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Preface

 


The normal order of
metamorphosis is for some ugly life forms at creation to develop
into a creature of wonder and beauty. The caterpillar crawling
along a tree branch before a beautiful butterfly emerges, floating
and rising in the slightest breeze is the most recognized of these
transformations.

By contrast, human beings are born beautiful
of body and innocent of mind, but can be subject to reverse
metamorphosis into creatures of ugliness. These changes are not
part of the natural process of evolution which is destined to
occur, but happen due to choices made by each individual. Social
and environmental pressures influence these changes, but ultimately
the responsibility rests with the mind and soul of the person
bending to and adjusting to the pressures and circumstances around
them.

Clayton Lewis Albrecht is one such reverse
metamorphic being.

 


 


 



Chapter 1

 


 


Later, he would wish he had driven straight
home. Instead, at a small town just south of the Wisconsin state
line he exited the highway where several bars competed for the
drinking trade. The one he randomly picked sat beneath a gaudy,
flashing neon sign taller than the single story brick front
roadhouse. Only a half dozen parking spots remained at the back of
the gravel lot, most of them up against a line of weeds and hedge
trees bordering an adjacent field. The musky smell of freshly
turned earth mingled pleasantly with the aroma of fried food and
stale beer coming from the exhaust fans. The temperature was in the
mid fifties; typical for Chicago in late spring.

At the entrance got carded and paid the three
dollar cover charge. Weaving through the crowd he inched his way to
the bar. The single room was packed, with the lucky patrons at
tables surrounding a hardwood dance floor he guessed to be twenty
feet square. Bodies were jammed together doing at least six
different dance steps no matter how the music tempo changed. The
music was loud, but good for a local group. He raised his hand
until one of the bartenders caught sight of him through the low
hanging smoke cloud and took his order for a draft. In a few
minutes an older guy slid off his stool and headed toward the
door.

After beating two other men to the seat, he
settled in and looked in the back mirror to see who was bellied up
to the bar. On his left he watched and listened to a couple arguing
loudly. He took note of the girl sitting next to him; she saw him
watching her and smiled. Several minutes later the guy she had been
arguing with got up and walked away. The busty red head turned
toward him, introduced herself, and started a conversation. She was
about nineteen or twenty going on thirty. Already there was a tough
bar room look about her; not unattractive, but too rough and
knowing for her age. The thin rayon blouse she wore let her breast
show through nicely and promised bigger rewards behind the fabric.
She was underage to be there, but he'd experienced the same problem
only months earlier before he turned twenty one.

They had been talking a few minutes when
someone behind him yelled loudly and a hard punch land on his back,
throwing him against the bar. As he got turned around, under more
blows, the drunken boyfriend was yelling about Clay hitting on his
girlfriend. He slid off the bar stool as he pushed the guy away. A
bartender must have signaled the bouncers because shortly after his
feet hit the wood floor and he landed a right upside boyfriend’s
head and a left to the man's gut, the drunk was under the control
of two bouncers and being manhandled toward the door.

Another bouncer, bald and muscular, was in
front of Clay getting his attention, “I know the other guy started
it and if you want to sit back down you can stay. Otherwise, out
you go, and you two can continue the fight outside while I call the
Sherriff. What’ll it be?”

“No problem, I didn’t come here to fight, so
it’s over. Thanks.”

When he was seated again the girl touched his
arm, "I'm sorry. I had heard Cleve could be a real idiot when he
drinks too much. I won't be going out with him again." She didn’t
make a move to leave.

"It's not your fault, and it's done with."
Clay laughed and continued, "He's too drunk to throw a decent punch
anyway." She smiled and continued their conversation.

He ordered fresh drinks, thinking things were
finally going his way for the first time that night. With any luck
he might have her in a motel room later. After the drinks were paid
for he excused himself to go to the john and walked off through the
mass of mostly young people.

When he returned the stool next to his was
empty, but the girl’s drink was still on the bar. Looking out over
the dance floor he spotted her dancing with an older guy, nearly
thirty or so. When the band took a break she and her partner came
back to the bar. She sat with her back to Clay, talking to the new
love of her life standing on the other side of her. Having crashed
and burned for the second time in one evening he decided to finish
his beer and head home.

Finally he was outside in the fresh air and
walked around the corner of the building, heading back toward his
car. By then the lot was completely full, with cars and trucks
crammed into every possible spot and thirty or more parked out
along the highway on both shoulders.

He was cutting through the rows of cars to
the back but was still far to the left of his car. Behind him and
to his left there was the sound of someone running in the gravel
and closing in on him fast. Clay turned his head and shoulders to
see what was going down and saw a blurred motion up close.
Instinctively he raised his left arm while twisting and moving his
head to the right. A slightly built figure of medium height had his
right arm raised with a large object in his hand. Getting his arm
up probably saved his life as a brick careened down with momentum
and scraped his left ribcage. During the twisting, dodging
gyrations his feet got tangled together, he lost his footing in the
gravel, and fell against the side of a car on his right rib cage,
with the upper right arm extended over and onto the trunk. The
assailant didn’t fare any better and was trying to regain his
balance and get his bearings. Clay recognized the attacker as the
loud-mouthed drunk who had hit him in the back earlier. The thought
of the two attacks pissed him off and gave him the strength to
launch himself at the aggressor. The assailant still had the brick
in his hand when Clay landed three good punches to the head and
kneed him in the groin. He knew it was a good blow when his
assailant’s legs went together and bent slightly at the knees as he
groaned. They were between the rear ends of two cars and the drunk
was slowly bending over toward him with his left hand grasping for
something to hang on to. Slowly he continued to slide down the side
of the car. While Clay debated whether to hit him again the
attacker’s knee touched the ground giving him enough stability to
swing the brick in his right hand at Clay’s knees. Clay jumped
back. The assailant started back to his left with the brick for
another attack as Clay grabbed the end of the man’s outstretched
arm and flung the hand holding the brick toward the man’s head with
all his strength. The corner of the brick struck the right side of
the head, pushing it against the cars fender. A dull, sickening
thud was heard when his skull made contact with the Buick’s fender
where it was molded to receive the taillight and had no give to it.
The strangers head absorbed the entire force of the brick. The
attacker collapsed onto the gravel with blood flowing from his
crushed skull.

Clay grabbed the man’s outstretched wrist and
felt for a pulse. None! Standing up quickly and looking toward the
back of the bar he didn’t see anyone in the back lot. He didn’t
know whether to go back to the bar and report what had happened, or
just leave. Hastily he decided to avoid trouble and just leave. If
the Sherriff was called he could be there for hours and might even
be locked up overnight.

Grabbing the man by both ankles he dragged
the body down the line of cars and dropped it behind two he found
backed into their parking spots. With the body concealed in the
weeds at the fence he looked again for anyone in sight. Back at the
scene of the fight he kicked gravel over the blood spot on the
ground and searched for small dribbles left while the body was
being moved.

His car was about eighty feet away and he
hurried down the line of cars, still keeping in the shadows and
under tree limbs. The music was loud in the background and he was
surprised he didn’t remember hearing it during the fight.

As he got in the car and started the engine
he noticed his hands were shaking and his chest was pounding.
Slowly he backed out of the parking spot and drove toward the exit
as normally as possible; he resisted the urge to spin the tires and
get away quickly. Four people were near the front of the bar
talking before heading for their cars. He doubted they noticed him
or would remember his car.

