employees will be temporarily
reassigned to other duties in order to expedite the remodeling. The
hotel will reduce its capacity from twenty-two hundred rooms to
sixteen hundred suites."

"How can you make a profit if you slash your
potential room capacity?" asked an elderly woman reporter from the
Las Vegas Times.

"We currently make a small profit while only
a third of our rooms are occupied. Profits will increase if I fill
more rooms - even if I have fewer rooms total. As of this morning,
we had nine hundred and three rooms occupied. If we fill twelve
hundred suites, we will increase our profit margin. Empty rooms
don't make money."

"Is your eight-million dollar deal the
highest in Vegas history?" again, the woman from the Times.

"Yesterday I agreed to a five year contract
that would provide me a little over one million per year. That was
the deal. For that sum, I would give 111% of my effort to this
casino. Mr. Wynn's generous gift is a pleasant surprise."

Reporters clamored once more for Sullivan’s
attention. Shouting questions, waving hands that clutched pens,
microphones and micro-cassette recorders. Rourk ignored them all,
waved, said "Thank you", then turned and shook hands with those on
stage while cameras clicked and whirred.

April still hadn't arrived and Sullivan was
quickly becoming wrought with concern.

As soon as was politely feasible he excused
himself from the group of men on stage and headed toward the main
entryway where Chief De la Cruz stood waiting.

Just as he and De la Cruz entered the noisy
casino, the greasy, ferret-faced man in the ill-fitting sport coat
stepped in front of them and thrust an envelope into Rourk's
hand.

"What the…" Rourk began, but stopped as the
man turned and fled into the crowd at a brisk pace.

Instinctively, Sullivan followed the man,
while opening the envelope.

Inside were two sheets of paper. The first
was a typed message, printed on a laser printer in need of a new
cartridge. It said:

 


'If you do as you are told, we will let her
live. Go to your apartment and wait for our call. Do not call the
police.'

 


Sullivan’s heart began to pound in his
chest, fear gripping his insides like a huge hand wrapped in his
intestines. He looked up; the ferret had made his way to the Wheel
of Fortune slot carousel and was turning toward the eastern
entrance. Rourk took two long strides before looking at the second
sheet of paper and stopping dead in his tracks. He read the words
written in his daughter's flowing script:

 


Daddy,

They took me and want you
to do something for them. They hurt Mom. I am okay. Just
scared.

Please help me.

Love, Lisa

 


"What is it?" asked De la Cruz as he caught
up to Rourk.

In reply, he shoved the papers into the
Chief's hand and sprinted after the man who had delivered them.

Rourk caught up to the man twenty feet from
the exit. His mind racing with a kaleidoscope of images: the birth
of his precious little girl nearly twelve years earlier; the first
time she fell and skinned her knee; when she first learned to ride
a bike; the horror of his own traumatic abduction as a child; the
man who had beat him, tormented and raped his young body. His left
hand clamped down on a bony shoulder and spun the ferret around.
The man lost his balance and crashed into a twenty-five cent triple
wheel slot machine. Two blue-haired old ladies near by shrieked in
fear while clutching their buckets of dirty quarters to their ample
bosoms.

The ferret - as Rourk came to see him - tried
to scurry on his hands and knees between several overturned stools
in an attempt to flee. Rourk grabbed him by the back of his sport
coat and tossed him into another slot machine.

"WHERE IS SHE!?!" Sullivan demanded, his
voice thundering.

Ferret turned and Rourk encircled his skinny
neck with his right hand. Hate like he had never known engulfed
him, bringing with it a murderous rage. “WHERE IS SHE!?!” he
screamed, his face inches from ferrets face, Sullivan’s skin a deep
red from the tide of rage surging within. The ferret’s face was
equally red, though his was due to the ferocious grip the massive
hand had on his throat.

“Put him down, Sully!” yelled Chief De la
Cruz.

Rourk had the ferret in one hand, the man’s
feet six inches off the ground. “WHERE IS SHE, YOU FUCK!?!” The
ferret’s eyes bulged grotesquely, the capillaries swollen and
beginning to burst. “TELL ME!” Rourk screamed, as he smashed the
ferret repeatedly into the slot machine. “TELL ME!”

“Sir! Put him down!” ordered a security
guard, gun in hand.

Rourk continued to crush the now limp figure
of a man into the slot. De la Cruz placed his friend in a police
style chokehold. Slowly, Rourk succumbed to the loss of air and
blood. His grip on the ferret loosened, the body falling to the
ground with a dull thud.

Security guards running through the casino
had caught the attention of the news media that had been at the
press conference. Rourk’s savage attack was the lead story on all
of the networks. Very little was missed by the cameras. They were
still there when, several minutes later, the paramedics pronounced
the ferret dead and Rourk was lead away in handcuffs by two Las
Vegas Metro Police Officers.

 


 








 




 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 2

 


“Ralph Vasquez, Esq.” read the golden script
centered on the business card. The card was a reflection of the man
it represented – elegant, direct and tasteful. Ralph Vasquez,
Esquire, was an extremely successful criminal defense attorney. His
professional relationship with Sullivan Rourk went back more than a
decade. Therefore, when Chief De la Cruz had called less than four
hours earlier, Vasquez told his secretary to reschedule his
calendar for the next couple of days and he set off to Las
Vegas.

The attorney wasn’t alone on the desolate
drive through the Mojave Desert. With him was his most trusted
investigator, Scott Hudspeth, a former agent of the FBI. Hudspeth
also had been a long-time acquaintance of Sullivan Rourk. As an FBI
agent, he had been one of six agents who shot Rourk during a
botched attempt to bring him in for questioning regarding a series
of bank burglaries. Rourk had been the prime suspect in a
half-dozen brazen crimes that involved blowing up Automatic Teller
Machines (ATM’s) at banks and stealing the cash within. Vasquez
successfully defended Sullivan in the ensuing trial. That case had
been the downfall of every agent involved. Be it an early
retirement, forced resignation or, as in Hudspeth’s case,
disillusionment with the Bureau and it’s ‘Cover Your Ass Before
Justice’ approach to law enforcement, all involved in the ‘People
of the United States vs. Sullivan Robert Rourk’, had left the
government for other opportunities.

Holding Vasquez’s card was the desk clerk at
Metro P.D. The former chorus girl, while showing a little too much
age for the youth-based entertainment of Las Vegas, still looked
impressive. Blond hair piled high on her head, baby blue eyes and a
dazzling smile. The dark blue uniform was tailored to accentuate
every bit of her considerable curves. “How may I help you, Mr.
Vasquez?” Her voice was southern charm dipped in honey.

“After seeing you, I can’t imagine that I
would be here for any reason other than to ask you to dinner.”
Replied the lawyer, his dark eyes locked on her stare.

She blushed and dropped her eyes coyly.
“Why, you are mighty sweet.” She hesitated before adding, “You
know, for you bein’ a lawyer an’ all.”

“Ah, yes. Lawyer. The initial purpose of my
coming here.” Back to business. “I need to see lieutenant
DiGiamarino. I represent Sullivan Rourk.”

“Of course! He’s waitin’ on you. Just let me
get someone to escort you on up.”

Ten minutes later, he and Hudspeth were
introducing themselves to the lieutenant in charge of the homicide
division. “Pleasure to meet you both” the lieutenant’s voice was
gravelly and held a Midwestern accent. Nobody in Vegas was from
Vegas. “My name, Roberto Dominic DiGiamarino, is a mouthful, even
for my own mother, so please, call me Bobby D.”

“Certainly, lieutenant.” Vasquez returned
the tone to one of business. “What are you attempting to charge my
client with, sir?”

Bobby D. straightened in his chair. “Might
be manslaughter. Then again, might be nothing at all.” Pleased with
the startled look on the face of the highbrow attorney, he
continued; “Depends on what your client has to say.”

“I’d like to see Mr. Rourk now,
lieutenant.”

“In a minute. I’ve…”

“Now, Lieutenant Roberto Dominic
DiGiamarino,” Vasquez asserted as he stood. “You can continue to
speak to my associate, Mr. Hudspeth, if you wish, but you will have
me brought to wherever it is that you are detaining MY CLIENT!”

The lieutenant pressed a button on the
intercom sitting at the corner of his desk. “Take this Goddamn
mouthpiece to his Goddamn client!”

A uniformed sergeant immediately pulled open
the door to the lieutenants' office. His boss was irked with this
guy, so he took the same road. “This way, asshole.”

When the door was closed once more, the
investigator took a different approach. “Look, Bobby D., you gotta
excuse Vasquez. He seems to believe that being nice is being weak
sometimes and he doesn’t ever want anyone to mistake him for some
humble Chinaman. Know what I mean?”

The Lt. Settled down. “Yeah, fuckin’
lawyers, as long as there is one alive, it’s still too many. You
were on the job?”

“Yeah, Fed.”

Bobby D. nodded his head in
acknowledgement.

“So what lets Rourk walk?”

“The guy he killed was a dirt bag – goes by
a dozen different names, The real one being David Finegold. But he
never used that one. His handle was Nazi Dave.” He laughed at the
shocked expression on the investigators’ face. “Yeah, seems he was
a born and raised Jew who became a Nazi low-rider while doin’ time
in California under the alias David White.”

“So why does Rourk walk? The law doesn’t
differentiate between citizen and scum?”

“Seems this scum kidnapped Rourk’s
daughter.”

“Where’s the kid?”

“No idea. We found his ol’ lady in their
apartment. She’s at the hospital now.”

“How bad?”

“She’s beat up – no signs of rape – both
knees broken. She’ll be okay.” He hesitated a moment. “She won’t
cooperate in the investigation. Says she wants her husband to
handle it.”

“Has anyone made a formal complaint that the
kid is missing?”

“No, but we have the note given to Rourk by
the Nazi Jew-boy.”

“No complaint, no crime.”

The lieutenant exploded, “Don’t give me that
bullshit! Nazi wacko’s beat a woman half to death and kidnapped a
little girl! They cooperate or I get a judge to make the kid a ward
of the court and lock Mommy and Daddy up for hindering our
investigation!” Spittle was clotted in the corners of his mouth,
his lips wet. He wiped it away with the back of one beefy,
hair-matted hand before adding, at barely a whisper, “Go tell that
to your client.”

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 3

 


The stark white walls were like a canvas for
April's minds' eye to paint pictures of horror. Lying between the
crisp white sheets of the hospital bed, safe, alive, while her
daughter was who knows where and being subjected to any number of
atrocities - every imaginable horror projected onto the walls -
left her grief stricken and guilt ridden.

There were three of them. April replayed it
all again in search of an answer, maybe a point in time that she
could accuse herself for failing to be vigilant. Alternatively,
perhaps a time where she had had an opportunity to do something
different. Fight a little harder. Scream a little louder.