After getting out on the feeder highway and
then up onto the freeway his heart was still pounding and he was
breathing fast and deep. He was exhilarated knowing the man had
attacked him twice from behind and yet he was the one who survived.
The bastard got what was coming to him. I’ll teach him to fuck with
me, he thought. His hands felt cold and clammy and he began to
shake. He’d killed a man! He didn’t even know the bastard. Oh God!
What if somebody saw him and got his description and license
number? Did he leave fingerprints on either of the cars they were
between? His breathing had slowed, but he was shaking
uncontrollably. He pulled the car to the side of the freeway and
parked. Sitting inside the car he hung his head and cried
uncontrollably. The let down from the adrenaline rush coupled with
the realization of what the consequences could be caused the
trembling and sobbing to continue for several intense minutes. The
image in his mind of the dead man lying in the gravel with blood
running from his head gave him a sick feeling and he began to get
the dry heaves.

Leaving the car he moved to the right rear
fender and began to vomit. Deep spasms originated in his bowels and
worked up his torso ending at his jaws. Never had he imagined being
so scared. All because of some damn drunk he didn’t even know.

He knew several people who claimed to have
killed others, but it had never happened to him! Not until now.

As soon as his emotions were under control he
got back in the car and finished the drive home. At his parents
house he parked in his usual spot and quietly slipped in the
backdoor. Downstairs in his room he took a shower and crawled into
bed. It was after one o’clock but he couldn’t sleep. The initial
shock had worn off and he was starting the process of accepting
what had happened. His main concern was he could be identified and
traced. If his first move after the attack had been to get help,
instead of hiding the body as if he had done something wrong, there
most likely wouldn’t be any problem. But you live with the results
of your actions. It was too late to go back and explain he only
defended himself and panicked when the man died. Finally, as the
sun was rising, he drifted into an uneven sleep.

Just before eleven he awoke and stretched,
then washed, shaved and got dressed. His right rib cage was sore
and slightly bruised where he had fallen against the car fender the
night before; proof of what he wished was a nightmare was in fact
reality. His initial thought was, Clayton Lewis Albrecht you really
stepped in it this time.

While eating a sandwich he scanned through
the morning paper. Luckily, there was no report of any incident at
the bar. Of course, even if the body had been found it was probably
too late to make the morning edition. His mother and stepfather
must have gone out for lunch after church: and if Lizzy, his
younger sister, was home she had stayed in her room. He decided to
see if his best friend Jimmy G. was hanging out at the bar run by
Jimmy’s dad. Clay had learned much about the man from the stories
Jimmy told and from just listening as he hung out around the family
and the men at the bar.

 


 


 



Chapter 2

 


 


Tony Giliano was a
big man; six feet four inches tall, weighing two hundred sixty
pounds and didn’t carry an ounce of fat. He was in his late
forties, had black wavy hair and appeared to have a permanent
medium tan.

When Tony was seventeen his father died; he
never stated the exact details of the death, but hinted at his old
man being a collector for a protection racket who was caught
skimming money for himself.

Near the middle of his senior year Tony fell
in love with a tall, slender, olive skinned beauty who transferred
to his school. She was the most beautiful girl Tony had ever seen
and he was determined to claim her. Anna Viscalli was the daughter
of John Viscalli, a mid level boss who had been recruited from
outside the local family area where Tony lived and worked.

Tony and Anna were married in June and their
first son, John Anthony Giliano, was born November 30, 1942. Tony
continued his enforcement work, while working at a slaughter house
and settled into being a father and husband; with an occasional
girlfriend on the side.

Slowly Tony learned the inner politics of
gang life and found he could function well within those strict but
often unspoken rules. Often he found himself discussing problems
with Anna in bed before or after they made love. She was a good
sounding board for his thoughts and ideas, and sometimes offered
some helpful insights of her own. His father-in-law noticed signs
of leadership and was impressed and soon other men in the gang were
reporting to Tony.

Four years into their marriage Anna’s father
staged a brutal take over by killing the gang's top family members.
Tony played an important role in the assassinations and was made a
lieutenant under John.

The next fourteen years were good for Tony
and he rose to be second in command by making himself a trusted and
dependable supporter of his father in law. To show his gratitude,
in 1956 John sponsored Tony for his acceptance into Cosa Nostra as
a made man.

In 1960 John Viscalli’s doctor informed him
he had prostate cancer and would need surgery to stop the spread of
the disease. John decided he had enough money to retire from the
business he had built and could live the rest of his life between
Chicago and Florida. He enjoyed fishing and playing golf and could
grow old doing both if he passed the gang on to Tony; for a price
of course.

With a reputation for being both tough and
savvy Tony seldom had to really crack down on the people he dealt
with. When someone challenged him a couple of weeks in the hospital
would change their thinking. The ones who were dumber than dumb
were found a few miles away, shot, beat to death, garroted, or they
just disappeared, either way, they were no longer a problem.

 


Jimmy was like his old man in some ways, but
didn’t have the good looks and charisma or the bad temper. He was
smart, tough and determined; if he set his mind on a goal he made
things happen until he got what he wanted. Jimmy had told Clay
enough stories about his dad and his business to know Tony was high
up in the mob, and controlled all of the action in his area; drugs,
prostitution numbers, protection and several other legitimate
businesses.

Tony hosted high stakes poker games above the
bar every Wednesday night starting at five in the afternoon. Down
the hallway from the game room were a bathroom, an office and a
bedroom Tony kept for his personal use. It was used quite often for
Tony's tryst with casual girlfriends.

Although Tony had tried everything to
encourage Jimmy to go to college it didn’t work. Jimmy had his own
plans. He intended to wait a few years after graduation from high
school, live on his own and pay his own way. Then he would work his
way into Tony’s business after it was accepted he wasn’t going to
college. He stayed on the fringe of Tony’s dealings but kept track
of everything as it happened. They often talked in depth about what
was changing, who was moving up in the organization and the like.
Clay suspected Tony already knew what Jimmy had in mind and had
already accepted it.

 


 


 



Chapter 3

 


 


After parking his car
in the lot behind the bar Clay entered through the back door.
Although it was Sunday afternoon Jimmy and Tony were both there.
Tony’s second in command, Joey Tadono was there too. Joey wasn’t as
big as his boss, but was every bit as tough. He was in charge of
collecting from the illegal portions of Tony’s business, and
handled almost all of the muscle work.

The “Twelfth Street Saloon” was located at
the corner of Twelfth and Gerson on the north west corner of the
intersection; a long, narrow two story brick building connected to
others like it in one of the oldest parts of the city. Twelfth
Street was lined with mostly red brick apartments and commercial
buildings; many of the original businesses had given way to pawn
shops, tattoo parlors, pizza restaurants, record stores and the
like. Parallel parking on both sides of the one-way street left
room for two narrow lanes of traffic.

Most days, except in the dead of winter, Tony
and a contingent of his pal’s and associates could usually be found
outside in front of the bar in the morning and on the shady side of
the building in the afternoon. Inside the place was dark and dingy
with more than a few cobwebs in the corners. The flooring was
three-inch wide bare oak board, colored by tobacco spit and tracked
in rainwater and dirt. The once cream-colored plaster walls were
now brownish mustard yellow from the years of dense smoke emitted
by cigarette and cigar smokers. Except for calendars, and a few
pictures of great Cubs baseball players, the walls were mostly
bare. A Wurlitzer jukebox with 45 RPM records sat in the back at
the end of the oak booths on the Gerson Street wall. The ceiling
was at least fourteen feet high, covered in the square pressed tin
decorative panels popular at the turn of the century. The light
fixtures with white globes hanging down were original as were the
eight ceiling fans with the old flat circular motors with exposed
windings inside the vented motor frames; they were always running,
summer or winter.