There were three of them. April could see
them on the video display that was part of the security system.
Their condo was the penthouse in one of the exclusive Turnberry
Place Towers. All three were well dressed in similar attire;
blazers, slacks, tie. April pressed the intercom before speaking.
"Yes?"

"Bill Cane, Mrs. Rourk. I'm the limo driver
for the Pearl Dust, ma'am." The shortest of the three was speaking.
"And this is Jack and Jake, casino security." Both men nodded as
their names were mentioned. "Mr. Rourk wanted us to pick you up for
the news conference."

"Come on up. Take the express elevator."

April turned and spoke to the frumpy Mexican
maid - nothing around that could possibly turn Sullivan's head -
"Maria, three men from the Pearl are on the way up. Please get them
some refreshments and let them know I'll be about twenty
minutes."

"Si Mees April." The maid hadn't begun to
learn English until after her fiftieth birthday, six month earlier,
thus her words were a thick mixture of Spanish and barely passable
English that rarely followed any rules of syntax.

The first sign of trouble was the fear in
Lisa's eyes. April had been brushing her daughter's long blond hair
when the child's eyes widened in startled surprise as they focused
on something over April's shoulder. Turning quickly, she saw one of
the men that had been on the monitor. There was a sense of color -
red - splattered across his white shirt and blue tie. Only a sense
because a blur of motion that was his ham-handed fist slammed into
her left eye.

Lisa's scream seemed to be distant, like it
was coming from the bottom of a deep well. April struggled to
remain conscious. Suddenly pain flared in her right side. The
bastard had kicked her. Lisa's screams were now reaching April at
full volume.

The attacker reached out, snared Lisa in one
arm, and covered her mouth with his other hand. His back was to
April and she lashed out with her right foot, catching him in the
crotch with the first kick. His breath was taken with the impact.
His grip loosened on the little girl. April kicked again, this time
stabbing the stiletto heel of her shoe into the soft flesh behind
his knee.

"RUN, LISA!" April screamed as the
man fell.

April made it to her feet and started for
the doorway. "NO!" she wailed, tears now distorting the
scene in front of her.

"Mommy!" cried Lisa.

April lurched at the one claiming to be the
driver. The one who now held her daughter by the hair, nearly
lifting her off her feet. "AAAgghhh!” the guttural cry of anguish
that came from April's throat as she dove after her daughter's
assailant was cut short and turned into a sickening "Umph.”

The first attacker had recovered and
returned the kick to his crotch with one to hers. April collapsed
at the driver's feet. She had never known such pain. Her vision was
tunneled with flashes of bright light, seemingly exploding from
within her head to illuminate the tunnel through which she saw. Her
stomach heaved, its contents spewing from between her parted ruby
lips. The world began to spin. Images caught in passing - one man -
another - Lisa, terrified and screaming, reaching out to her - the
other man - all blurred, colliding into one another. Sound was
muffled, voices seemed to be slowed down, like an old 45RPM record
played at 33 1/3. However, what they said registered fully.

"So you wanna run, bitch?" said the one who
had kicked her. "Grab her legs,” he ordered another.

Instinctively she tried to curl up, but she
was too weak to withstand the strength of these men. They quickly
had her legs outstretched. Her back was on the carpet, her legs
held up in the air. The first attacker leaned sideways and kicked,
first April's left knee, then the right. She begged God to take
away the pain then offered her soul to the devil in exchange for
her daughters' safety.

Using several of Sullivan's ties, the men
bound April, hand and foot. She finally passed out as they tossed
her into the closet, her broken knees crashing into a wooden shoe
rack.

When April regained consciousness she cried
out, "Help me! Please! Maria!" Tears covered her battered face, the
natural beauty of her peaches and cream skin marred by the
blue-black contusions and massive swelling that had closed her left
eye completely and threatened the other. She couldn't move. Even
the act of screaming out brought agonizing pain to her broken
knees. Locked in the dark closet, April cried silent tears. Shock,
numbing her emotions from the earlier events, eventually enveloped
her like a warm down comforter on a chilly autumn night. 'It
was a nightmare. That's all' she told herself over and over
as time became lost and all that was left was her mantra -
Nightmare, that's all - Nightmare.

It was almost nine hours later that she was
finally found. Police detectives and uniformed officers flashed
their badges at the Concierge, who let them into the Rourk
penthouse.

"Mrs. Rourk?" coaxed a detective in a polo
shirt, slacks and New Balance cross-trainers. "Get paramedics up
here, NOW!" he ordered someone.

"Where is she?" April asked, new tears now
flowing down the same path as those that fell before.

"Who? The maid is in the living room. We
found her tied up in the pantry."

"Lisa" she looked directly into his eyes,
"Where is my daughter?"

"Tell me what happened." He avoided the
question she had asked.

"Sullivan. Where's my husband?" April's
voice was becoming shrill. "Where is Sullivan? Sullivan! Goddamn
you Sullivan! I need you!"

The detective tried to calm her, but it was
no use. She had been through too much. She needed medical care.

 


"Sarge?" asked one of the patrolmen.

Detective Sergeant Carl De Rosure stepped
away from April Rourk and into the master suite to talk with the
patrolman. "What'cha got?"

"The maid doesn't speak much English, but
even if she did, it wouldn't be much help." He glanced at the notes
he had taken, "Maria Lopez, according to her green card. Says she
doesn't remember anything. Got hit on the head and woke up tied and
gagged right where we found her."

"Have the paramedics treat her after they
take care of Mrs. Rourk here. Then get CSI over here to see what
they can find.”

April was brought back from her reverie by a
teenage girl dressed in the pink and white striped smock that gave
rise to the name 'Candy striper'. She was wiping away April's tears
with a cool damp cloth. Sara, according to her name tag, asked
gently, "Are you in pain, ma'am? Would you like for me to get the
nurse?"

April looked up at the young girl. Blond
hair the same shade as Lisa's. That thought brought another to her.
Find Lisa and Find Sullivan. "Can you raise the bed and hand me the
phone please?" she asked as she sniffled.

"Sure." Sara perked up at being able to help
her.

April's hands were each strapped to short
boards, an I.V. line running into the large veins on the back of
each hand. "Can you dial the number and ask for Spanky?"

The girl agreed and dialed the number given.
After two rings a hearty voice came on the line. "Joe's Morgue, you
stab 'em, we slam 'em, necrophiliacs welcome after six, how can I
help you?"

April smiled at the girl's surprised
expression, knowing her brother's familiar, twisted greeting.

"Uh, yes" Sara stammered.

"Spit it out, I ain't got all damned
day."

"Is there a, uh…"

"Look here, lass… might you be a damsel in
distress, 'cus if ya are there's a service fee." Spanky laughed at
his own wisecrack.

"I'm looking for a Mr. Spanky" Sara finally
managed to get out.

"You got 'em, though I've never had anyone
insult me with that "Mister" shit afore. Who might you be?"

"Hold on."

Sara held the phone to April's ear. "Spanky,
it's April."

"Hey, lil' Sis! What's new in Sin City?"

She caught a sob in her throat, then rushed
on, "Lisa's been kidnapped, Sullivan's missing and I'm in the
hospital with two broken legs!"

"WOAH! Kidnapped? Hospital?" Spanky paused
for a moment. "Don't go talkin' on this phone, Sis. I'll be there
in a hot tic with some help. I love ya."

The phone went dead. "Thank you" she
whispered to the dial tone.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 4

 


Spanky hung up the phone. Kidnapped. The
thought that someone would hurt his sister and niece was almost
incomprehensible for the burly, leather clad biker. Picking up the
phone again he made a call to the Iron Horsemen Clubhouse. Frank
"Spanky" Zigan had been a member of that outlaw motorcycle club for
twenty-two years. Help he needed - help they would provide.

"Yeah?" the voice on the other end
answered.

"It's Spanky. Who's there and when can you
all be ready to ride?"

"It's me, Spanky, Fat Jack. Twin, and Nolan
are here." After a moments hesitation he asked, "A, B or C,
Bro?"

"C. We are riding for Vegas. Meet me at the
top of the Cajon Pass at the I-fifteen and Highway one
thirty-eight."

"C" meant that all weapons needed to be
brought by car. The car would be driven by one of the women. The
guys would be on their Harleys, the club colors - the logo patch
that identified them to be Iron Horsemen - would be worn under
their jackets to draw less scrutiny from the law. It was an easy
code. As far as they knew it had never been fully figured out by
anyone.

Spanky next called the law offices of Ralph
Vasquez, Esq.. The secretary informed him of Sullivan's arrest and
the fact that Vasquez and Scott Hudspeth had already left for Las
Vegas.

With the calls completed, Spanky pulled on
his denim cut - the sleeveless Levi jacket that the club colors
were sewn to - followed by a heavy leather jacket, gloves and a
small helmet that covered only the crown of his head and just
barely complied with California's helmet law.

Spanky stared up at the collection of
photographs that adorned the west wall of his living room. Centered
among the more than two-dozen framed photos of motorcycles, leather
wearing biker men and tit-flashing biker women, was a portrait
taken at the Olan Mills Studio two years earlier. Granny Zigan held
little Lisa on her lap, April stood to Granny's right, her husband,
Sullivan, directly behind and himself to the left. So much had
changed since that picture had been taken. Granny was gone, passed
quietly in her sleep. Sullivan in jail, April, pretty April with
her long red hair and springtime green eyes, in a hospital while
the baby, named after Spanky's biological sister and April's
childhood friend who had died as a teenager from an overdose,
kidnapped.

"I'll find her, Granny, or end up on my way
to see you trying." He spoke to the spirit of the woman who had
brought a battered and bruised runaway girl home and made them all
a family. April was that girl, and family meant everything to this
giant of a man with the wiry red beard that was long and full. He
pulled out his keys, locked the door behind him and went to his
bike, which was parked there on the front porch. The new full-dress
Electra Glide was the Rolls Royce of road bikes. It had a full
faring, solid saddlebags and a trunk, all painted to match the
silver trimmed gloss black on the tank. The faring contained a
CD/radio, CB, radar detector, cigar lighter and GPS unit. With the
turn of the key and a push of a button the big hog was brought to
life. The deep throated roar of the V-Twin motor telling the world
that this was a Harley Davidson - so move over.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 5

 


Sullivan Rourk didn't look up when the door
to the interview room opened. He was too exhausted. His head hung
down, eyes fixed on his clasped hands resting on the steel table
before him. The table was bolted to the floor. The wooden hardback
chair he sat in was not. Neither was the one across from him. The
door closed. The empty chair made a screeching sound as its feet
were drug back across the tile.

"I'm not telling you again - I want a
lawyer, a phone call and a bondsman,” Rourk said without looking
up.

"Well, you got the first wish" Vasquez
replied.