And then there was the BAR! What a bar! It
was built of solid red oak with ornately carved trim and rounded
corners. It covered thirty five feet of the inside wall and still
had the original brass foot rail. The back bar was at least twelve
feet high and had six large sections of plate mirror with beveled
edges, set in between large tapered oak columns. On each end of the
bar there were always one gallon jars of pickled pigs feet, and
pickled boiled eggs in purple brine. There was hardly any meat on
the pig’s feet, mostly fat and bone, but the old guys would reach
in with a long handled fork, pull out their catch and chew away.
Monday through Saturday daily specials were served. Dishes like
navy beans and ham with cornbread, beef stew or goulash were tasty,
filling and cheap.

During the work week, Mickey, the day
bartender would be on his stool at the far end talking to the
regulars seated around the bar. Since it was Sunday, John was
manning the bar. He was one of several part-timers who worked
emergencies, weekends and vacations.

Jimmy G. was at the bar too, so they talked
awhile, mostly Jimmy talking about how sick the Cubs were playing
and how they needed to trade up to some better players. They shot a
couple of games of eight ball on the pool table toward the back of
the room and talked about their siblings. Both of them had an older
brother and sister. Jimmy’s brother, John Anthony had graduated
from an Ivy League law school, and his sister Adrianna was
finishing a post grad degree in economics..

Even though he and Jimmy were best friends
Clay decided not to mention the problem he’d had the previous
night. There would be plenty of times later when they were alone to
discuss it. But it sure felt good to be with his best friend to
keep his mind occupied for a while.

Looking at their reflections in the back bar
mirror Clay subconsciously compared the two of them. He was about
twenty pounds lighter than Jimmy, weighing in at two hundred. They
were both stocky and had muscular frames, thanks to their jobs and
occasional sports. Jimmy was six feet two while he was six feet
even. They were even similar in facial features, although Jimmy had
his mom’s darker Sicilian complexion.

Both of them were working full time as union
laborers on construction, but on different jobs. Jimmy’s job was
running behind schedule so the crew was working ten-hour shifts,
six days a week to catch up; they hadn’t seen much of each other
the past week which was unusual. Jimmy remarked he had been having
some trouble at work with a loudmouth “Mick” from up on the North
Side.

“You know me, Clay, I pretty much get along
with everybody. But this guy has been going out of his way to be an
asshole. We’ve had several minor run ins and then this moron tries
to intimidate me in front of the other guys.”

“So what happened?”

“Yesterday he’d been putting the shit on for
me all morning, so during lunch break we got into it and I knocked
him on his ass in front of the whole crew.”

Clay started laughing, “Damn it Jimmy, I
leave you alone for a little while and look what happens. What am I
going to do with you?”

They both laughed and Clay continued, “Do you
think it’s over? Will he back off?”

“Yeah, it’s over. The guy hasn’t got the guts
to push it, he’s just a loudmouth.”

They made their way back to the big round oak
table with claw feet near the back wall. Tony and a couple of the
Sunday regulars were playing a friendly game of poker. The games at
this table were for the dollar a hand crowd and were mostly
attended by men who liked the game, but didn’t have the money for
the games held upstairs.

Clay hung around until five thirty and then
left. Later he would cling to the memory of that casual afternoon
conversation with Jimmy.

The next day he bought a morning paper on his
way to work. An article reported the death of a patron of the bar
he had stopped at the previous Saturday night. The account gave the
man’s name and a short paragraph of the known details. It also
stated the police had no suspects and no immediate leads. He read
the notice for the man’s burial in the obituary section and learned
his attacker was unmarried and had few close relatives. At the job
site he tossed the paper in a trash container, brassed in for work,
and vowed to put the episode behind him and not mention it to
anyone.

 


 


 



Chapter 4

 


 


Nineteen days later
on Friday, June 12, 1970 shortly after six o’clock in the evening,
Clay received a phone call from a Giliano relative relaying some
shocking news; Jimmy had died late in the afternoon in an accident
at work. Clay told his parents what had happened and went directly
to Tony’s house. It was the worst night of his life; worse even
than his incident with the drunk just three weeks previously.

Tony owned a large three story yellow brick
home with a clay tile roof. Built in the thirties, the house was in
one of the best neighborhoods south west of Chicago. The house sat
on a large estate size lot with a tall wrought iron fence
surrounding the entire three acres of beautifully manicured
landscaping. A stone guardhouse behind the huge double entrance
gate was manned to keep media and gawkers away. The circular
driveway was full of cars when Clay arrived, so he parked on the
street and walked up the winding concrete drive to the house.

Losing his best friend was hard, but sharing
the grief of his loss with Tony and his wife Anna was the most
upsetting event of his young life. They had both always been like a
second set of parents to him. From the time Jimmy and he had met
they had been inseparable and Anna had treated Clay as if he was
another son instead of just a friend. She bandaged their cuts and
kissed their bruises, and didn’t tell Tony about many of the things
they did. Tony would have yelled at both of them and probably would
have punished Jimmy for doing a lot of the actions they got by
with. And again she was the strong one, consoling both Tony and
Clay, even though he knew she had to be suffering even more than
they were. Relatives of both parents were at the house; Clay knew
he must have talked to most of them, but later didn’t remember much
of what was said.

When Anna left the room Clay learned details
of the accident. Jimmy’s crew was working on a multi story office
building, and the major erection of the walls and concrete floors
was complete. The design called for a large open space in the
center of the building in both the second and third floors. The
open area between vertical columns on each floor would provide an
unobstructed view of the first floor lobby area. The railings
between the columns had not been installed and the openings were
identified only by yellow caution tape. On the first floor, at each
of the four corners under the center opening, large granite columns
would be placed on raised concrete pedestals. Forms had been built
where reinforcing bars stuck up out of the first floor and
additional rebar was to be tied to them to strengthen the base for
the stone columns. Somehow Jimmy had fallen from the third floor
onto the vertical rebar and was impaled on them. His face had hit
the edge of the wood form and his teeth and jaws were badly
damaged. He was still alive when the emergency medical team
arrived, and was in terrible agony while they attempted to free
him. But, due to the number of steel reinforcing rods piercing his
torso, he died before he could be freed.

The obituary announcement was in the paper
Saturday morning. A closed casket visitation at the funeral home
was conducted Sunday afternoon, and Monday evening. The funeral
service was held the following Tuesday morning with a full Catholic
Mass. Clay thought more people attended Jimmy’s funeral than any
other in the history of the city. Tony’s peers in the mob all
attended whether they liked each other or not, and behaved
themselves simply out of respect for Tony and Anna. Jimmy’s brother
and sister had flown in for the funeral, but Clay didn’t get to
speak to them at length, other than to give cursory condolences.
John and his wife left as soon as the funeral was over, but
Adrianna was planning to stay the rest of the week to visit with
her parents. Clay observed she was certainly growing up and looking
good.

After the funeral Clay planned to take at
least a week off work because he wasn’t ready to be around people
making stupid remarks, and didn’t want to carry on meaningless
conversations.

With Jimmy G. gone forever a huge void was
left in his life. Hardly a day had passed since they were seven
years old when they hadn’t gotten together or at least talked on
the phone. They had done so many things in unison Clay felt as if
he had lost a physical part of himself with Jimmy’s death. It was
unspoken but understood by both if a problem of any magnitude arose
the other would be there to provide backing and support. The bond
between them was so strong both felt they knew exactly how the
other would react in all situations. They had dated together for
years and had even shared the same girl friends occasionally when
one or the other grew tired of a girl.

On Thursday evening, two days after the
funeral, he was in the kitchen getting a Coke when the phone
rang.

“Clay, you have a phone call,” his mother
said from the living room.

“O.K. mom, I’ll take it in my room.”

“This is Clay.”

“Clay. This is Dave Ulcak.

“Dave! I haven’t seen you since graduation.
What are you up to?”

“Well, I’m working construction. I’ve been an
iron worker apprentice for the last year. In fact, I’m working the
same job Jimmy Giliano was on when he died last week.”

“Jimmy and I were really tight; his accident
sure knocked me for a loop.”

“Yeah, I remember you two always running
together. I also recall talk about his dad being connected to the
mob. Is that right?”

“Well, Tony probably has some ties. Why?”
Clay had caught a note of apprehension in Dave’s voice and was
curious.

“The day Jimmy G. fell, I wanted to be alone
after the job was shut down. Man, seeing him lying there with those
re-bar poking up through him hit me hard. Me and the guy’s on my
crew had installed and tied the steel he fell on. I wasn’t feeling
like talking about it and needed to get away from the rest of the
crew and be alone. So instead of going to our regular bar after
work, I went to a little place over on Elliott Street. I got a beer
and took a booth toward the back. As soon as I got settled in,
three other guys from the job walked in and sat at the bar, up near
the entrance. A guy Jimmy had been having problems with, Jerry
O’Neil was drinking boilermakers; really throwing them down, one
right after the other… Are you still there?”

“Yeah, Jimmy told me about a guy he was
having problems with. I’m listening, go on.”

“Well, O’Neil is getting drunker, louder and
nastier by the minute. He said ‘That damned Wop won’t be giving me
any more trouble.’ And he made jokes about how Jimmy looked like a
pin cushion and he hoped it hurt like hell. The two other guys with
him aren’t on my good guys list either, but they had both listened
to enough of his crap. They made excuses to leave, finished their
beers, and hauled their worthless asses out the door. After they
left O’Neil continued drinking and suddenly said to nobody in
particular, ’Damn it, the look he had when he went over the edge
and realized I had pushed him was great. I nailed him good and he
knew it. He won’t fuck with me anymore.’ The bartender and the
owner had heard enough and threw O’Neil out. I’m sure they didn’t
know who got hurt and just didn’t want to be involved.”

Clay silently held the phone in disbelief
until Dave again queried him, “Clay?”

“Yeah… Yeah, I’m still here. You’re real sure
about what he said? You were close enough to hear it clearly?”

“After he was thrown out I moved to the bar
and talked with the owner and the bartender. They heard the same
thing I did. Look Clay, O’Neil is bad news. He’s tough and he’s
mean. He’s too bad for me to mess with. But I always got along with
Jimmy G. and I thought maybe you could pass this information on to
his dad. If he’s connected he’ll know how to settle the score.”

“I’ll take care of it Dave. But, if this guy
is as tough as you say, you should keep quiet about what you heard
and don’t go telling anybody else for your own sake. Can you tell
me anything else about him?”

“He drives a two year old black Chevy pick up
and lives in Des Plains. I followed him home last night and got his
address and the truck's license number."

“Great, give it to me and I’ll get the
information to Jimmy’s dad. Jimmy and I were the closest of friends
and I’ll see it gets passed on. Thanks a lot Dave; I owe you.”

 


For a brief instant Clay thought of going to
the police with the information. But, he recalled the many times he
had followed public trials in which he was sure the accused was
guilty, only to watch as a slick defense lawyer get him off by
appealing to the jury’s sense of uncertainty. Also, as soon as the
arrest was made public, Tony would probably charge the police
station and kill the bastard in his cell, even if he got killed in
the process. Calling the police was out.

There was no one he could even call upon to
discuss the problem. No one in his circle of acquaintances, other
than Tony’s bunch, had ever killed anyone, at least not to his
knowledge. Since he had recently been involved in the accidental
death of another man he knew firsthand what emotional trauma an
average person would feel after killing someone; anyone. The only
people Clay knew who were capable of killing someone like O’Neil
were associates of Tony. They would have to inform Tony as soon as
they learned the identity of Jimmy’s murderer. This O’Neil
character apparently didn’t know about Tony’s connection, or was
too arrogant to be concerned. But O’Neil would have to be dealt
with and Tony was the logical person to handle it. He would talk to
Tony and… Sitting on his bed, he was suddenly overcome with emotion
and began to sob. How could he expect someone else to perform an
act he was shirking His best friend had been killed by a coward and
he was thinking of passing the problem to somebody else? What would
Jimmy have done? If Clay had been killed would Jimmy have gone to
Tony and said, Daddy, daddy, please fix this for me. Hell no he
wouldn’t. He would have told Tony to stay out of his way while he
took care of the asshole himself.

But Clay had never killed anyone. Well, not
intentionally. And this wouldn’t be the same; this would be stone
cold premeditated murder. There was no other way to think about it,
because it could get very ugly emotionally. But maybe a lone
avenger would stand a better chance of extracting revenge.

Two days later he grew weary of trying to
find excuses for not dealing with O’Neil directly and finally
accepted the responsibility of handling it himself. The fact it was
Jimmy’s killer made it his problem. He would do the job alone, and
then tell Tony.

 


His first step was to create a plan. The
method and location for the hit had to be determined and he would
need to know, where O'Neil hung out, as well as his normal routes
to and from work. He thought back to the times he and Jimmy had
secretly listened in awe to the stories recounted by some of Tony’s
acquaintances when they were drinking heavily and swapping stories
with each other. He had suspected Jimmy would someday use some
fragments of the accounts they listened to after he took his place
in the family business; but never did he believe he would use the
information. He had always managed to stay on the fringe of
trouble. He had never been involved in any of the street gang
action or committed any serious crime. On the few occasions he and
Jimmy had been stopped and questioned by the local cops they had
never even filled out a report of the incidents. Jimmy had
purposely kept his record clean so when the time came for him to
work under Tony he would be an unknown quantity to law enforcement
with no history of criminal involvement, other than obvious ties to
his immediate family.

The next morning Clay drove to the house
Jimmy had been renting. He was positive Jimmy’s belongings wouldn’t
be disposed of for at least a month. He let himself in the back
door with the key hanging on a nail under the wooden porch. Several
guns were kept in a closet and they had taken them target shooting
many times. He was familiar with all of them and knew where they
were kept. The .38 caliber Colt Cobra revolver and a twelve gauge
Remington pump shotgun with a sawed off barrel were his final
choices. The thought of using Jimmy’s guns to avenge the murder
gave him a feeling that his friend was participating and involved
in extracting revenge against his killer. Along with the guns, he
took a box of .38 cal. hollow point bullets and a box of five slugs
for the shotgun. He checked out the basement and garage where a lot
of miscellaneous items were stored. Some of the things he took note
of were an assortment of fireworks, rope, wire, and hand tools.

Since it was still early he drove to the
address Dave had given him. It was just inside the north east
corner of Des Plains. The house was a four or five room single
story bungalow with white aluminum siding and a small brick porch
up to the front door. A small single car detached garage was
located on the right side behind the house with driveway access
from the street. This was a working class neighborhood. It had been
built in the twenty’s and thirty’s when poor peoples houses were
small. Some of the homes were well cared for and others, like
O’Neil’s, were run down and needed major repair. Clay guessed the
house was rental property and O’Neil didn’t own it. The black
pickup wasn't in sight. In another hour it would be supper time.
Earlier he had passed a shopping mall about ten minutes away. He
could spend a couple of hours there and get something to eat.