Sullivan’s head shot up. A surge of renewed
vitality reanimated the man who had so recently appeared lost in a
pit of despair. “Esquire!” His voice conveyed his dismay at seeing
his long time attorney here – especially since the cops hadn’t
allowed him near a phone since his arrest nearly 5 hours earlier.
“How…?”

“Chief De la Cruz called” the attorney
answered, “But that’s not important.” Vasquez went on to explain
the possibility of him getting out as long as he answered some
questions. “I didn’t stick around to find out what questions he
had. Scott Hudspeth is getting that information. The way I see it,
if you had something to say you would let me know yourself. Am I
right?”

“Yeah.” Rourk looked down at his hands
again. A moment later, he looked his lawyer in the eye and told him
“They kidnapped my daughter. Get me a bail and get me out of
here.”

“And you want to be your child’s ‘Knight in
Shining Armor’, leaving the police out of it. Am I close?”

“You know I don’t work with the cops,
Esquire.”

The attorney leaned forward, resting his
weight on the palms of his hands and said in a harsh whisper, “You
are a fool!”

Just then, the door swung open. Scott
Hudspeth walked in, a uniformed officer pulling the door shut
behind him. “Hi ya, Sullivan.” He offered his hand as he spoke.

“Scott.”

“Listen. April is in the hospital.”

Sullivan shot out of his chair, tipping it
over in the process. He grabbed Hudspeth by the shoulders, “My God!
Is she okay? How could I forget about April? The note!” Sullivan
sank to his knees. “The note said they hurt Mom…”

Putting his hand on his friend’s shoulder,
Scott tried to soften the details, “Sullivan, she’ll be okay, but
they broke both of her legs.”

The men were both shocked at this news,
Sullivan getting back to his feet and turning to Vasquez, begged,
“Get me out of here!”

“What else, Scott?” the attorney asked,
ignoring his clients’ plea.

“They want a sworn complaint about the
kidnapping so they can investigate it more fully.

“Bucko here won’t cooperate,” chided
Vasquez.

The investigator continued, “Do you blame
him? The law rarely translates into justice, Ralph. You know that
as well as anyone. If not better.”

 


“I’ll arrange bail while Scott goes to check
on your better half” announced the lawyer as he stood to leave.

“Thanks, Esquire,” Rourk said in a sincere
voice.

“If I’m to defend you, you will need to fill
me in on the details later. I’ll get the police reports faxed to my
office. Scott,” turning to the P.I., “Work this one exclusively to
its conclusion.”

With that said, the suave legal-eagle turned
and rapped his knuckles on the door. He and Hudspeth left Rourk
standing alone in the small, windowless room.

Once in the elevator that would take the two
men back to the lobby, Scott commented, “You sure didn’t stick
around long with ol’ Lieutenant Bobby D.”

The lawyer looked over at his associate and
said, “You were in law enforcement for a dozen years. In that time
did you ever give a defense attorney ANY information that couldn’t
be gleaned from the reports that wasn’t a lie?”

Hudspeth laughed and answered, “Nope. Your
point is made and taken.”

They stopped at the counter again once they
were in the lobby. The same attractive blond officer was there.
After providing Vasquez with the bail information - $100,000 – she
slid a police department business card across the white Formica.
“Any more questions and ya’ll can reach me at home,” she whispered,
while smiling sexily at the handsome, immaculately tailored
Vasquez.

“I’ll most definitely have more questions,”
he said as he pocketed the card.

Once outside, walking across the courtyard
toward the visitor parking, Scott told his employer, “Not bad.”

Vasquez replied, “I would have bed that
woman solely on her looks. For the added bonus of having someone on
the inside of this hostile bureaucracy, I might even take the time
to learn her name.”

Hudspeth chuckled. “Drop me at the
hospital.”

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 





Chapter 6

 


“Look, April, we are working on Sullivan’s
bail right now.” Scott tried to console her after breaking
the news of her husbands arrest for murdering the scum who had
brought the note from their daughter, but April was inconsolable.
The abduction of her child, the savage beating and now, the man she
needed most was in police custody for killing a man. It was too
much, too much for her to accept all at once. She desperately
wanted to pull her knees to her chest and curl into a ball.
Withdraw into herself by the act of making herself as small as
possible. She damned the braces that held her legs straight out in
front of her and cried in frustration.

“April.” Scott had to take her chin in his
hand and force her to look at him. “We will find her. Do you
hear me?”

Slowly she nodded her understanding and
fought to gain some composure.

“Good girl.” The investigator was firm,
gentle and condescending all at the same time. “Now you need to
tell me everything that you can remember.”

“You’ll get Sullivan out?” she sniffled back
the snot that was attempting to run out her nose. “No cops.” She
was vehement about keeping the police out of it.

“That’s the plan” he assured her without
making any promises. He would try like hell to keep the cops out,
but they were already in too deep to turn them out now.

April went over every detail twice with the
investigator and was half way through the third time when the
bedside phone rang. Scott picked it up. Sullivan was calling from
Vasquez’s cell phone. Hudspeth held the phone for April.

The moment she heard his voice her heart
broke again as her anguish welled anew.

“They took her!” was all she could get out
before the sobs took away her ability to speak.

Hudspeth got back on the line. “Sullivan, we
don’t have a lot of time to waste.”

“I’ll be there in ten minutes. Can she be
taken home? Private nurses, whatever it takes.”

“Probably. I’ll check into it.” The phone
clicked off before he could say any more.