At seven thirty he drove back to O’Neil’s
street just before sunset. The black Chevy pick-up was parked in
the drive way beside the porch with the back end almost blocking
the side walk. Driving on past, he made a circle around the block
and came by again; this time going slower and driving close to the
curb like he was looking for a house number. After writing the
license number down on a pad on his lap he continued going slow to
the end of the corner, then turned left and headed home.

Step one was complete but he needed to learn
much more about the man to come up with a plan. The most direct way
of course, would be to walk up on the porch, ring the door bell and
shoot him when the door opened. But this was strange territory, and
the chance of being seen, followed and caught was too great. It had
to be done in a way to reduce risk, and guarantee a fatal hit. But
in this case O’Neil also had to suffer as much as Jimmy did after
having steel spikes plunged into his body while loss of blood, pain
and shock did their grisly work. Once begun, the end solution must
be irrevocable.

The next morning after breakfast he told his
Mom not to expect him for supper for the next couple of weeks; he
was taking some time off to revisit the places where he and Jimmy
used to hang out when they were growing up.

He began to follow O’Neil after work Monday
through Saturday and on Sunday, O’Neil’s day off. O’Neil’s work
week routine was pretty regimented. Go to work, stop for a few
beers, and then go home; unless he needed to stop by the grocery
store or run some other errands. The first Saturday he changed his
routine after work and headed home to clean up and change clothes.
Then, dressed in jeans and a cowboy shirt, O’Neil drove about
twenty miles west, out past Geneva, past the major suburbs into a
less densely populated area to a road house. There was a truck stop
across the two lane road in front of the roadhouse with the main
entrance on the opposite side, fronting on a four lane highway. The
bar was run down and looked like a rough joint. About thirty
Harleys were parked out front, with people drinking and playing
grab ass in the parking lot. These weren’t clean new stock bikes,
but mostly older choppers. The rest of the lot was full of cars and
pickup trucks. Clay parked across the lot from O’Neil, waited for
the red head to get inside, paid the four dollars cover charge, and
entered the bar. Making sure he didn’t bump into O’Neil he got a
beer at the bar and found space to stand along the front wall by
stacks of beer cases. The music was hard rock and loud. As with
most bars of its type, the smoke was so thick you didn’t need to
light up to smoke. Across the room O’Neil was at a table with three
couples. From time to time he would go ask somebody to dance; some
would, most refused him. At first it was hard not to stare at him,
but Clay gradually figured out how to scan the room but still be
aware of what O’Neil was doing.

Watching Jimmy’s killer roam around the bar
sharpened Clay’s resolve to see his friend’s murder avenged. The
man was thin, about six feet three inches tall. Unruly red hair was
parted on the right side and cut about three inches at its longest.
A long thin nose protruded from angular facial features amid
pronounced high cheek bones. The man’s lips outlined a wide mouth
highlighting yellowish crooked teeth. He wore Levis and a long
sleeved shirt with the sleeves rolled up to expose muscular
forearms attached to large but thin hands. Overall, O’Neil exuded a
rough and cocky attitude matching his appearance.

By a little past eleven thirty the three
couples had left and O’Neil moved to a bar stool. Clay's position
was about twenty feet from the door, and he continued to sip his
drink slowly while talking to anybody who seemed to want to talk.
At a little after midnight O’Neil picked up his cigarettes and
change and slid off the bar stool. Clay sat his half full beer
bottle on the top beer case and headed out the door to his car.
When O’Neil left Clay followed him at a good distance. O’Neil drove
five MPH over the speed limit and went straight to his house. Clay
called it a night too, and went home. The following Sunday morning
O’Neil left the house an hour before noon, and drove to another
house in Des Plains. Sunday dinner with the family he guessed.

The following week mimicked the previous
routine and Clay ended up at the biker roadhouse again on Saturday
night. The only major change had been when O’Neil went to the bar
after work on Friday night and stayed until eleven. Then he picked
up a hooker on the street and disappeared into a cheap motel for
half an hour. Apparently there were no steady girl friends in his
life and he was paying for sex. He felt he knew O’Neil’s routine
enough to put a loose plan together.

Sunday morning Clay again drove the route
from the roadhouse. He had noticed an interesting spot at night and
planned to check it out in daylight. A highway overpass had been
built several years earlier over a two lane highway at a spot about
ten miles from O’Neil’s house. When the state built the overpass
the engineers had allowed for future growth by building an
additional outside lane on each side of the highway. The paving on
the additional lanes looked to be about a thousand feet long on
each side of the overpass, and blended back into the single lane at
each end. An inside shoulder lane ran the entire length of the
outside lanes and the overpass supports extended about four feet
into the shoulder lane. Although he didn’t have any experience in
this kind of thing to rely on he thought the plan he was developing
would work.

The next stop took him almost nine miles from
the overpass, to an abandoned quarry site where he and Jimmy had
spent many days from the time they were sixteen and old enough to
drive. They had ridden their dirt bikes around the site and later
shot target practice and caught fish down in the bottom of the open
pit quarry. After parking on the shoulder of the highway, he
climbed over the double swing gate. It was made of two inch
diameter steel pipe and secured with a heavy chain and padlock. The
road from the gate was about fifty to sixty feet from the wall of
the pit, behind a rusty chain link fence that ran around the edge
of the deep open pit mine. The gravel road was unused and rutted
from the run off of many years of rain and snow melts. About a
quarter of a mile from the highway the gravel road ran twelve feet
higher than the edge of the pit. The ground sloped gently through
small saplings and brush to the protective chain link fence. This
location was above the solid rock portion at the bottom of the pit.
The road wound gently though trees and brush for half a mile, back
to the main mechanical equipment area where the abandoned crushers,
sorters, conveyers and such were located. The road then continued
another quarter mile to an opposite entrance on a parallel
highway.

He had seen enough, and decided to put his
plan into action the following Saturday night.

Monday through Friday he reviewed the plan
again and again. He drew detailed sketches of the locations and
identified pertinent features he would use. While in his junior and
senior years of high school he had worked part time at a plant
nursery to pay for a car, car expenses and spending money. The
nursery had a big duel wheel flat bed truck that would be perfect.
The business closed at five on Saturday as did most of the other
commercial businesses across from it. He knew the layout, knew how
to operate all the equipment and knew where the keys were left in
the office. He regretted needing to involve the nursery owners;
they were an honest, hard working family who had treated him
right.

Jimmy had a 250 cc. Kawasaki dirt bike in the
garage he had bought as a wrecked basket case. They had rebuilt the
engine completely. It was bought without papers and could not be
licensed for the highway. Jimmy hadn’t gotten around to repainting
the bike so it was very inconspicuous. A black helmet with small
silver striping was hanging on the handlebar. Nothing bright and
flashy. With what was found at Jimmy’s house, additional items from
his house, and articles bought at re-sale shops in adjoining towns,
he was ready.

Saturday evening at eight o’clock he entered
the nursery on the dirt bike from the access road at the rear of
the plant fields. The bike was running great and wouldn’t be any
problem. Driving through the fields of deciduous and then conifer
trees, he made his way to the planting and equipment sheds. He knew
the flatbed truck was running because he had made several trips by
the business during the past week to see if it had been moved.
After breaking the glass in the back door of the office to gain
entry, keys to the truck and a fork truck were located on the key
board in a hallway. Two pallets of sod were loaded on the flat bed
with the fork truck to give the truck added weight. The dirt bike
was loaded onto the truck, tied down, and the truck driven out the
back way, between the fields and to the blacktop road through the
previously entered gate. So far, so good, Clay said to himself.

The trip to the quarry took thirty five
minutes in the big diesel. It had fair pick up and could run better
than eighty mile an hour. Reaching the quarry, he cut the chain on
the gate with bolt cutters and draped the chain around the gate
after the truck was driven through. At a spot previously picked
out, the dirt bike was unloaded and hidden in the brush along with
items in a cardboard box. A section of the chain link fence was cut
on one side with bolt cutters, and dragged back to the next post
creating a ten foot wide opening. The truck was turned around,
driven back to the gate and parked along the highway while the
chain was again fixed to look like the gate was locked.

It was close to ten thirty when he arrived at
the roadhouse, drove through the parking lot, located the black
Chevy and verified the license plate number. After circling the
parking lot and driving across the highway to the back side of the
truck stop, the truck was parked in the meager shadows cast by the
lights at the fuel pumps. It was much lighter than he would have
preferred. Then the long wait began. The truck was high enough to
afford a clear view of the entrance at the front of the roadhouse.
The wait was torturous and he felt the same sick feeling starting
in his stomach he’d experienced several months ago after the
episode at a similar joint.

He thought back to when he had joined the Cub
Scouts and met Jimmy for the first time; they were seven. As they
grew older, both went to the same junior and senior high schools.
Finally, his mom and step-dad had given up trying to keep them
apart. Neither of his parents could condone being associated with
Tony Giliano and his family; a man frequently linked to criminal
activities by the newspapers. He remembered how early on his mother
was especially adamant about his staying away from Jimmy.

Tony owned a farm west of Chicago and would
take both boys there for hunting, fishing and camping. When he and
Jimmy turned sixteen both passed their drivers license exams; Tony
and Anna gave Jimmy a new 1965 Chevy Chevelle Super Sport
convertible for his birthday. Sixteen years old and a new red
convertible with a white top, man that was something. Clay spoke
softly, “I can’t believe you’re gone Jimmy.”

The evening temperature was in the upper
sixties, and with a light breeze blowing, Clay had both windows
rolled down. His clothing was all items purchased during the past
week at resale shops and yard sales. All would be disposed of later
before he went home. The shotgun was loaded, wrapped in used dark
blue towels and placed behind the seat. The short barrel revolver
was in his right jacket pocket. Several M-80 fire crackers were in
the left jacket pocket with a cigarette lighter. The other items
were in a canvas bag with a shoulder strap, setting in the seat.
Music from the truck radio was helping to keep him calm; it was the
“Oldies but Goodies” country western station. Crying in your beer
lyrics was appropriate to the job. His hands were sweaty, not just
due to anticipation, but because of the leather gloves being used
to prevent leaving finger prints. His greatest concern was O’Neil
changing his routine or picking up a woman. A thermos bottle full
of water was for sipping, but an effort had to be made not to drink
too much. He snickered to himself as a thought sped through his
mind; he imagined he was ready to shoot O’Neil and had to tell him,
wait a minute, I have to pee.

People had been coming and going from the bar
all evening, but finally the figure he was waiting for headed
toward the black truck. He was alone: thank God he had not been
able to pick up one of the pigs at the Hog House. The time was
one-o-six a.m. The Diesel engine roared to life, at the same time
O’Neil was getting in his truck When O’Neil started the Chevy and
turned on the headlights, Clay was already steering the flatbed out
onto the highway. The big truck came up to fifty easily and was
held there until O’Neil caught up with him and passed. There were
several stop lights on the route and timing would be crucial to
staying close to the Chevy. Traffic was light on the two lane road
in the early morning hours. As the first stop light came into view
he pulled the flatbed closer to the pick-up and just caught the red
light as he sped through. The big truck slowed until there was at
least a hundred and fifty feet between them again. Clay noticed his
breathing had quickened and his skin had a clammy feeling in
addition to the rumbling going on in his stomach. They had green
lights the rest of the way and soon were approaching his chosen
spot. Only one car had passed them in the opposite lane.

In the distance he could see the orange
tinted light cast from the light fixtures at the overpass. No
vehicle lights were in sight behind him and a car coming from the
opposite direction was just clearing the overpass. The big truck
began to close the distance to the pick-up and by the time they
were at the start of the extra lanes it had momentum and speed to
go around. The pick-up stayed in the left lane and Clay took the
right, getting along side the pick-up several hundred feet from the
overpass. At what he judged and prayed to be the right moment, he
turned the steering wheel sharply to the left, hitting the pick-up
broadside, forcing it into the guard rail. He later would recall
the loud screeching from metal scraping and tearing as they hurled
along the shoulder; both drivers standing on the brakes trying to
bring their vehicles to a stop. The center support under the
overpass was approaching at unimaginable speed, even though they
were slowing with every foot. When the pick-up hit the concrete
support, it stopped instantly, pushing the front left bumper,
fender and grill back at least two feet. Because of the sudden
impact the rear of the pick-up was forced to the right, against the
flatbed. The big truck continued another three feet before it came
to a stop. The engine died, and was quickly restarted. No vehicles
were visible in front or behind, so he left the rubber Halloween
mask on the seat. Before opening the door he grabbed the canvas
bag, and then jumped out of the truck and onto the concrete pier.
O’Neil was trapped in the cab with the guardrail on one side and
the bigger truck bed against the passenger door. Although O’Neil
had been drinking, he appeared to comprehend what was happening.
Clay removed the pistol from his pocket, put one foot out near the
center of the pickup's hood and leaned forward. When Jerry O’Neil
saw the gun he sensed the wreck was not just an accident. Clay
elevated the gun, to clear the dashboard, and put three rounds into
O’Neil’s crotch and stomach. Stepping off the hood and back on to
the concrete support base, he crossed the guardrail to reach the
drivers side of O’Neil’s truck. Raising the gun again he shot the
man in the left shoulder, making certain he couldn’t pull himself
through the open window. The trapped man was yelling curse words at
him but his facial expression showed fear.

O’Neil was in great pain from injuries caused
by the wreck as well as the bullets he had taken, but was fully
aware of his position. He looked to be confused and disoriented in
addition to the effects of the drinks he had consumed earlier.

A small two pound sledge hammer broke the
glass window behind the driver. A half gallon jar was removed from
the canvas bag and half of the gasoline and diesel mixture was
poured down O’Neil’s back before the remainder was slowly poured
over his head and left shoulder. The jar, wood handled hammer and
canvas bag were thrown into the cab.

When O'Neil smelled the gasoline vapors a
scream formed in his throat and a look of pure agony filled his
face. He watched as Clay stepped to the front of the driver’s door,
removed the lighter and one of the M-80 firecrackers from his
pocket; O’Neil was screaming, “No! Noooo! What the fuck are you
doing? Who are you?”

Before lighting the fuse on the firecracker,
Clay looked him in the eyes while speaking calmly “This is for
Jimmy Giliano.”

“Giliano? He was an accident. You can’t do
this to me because of him.”

“Jimmy was my friend and didn’t deserve to
die the way you killed him. You didn’t have the guts to fight him
fairly so you attacked him from behind.”