 


 


The reunion between April and Sullivan was
emotionally charged and would have remained so if Hudspeth and the
lawyer hadn’t stepped in and focused the two bedraggled,
overwrought parents of the missing Lisa Rourk.

April’s doctor had agreed to discharge her
the next morning, as long as a private nurse was engaged. She would
need continued intravenous fluids and the occasional administration
of controlled pain medication.

“I’ve gotta go.” Sullivan kissed his wife on
her forehead. “I’ll find her,” he promised, as he and the other two
men left.

 


 





Chapter 7

 


Moonlight seeped through the cracks between
the boards that covered the single window in the otherwise darkened
room. Dust motes floated in the silvery shafts looking like white
laser beams to the terrified child curled into a protective ball on
the floor as far from the light as she could get.

Lisa Rourk trembled with a combination of
fear and chill. The room was void of any furniture. There used to
be carpeting, she knew from the sharp tack strips along the edge of
the walls on the hardwood floor. She had pricked her hands several
times as she searched the room on hands and knees. She looked first
for a light. The switch didn't work. Next, she sought a way out.
There was only one door - and those horrible fuckers (as she called
them, delighting in her secret use of the expletive) could be heard
on the other side. The boards covering the window proved to be too
solidly secured to the wall for her limited strength to budge.
Finally, she scoured the dusty floor for something to use as a
weapon. All she could find was the tack strip, which was nailed to
the floor. After a close inspection with fingers that were becoming
numb from the effort of prying at every few inches of board, she
found a section that was a little loose. A nail screeched as it
started to come free. The sound seemed to be amplified in the empty
space of the room. Lisa froze, her heart beating like thunder in
her chest, as fear that her captors had heard and would come
rushing in at any moment paralyzed her.

When no one came in after several minutes
that crawled by with a painful slowness, Lisa crawled to the door
and listened.

"We need more beer, Shotgun" one voice was
saying.

"What the fuck do I look like, Shaggy, a
Goddamn liquor store?" said a second voice.

"Eat shit, Shotgun. I'm goin' after another
eighteen pack,” said the first one.

"Get that kid somethin' to eat if you're
goin' out" the second one said. "Shotgun" and "Shaggy,” they called
one another. 'Stupid names', Lisa thought, as she made her way back
to the loose board.

After another few minutes, filled with fear
at being caught, Lisa had a three-foot section of the tack strip in
her hands. She was exhausted from the combined events of the day
and now curled into her protective ball.

The one called Shaggy had left. The car
sounded loud, not like the quiet limo that they had brought her
here in. A radio went on somewhere beyond the door. Some hard rock
guitars screeching, then static as the dial was turned, finally
resting on a country station. Lisa knew the song well and would
have called it ironic if she had known what ironic meant. Toby
Keith and Willy Nelson were singing about fighting evil forces then
meeting up at the saloon so they could get whiskey for the men and
beer for the horses. A smile spread across her dirty, tear-stained
face as she remembered sneaking a bottle of her daddy's Coors Light
and pouring it into her tea set so she could serve it to her
stuffed horse after hearing the song for the first time. She had
been ten.

The deadbolt turning in the door brought her
back to the present and the present stole the smile from her
face.

Slowly the door swung open. Silhouetted in
the doorway was one of the 'fuckers'. The light spilled in, causing
Lisa to blink and squint as her eyes tried to adjust. She did her
best to conceal the tack strip, but it was too long and too
sharp.

"Whatcha got there, brat?" asked the
'fucker'.

Lisa scrambled to her feet and held the tack
strip like a baseball bat. She was a thin, coltish child who was
just beginning to pass into the bloom of womanhood, nearly twelve
and athletic, but hardly a match for the six foot tall, two-hundred
and twenty pound man that stood across from her.

He laughed; it was a loud, braying sound
that reminded her of the donkeys they had ridden when her parents
had taken her to the Grand Canyon. He was the one who had first
attacked them. He had hurt her mom, and now he was laughing at
her.

Lisa hated being laughed at.

She crossed the room in three long strides,
swinging the stick as she neared her captor. He reached out to
catch the stick with his right hand, not noticing the dozens of
sharp steel tacks sticking through it.

"Aw, shit!" he cried as the points cut into
his palm. Automatically he pushed the stick away and grabbed his
injured hand with the other hand.

Lisa drew back again and swung with every
ounce of strength her anger and fear could muster. "FUCKER!!!" she
screamed, as she started forward.

He looked up just in time to see the board
as it raked his face. Blood spurted from the furrows that now
spread in a haphazard diagonal, streaking from the left side of his
brow to the right side of his mouth. The tacks had sliced through
the left eye. Its clear fluid dripped down his cheek. "You fucking
little cunt!" he screamed at her, while intermittently trying to
grab her with his good hand and trying to apply pressure to his
bleeding face.

Lisa continued hitting her abductor. Over
and over, she hit the burly man. Each slap of the stick against his
flesh brought more blood. "FUCKER! YOU FUCKING FUCKER!" She
was hysterical. That hysteria showed itself to be an effective
equalizer against this bigger, stronger opponent.

The hysteria and the tack strip.

It was his turn to curl up. He dropped to
the floor, covering his head with his arms and pulling his knees to
his chest, trying to leave as little area as possible exposed to
the vicious onslaught this little girl had brought.

Lisa tore his arms and back to shreds while
he cried out for her to stop, "Please! No more! Come on you fucking
bitch, stop!"

Working her way around the pitiful, bleeding
man, she kicked him low in the ass, catching him in the balls. His
groan of pain brought her a lot of pleasure - so she kicked him
there again.