“Then we're alike” screamed O’Neil. “What’s
the difference in what I did and what you’re doing? You’re nothing
but a damn cowardly assassin. Let me get healed up and I’ll fight
you one on one, fair and square.”

Clay’s lips formed a cruel smile and he
replied, “Go to hell Asshole.” As he turned the wheel on the
lighter he said, “I can’t fight a dead man, and you are a dead
man.”

It was obvious O’Neil was coherent and
understood what was said by the terrified look on his face as he
screamed for help. As Clay moved past the broken rear window he
tossed the lit firecracker toward the opening. Flames instantly
erupted from the shattered opening and both front windows as he was
moving toward the back of the pick-up. O’Neil had been screaming
insanely since Clay spoke to him, and then was silent as the smoke
and flames seared his lungs. He moved around the ends of both
trucks and saw O’Neil through the smoke in the light of the flames.
He was alive and slowly moving his right arm, as if he was trying
to push the heat and agony away. Clay took the pistol out of his
pocket, and through the flames and dense smoke shot two bullets
into the side of O’Neil’s head. O’Neil’s arm lunged toward the roof
of the truck cab and his head jerked feebly before the arm dropped
to his side and his torso fell forward against the steering wheel.
Clay had learned there were some things he didn’t have the stomach
for, and enjoying or even tolerating horrible suffering was one of
them.

Once back in the cab of the flatbed, he
maneuvered the truck away from the pick up with difficulty. The
black Chevy had been jammed against and under the flatbed from its
impact with the abutment, causing the larger truck’s outer left
rear tire to rupture. It took three attempts at backing up and
pulling forward before the trucks disengaged. While picking up
speed, he watched in the rear view mirror as lights approached and
a car pulled to the right hand side of the roadway back at the
“wreck”. Another car was approaching him in the opposite lane on
the other side of the guardrail. The faster the truck ran the
louder the deflated rear tire thumped against the frame until it
disintegrated and was finally tossed off the rim.

Surprisingly, he didn’t experience the giddy,
emotional, high and low feelings he had gotten when he had
accidentally killed the Loudmouth attacker. He was actually calmer
than before killing O’Neil. There wasn’t a particularly good
feeling about what he had done, but yet a sense justification His
feelings reminded him of the punch line of a joke he had heard
about a valid defense for murder cases in Texas: he needed killing.
He speculated the three weeks spent planning the hit down to the
finite details had conditioned him to what was coming, and left him
without a high degree of emotion in the act. He was having some
problem keeping the up close and personal images of Jerry O’Neil in
his final minutes of life out of his mind. He wondered if the
visual images and the screams would stay with him forever, or if
they too would fade and finally dissipate after enough time. He
hoped so, because right then, they were extremely vivid and very,
very loud.

At the quarry entrance, he drove the truck
onto the gravel road and once again wrapped the chain around the
gates to hold them closed. Up at the point where the fence had been
cut, the truck was maneuvered across the roadway, facing toward the
quarry pit.

The shotgun was removed from the cab and tied
to the dirt bike with the towels still taped around it. From the
box left with the bike earlier, a large plastic bowl with a flat
lid was removed and filled with gasoline from the metal can. The
plastic bowl, and what remained in the two gallon gas can were
placed in the cab on the passenger’s side of the seat; the
cardboard box was put in the driver’s seat. A 2” x 4” x 8’ long
wood stud was removed from the bed, inserted through both windows
and wired to the steering wheel to hold it in position. With the
hood raised and the help of a flashlight Clay located the throttle
lever, stretching a wire from it to a solid tie-off point. As the
engine speed was increased from idle to about two thousand RPM, the
wire was secured to maintain the speed.

The bike was moved to the middle of the
gravel road, kick started, and left idling ready for his
escape.

Three sparklers left over from some previous
Fourth of July were lit and stuck through the fabric along the top
of the back seat cushion. After checking to assure himself all was
ready, Clay reached in the driver’s window and moved the shift
lever from park, down to drive. The big truck lurched; the engine
spit several times, but didn’t die as it picked up the load. Having
jumped off the side of the door step, Clay watched as the truck
picked up speed, rumbling toward the cliff. When the front wheels
rolled over the edge, the chassis dropped onto the dirt; the
momentum it had built up carried it past the fulcrum point until
the front end slowly began to tip. Then, the rest of the truck slid
across the soft dirt at the rim. The rear tires hung up for a split
second on the layer of stone below the dirt cover before giving up
their tenuous grip. Before the end of the bed went out of sight the
entire pit was lit up with a dull orange glow; the gasoline had
slid off the seat, spilled and ignited from the flame of the
sparklers. Several moments later a subdued crunching and tearing of
metal lasted about three seconds. Then another orange glow again
lit up the huge and deep quarry as the diesel tank ruptured, lost
its full load of fuel, and ignited.

After pulling on a light weight jacket he
straddled the bike; it would feel good before the ride was
completed. He put the pistol in the right pocket, and then put the
bike in gear and headed for the escape exit. The engine was running
like it was new as he began the trip out of the quarry back to
Jimmy’s house. The air was cool but he was hot and sweaty from the
fast paced activities of the last fifteen minutes in addition to
the adrenaline rush experienced back at the overpass. Clay thought
of the two dead men he had been involved with over the last several
months and the irony of life. He had never intended to be part of
the criminal element; he had no desire to follow Jimmy and Tony’s
lives. His role had been that of an onlooker, an outsider who lived
on the fringe of their world, but with ties and personal
connections to its roots. Now circumstances had placed him at the
outer perimeter of a whirlpool and forces were pulling him toward
the vortex. Where the spinning mass would take him he had no clear
vision; and he dared not guess at this point. What he did know was
he had consciously chosen to change his life forever, and now it
was too late to turn back.

In the middle of a bridge over a small river
Clay stopped the bike in the narrow right shoulder lane at the
center span. He waited until there were no cars approaching from
either direction to remove the pistol from his jacket pocket. After
wiping the pistol frame clean, he flung it over the railing into
the murky waters, listening as it broke the surface fifty feet
below.

After turning the corner half a block away
from Jimmy’s house he killed the engine and pushed the light weight
bike back to the garage. By the light of the neighbors dusk to dawn
lighting he maneuvered from the garage through the house to put the
shot gun back in the closet where Jimmy had kept it, after wiping
it down as a precaution. Clay took the towels from the shotgun and
the second hand clothing he had bought and put them in a brown
paper grocery bag. While putting his own clothing back on he took a
last look at his friends belongings and before leaving said aloud,
“Good by Jimmy G.; I miss you”. After locking the garage door he
walked up the street to where he had parked his car in the next
block, got in, and drove to a small shopping mall where he
deposited the used clothing in a dumpster. Leaving the mall, he
continued home, not all sure he could sleep, even though his body
and mind felt drained of energy.

When he slipped between the sheets he
immediately began to unwind. Then, out of the tangled visual and
audio images of the less than two minutes it took to end a life, he
again saw clearly the smug gloating look he perceived seeping
through the terror O’Neil was experiencing. He relived O’Neil
spitting out the accusation “Then we're alike. You’re nothing but a
damn cowardly assassin.” The words hit him with such impact that
his stomach muscles contracted involuntarily and he gasped out loud
as he struggled to get a fresh breath into his lungs. The
expression of disgust and loathing directed at him caused him to
cringe from his self proclaimed role of avenger. Why hadn’t he
fought O’Neil one on one, man to man? Why? It was simple; because
he wasn’t sure he would win. His objective from the start had been
revenge: murder. O’Neil had been tried, convicted and sentenced in
the court of Albrecht. But he hadn’t anticipated the accusation
hurled at him by his victim; or its impact on his conscience. As if
he still had a conscience. When exhaustion finally let him drift
off to an uneasy sleep he continued to spar in his nightmare with
the shadowy image of the late Jerry O’Neil.