He was beyond being able to protect himself.
He was bordering on unconsciousness when she finally stopped.

Her breathing was ragged. Sweat stained the
back and armpits of her shirt. Her blond hair hung in damp strings
that were flecked with his blood. "Look at me!" she demanded.

Slowly he spread his elbows, still holding
the crown of his head, and exposed a sliver of his face.

"My daddy told me to never call a man a punk
or a bitch," Her voice echoed an age far greater than the
eleven-plus years she had lived, "but I think he won't mind in this
case you Punk Bitch FUCKER!"

With that, she swung once more, catching him
on the arm before fleeing through the door.

On the table were a gun, a dozen or more
empty cans of Budweiser and a Motorola cellular phone. Lisa grabbed
the phone and pushed 9-1-1. The phone beeped a strange beep and a
deep voice came over the tiny speaker, "Yeah?"

Lisa screamed in surprise at the voice of
the one called 'Shaggy'.

"Shotgun! What the fuck's goin' on there?"
Shaggy was panicked.

She dropped the phone, knocking over several
cans. Grabbing the phone once more, she pushed the off button then
the on button. She was relieved to hear a dial tone. 9-1-1 didn't
work last time. Lisa punched in her home phone number and pressed
send.

As the phone on the other end began to ring,
Lisa heard movement to her left. A quick turn of her head revealed
Shotgun standing in the doorway, holding the frame for support.

Startled, Lisa cried out and dropped the
phone once more. What looked at her through a single, rage-filled
eye was a monster. Blood, torn flesh and a puckered blind eye. He
looked like he should be dead.

"I'm going to beat you to death, you little
cunt-bitch" he growled menacingly.

"No you won't" Lisa said in a soft, even
tone, just before grabbing the gun from the table.

It was a single action revolver. The
long-barreled pistol swung up steady in her grasp to point at his
chest.

He lurched to his left. The gun followed.
"You stupid little cunt."

The gun exploded.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 8

 


Ralph Vasquez, Esquire, spun the wheel to
the left, guiding the big Mercedes 600SL through the intersection
on to Paradise Road.

"This can't be good,” said Hudspeth,
pointing at the flashing red, yellow and blue lights ahead.

"That's the Turnberry entrance." Rourk
confirmed that the squad cars were, in fact, at the entrance to his
home.

Two Las Vegas Metro patrol units blocked the
entire driveway. An officer with a red cone attached to his
flashlight was directing traffic away from the luxury high-rise
complex.

As the car rolled slowly by, Rourk and the
others could see a half dozen police vehicles beyond the main
entrance. Vasquez guided his car through a break in the traffic and
parked at the curb.

The three men walked through the covered
gateway before being confronted by a uniformed patrolman. "I'm
sorry, sir, you can't go through just yet,” said the cop, raising
his hands as if to push the three men away.

"What the…" Rourk was looking beyond the
police line to a group of men awash in the red and blue flashing
lights, lying face down on the concrete near the main entrance to
tower three. "That's my brother-in-law!"

The cop glanced between Rourk and the men
now being handcuffed and roughly searched by a dozen other
officers.

Vasquez and Hudspeth then noticed the big
man with the red beard being yanked to his feet by two cops.
Vasquez spoke to the cop blocking their way. "That big guy being so
roughly handled by your fellow Gestapo happens to be one of my
clients."

The young patrolman shot Vasquez an angry
look.

"I'm his lawyer" Vasquez announced.

"Shit" the cop mumbled, just as the two cops
slammed Spanky into the hood of a squad car.

"Yeah, 'Shit'."

The cop pressed the transmit button on the
radio mike, "One-David-Seventeen, One-Charlie-Eight."

"Go Charlie-Eight," came the instant
reply.

"Ten-nineteen my twenty." The cop asked his
sergeant to respond to his location.

"Ten-four."

In less than a minute, the sergeant was
being read the riot act by Ralph Vasquez, Esq. "…and you can be
assured that your perpetuation of this violation of Mr. Zigan's
civil liberties will be found to be an unconstitutional abuse of
authority,” concluded the lawyer.

The sergeant turned, red faced with anger,
and walked over to where the group of bikers were being herded into
a police transport van. "Cut 'em all loose" he ordered through
clenched teeth.

A chorus of 'What's' and 'Why's' came from
the cops who had just affected the arrests.

"The big one is the brother-in-law of one of
the residents. They are legitimate 'guests'" he explained,
ending his statement with a sarcastic tone.

The cuffs quickly came off. The bikers all
began trash talking the cops while rubbing the creases in their
wrists left by the overly tight restraints.

"Punk-ass pigs," grumbled Nolan.

"Fuckin' bitches," Fat Jack snarled.

"Ease up, fellas," Spanky reined in his
cohorts, "We got more important things to do than talk shit to
these cocksuckers…"

"Spanky!" Rourk hollered as he and the other
two approached.

"Bro!" The burly biker grasped Rourk in a
bear hug. Stepping back, he asked, "What's goin' on? I got a call
from Sis."

"Upstairs. We'll talk."

"Yeah, sure."

The group entered behind Rourk. The
contrasts of the group were remarkable and weren't lost on the
concierge and security as they walked by.

There was Rourk, his Hugo Boss suit, even
though rumpled and with his silver tie hanging out of one of the
pockets of the navy coat, looking elegant and powerful. Much the
way the lawyer appeared. However, Vasquez maintained a tie with a
perfect knot pulled tight at his throat and wore enough gold and
diamond jewelry to be mistaken for a Mafia don. Spanky was by far
the tallest of the group, but Fat Jack, at 405 pounds, was the one
drawing the greatest attention. His Levi's were the ones that hung
on the wall of Millers Outpost. The custom-made leather chaps
looked to have taken more that one cow to make. His hair was
thinning, yet long, pulled into a brown and silver ponytail. His
general appearance was that of a hefty grease ball.

Twin was one of the ugliest men in the
western United States. His lumpy face and fleshy, rubbery appearing
lips were kept from being the focal point of his face by the huge,
bulbous nose that had been split along the right nostril in a knife
fight and repaired by one of his friends with a tube of crazy glue.
Though he was only 28 years old, he looked at least 10 years
older.

Nolan was in his early 50's. His gray-brown
goatee and hair were both worn long. He and Twin were both knife
fanatics. Nolan normally carried a minimum of 7 knives. His clothes
were all leather. Pants, shirt, boots, coat, gloves and hat. The
only thing not leather was the cut off Levi jacket that held
his colors.

However, the one appearing the most out of
place was Hudspeth. He was wearing Dockers, polo shirt and a
windbreaker. He looked like the cop he used to be. The part in his
brown hair was on the right, his eyes dark and always picking up on
every detail of his surroundings. He was an athletically built
5'11". The only difference now from when he had been a Federal
Agent was the addition of the neatly trimmed moustache that adorned
his thin upper lip, but even that looked like a cops'
moustache.

Introductions were made all around as they
took the express elevator to the Rourk penthouse. The elevator
opened on to a private foyer. Marble floors were sided by
rose-colored walls. An antique cherry wood table held a gray vase
filled with wild flowers. A gilded oval mirror hung on the wall
above the flowers. The double doors leading to the apartment were
intricately carved oak panels laminated over steel. They were also
open.

Scott Hudspeth stepped to the front of the
group and withdrew the 10 mm Glock semi-automatic that he carried
in his waistband at the small of his back. With the safety off and
the weapon held up, Hudspeth entered the apartment. He made a quick
check of the premises, finding the enormous apartment vacant.

The others had made their way into the
living room. Sullivan began pulling beers from the cooler behind
the bar. Vasquez poured himself a large snifter of Grand Marnier.
After a long pull from a bottle of Coors Light, Sullivan began
filling in the blanks for everyone. "I think it's related to the
Brand" he began, relating the story of how he had stabbed a guy in
prison and ended up running the drug and extortion rackets for the
Aryan Brotherhood while he was in Soledad Prison in California.

When Sullivan had finally paroled he had
thought his dealings with the Brand - a nickname given to Aryan
Brotherhood members because of the shamrock tattoo they all had
that branded them as members of one of the most vicious prison
gangs in the country - were over. But they had other plans. To let
Sullivan know about those plans they sent a couple skinheads to
deliver the message.

Things had gone wrong and it ended up being
an armed confrontation with the Sheriff's Department that resulted
in the deaths of four cops and the two skins.

"I got a call about eighteen months ago,” he
recalled, "from the broad who used to visit me to bring me messages
from Whitey."

"Why didn't you tell me, Bro?" asked
Spanky.

"It wasn't any big deal. She had heard about
me getting a pardon from the governor and said she just wanted to
say congratulations. Now that I think about it…she did say 'We'll
be in touch' as she hung up. Now we've got punk-ass Nazi low riders
from California kidnapping Lisa."

"You're probably right. It's most likely
related," said Hudspeth.

"We start runnin' all the speed freaks,
skinheads and white supremacists to ground and find where these
riders are hiding out,” suggested Nolan.

"Yeah, we can get some help from the local
red and white" chimed Twin, referring to the Hells Angels by their
'Colors'.

The phone rang. Hudspeth and Rourk both
looked down at the caller I.D. screen.

"Do you recognize the number?" asked the
former Fed.

"No" Sullivan replied as he lifted the
receiver. "Hello?" He typically phrased the greeting as a
question.

A child's scream was carried into the room
through the receiver. The six other men in the room crowded toward
Rourk as he cried out his daughter's name, "Lisa? Lisaaaa!"

The phone sounded like it was dropped.

"Shh!" Rourk held up one hand, palm out to
get the people around him to be quiet as he strained to hear.

A voice came, as if from a distance, "You
stupid little cunt!"

"Don't you touch her!" Sullivan screamed
into the phone.

The distinct sound of a single gunshot
exploded on the other end of the phone line. Sullivan went pale. He
could feel his bowels liquefy as fear gripped him completely.
"Lisa" he whispered as tears spilled over red-rimmed lids.

Hudspeth turned on his cell phone and dialed
the Las Vegas office of the FBI, bypassing the switchboard and
reaching an old friend.

"Spencer" the phone was answered.

"Spence, Scott Hudspeth, this is an
emergency and I need a huge favor."

"What's up?"

"I need a location on an active cell."

"Number?"

Hudspeth read the number from the caller
I.D.

"Two minutes - and you owe me."

"You got it."

"Lisa, baby" Sullivan cried as he begged the
dead air space for the sound of his daughter's voice.

"I've got someone getting us a location on
that cell phone,” offered Hudspeth. He went on to say, "Let's head
out to the car and be ready to move."

Spanky told Nolan to call down and tell
Laura to pull into the underground parking garage at tower
three.

Nolan pulled out his own cell phone and gave
Laura directions.
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