 


He got up at ten thirty to shower, shave and
dress. In the kitchen he fixed a late breakfast of sausage and
egg’s while warming some pancakes left over from the families
earlier breakfast. He was also thinking about what to do next. He
decided against telling Tony what had happened until later. The
police would find O’Neil’s death was certainly not an accident
after an autopsy was performed. During the police investigation
O’Neil’s friends, family and co-workers would likely be
interrogated. Those conversations would lead them to the connection
with Jimmy’s death, and probably to Tony. Tony would be better off
at this point to be ignorant of any of the details concerning
O’Neil’s death. The police would find the link to Tony and take him
in for questioning. He had been interrogated many times and could
likely handle it better if he wasn’t already informed of O’Neil’s
connection to Jimmy’s death. The look in his eyes and the
expression on his face would be genuine surprise as the police lay
out their assembled evidence and suspicions of O’Neil’s connection
to Jimmy’s death. The police wouldn’t believe him, but would have
no evidence to prove their suspicions.

His mother came in from the living room where
she had been reading the Sunday morning news paper saying “Walt and
I certainly haven’t seen much of you lately. What have you been up
to these past several days?” Before he could answer she continued,
“Maria’s bringing the kids down for a few days next week. I do hope
you’ll be around to visit with them. I know the two of them create
a ruckus, but they really like their Uncle Clayton and are looking
forward to seeing you.”

Clay was at the stove and said over his
shoulder “I’ll be around Mom. I plan to go over to the union hall
tomorrow and sign up to go back to work. Even though I don’t have
much seniority there may be something open. I’ve come to terms with
my feelings about the loss of Jimmy and I’ll just have to go on,
although he was the best friend I ever had and I’ll never forget
him.”

Walt came in to get a glass of iced tea, said
“Hi Clayton” and went back to finish whatever he was watching on
the television. Margaret came around the table to give him a hug
and whispered in his ear “It's sad Jimmy never got to know just how
good a friend he had in you, but I know and I think you’re
wonderful.” Clay didn’t want to speculate on how wonderful his
mother would think he was if she knew about his vigilante action in
the name of friendship.

Margaret went back to the living room and
picked up the travel section of the paper she had been reading.
But, instead of going back to her reading she sat and thought about
Clayton.

He had lettered in football, making the
starting squad. She often wished he had been as interested in
studying and making good grades as he was in playing sports. He had
passed and been advanced each year but had never excelled in any of
his studies. She was glad he wasn’t a pretty boy, they often turned
out to be shallow and without character. While Clayton had passed
through his teenage years his complexion had cleared and the
occasional pimples he had endured ceased to appear. His face was
rather square, with brown eyes set far apart, which fit his stocky
frame. His nose was full but not too broad. His hands were large,
with long fingers, and were attached to thick wrist and muscular
forearms.

In step with the times he wore his dark brown
hair fairly long though high school and then right after graduation
decided on his own to have Walter cut it shorter.

During his high school years she had implored
Clayton to prepare for collage. But, he was only interested in
getting a job right out of high school. Walter even offered to pay
for him to attend barbers collage and upon graduation work in
Walter’s shop, which he had expanded to eight chairs.

Clayton however decided to make use of an
offer from Jimmy who said his dad could get both of them into the
laborers union. He and Jimmy had been working on construction until
Jimmy’s death. It wasn’t what she had hoped he would accomplish,
but it was honest work.

 


After supper two days later, Walter was
reading the evening paper and pointed out to Margaret a front page
article stating the death of Jimmy Giliano may not have been an
accident. There had been several altercations between him and a man
who witnesses said had claimed to have killed Giliano. The man,
identified as Jerry O’Neil, had been brutally murdered two nights
earlier while on his way home. The murder had the marking of a
professional revenge killing due to the brutal way the man was
killed. The police had taken Tony Giliano in for questioning but
had released him due to lack of any evidence connecting him to the
crime. The investigation was on going, but the District Attorney
stated at present there were no clues or suspects in the
killing.

Walter snorted and said, "No clues or
suspects? We all know who had him killed, Gilliano did, and it's
not his first murder."

 


 


 



Chapter 5

 


 


One month after the
episode with Jerry O’Neil, when he was sure Tony would be at the
bar, Clay drove there on a Saturday morning. At ten o’clock
business was slow and only John and five paying customers were up
front. Tony was in the back at the round table with two of his men
reading the newspaper and having a cup of coffee. Clay caught
Tony’s eye and nodded in acknowledgement as he strode over to he
bar after entering through the back door. He ordered a Stag draft
beer, and after shooting the breeze with John and several of the
other customers, walked over to the table where Tony was
sitting.

“Hi Tony’ how’s business?”

Before Tony could answer Clay spoke to Milo
Farrino, “Milo, you’d better quit eating so much pasta, you’re
getting fatter than a hog.” As Clay winked at Nicky the Greek, Milo
retorted while grinning, “Go fuck yourself you fucking skinny
little Krauthead.”

Tony looked up and smiled, glad to see
someone who gave him a link to Jimmy G. He was missing the close
relationship he had come to count on with his youngest son.

“Hi Clay, business is business. What are you
up to today?”

“Well, actually I came to talk to you. Do you
have time to go upstairs?”

Tony’s face got a perplexed look but he said
“Sure thing”, rose from his chair and headed for the bar. “John, me
and the kid will be upstairs, no visitors.”

Tony led the way upstairs to his office. Both
men took chairs at the table ninety degrees apart.

“Well, what is it kid? Need a loan, or got a
problem you need help with?”

Clay had thought about how to tell Tony what
he wanted to say, but somehow when the time finally came it seemed
best to just say it. “Tony I need to clear up something between me
and you about Jimmy’s death. I know from talking to you the last
couple of times you were shocked to learn from the police his death
wasn’t an accident, and you still don’t know who took care of Jerry
O’Neil.”

“Yeah, right.”

“Well, I know who killed him.”

“Clay, you’re telling me you know who bumped
O’Neil off?” Tony was leaning forward with an incredibly surprised,
and yet dubious expression. “How the hell would you know it, and me
not have gotten the word from somebody in my bunch first?”

“Because they don’t know anything about it; I
took care of it myself, just like Jimmy would have done for me if
the situation was reversed.”

Tony rose from the table and crossed the room
to his desk and took a bottle of premium bourbon whiskey from a
bottom drawer. Picking up two ten ounce glasses he paused to look
at Clay with a quizzical look, and then took his seat at the
table.

“You’re telling me you, a kid who only shot
cats and rabbits before this, pulled off a hit any professional
would be proud of? And got away clean with it? Huh?”

“Yeah, I’m telling you I did it.”

While pouring both glasses half full with
Woodford Reserve he said “You wouldn’t shit old Tony about
something this important, especially when it’s about Jimmy. You
wouldn’t, would you Clay?”

“No sir, I wouldn’t. Jimmy was my best friend
and I knew you’d go crazy if you got word somebody killed him. So I
took care of it myself. I didn’t tell you before because I figured
the police would end up questioning you, and probably some of your
guy’s. I thought all of you would be better off if you really
didn’t know anything about it.”

“Well I’ll be a son of a bitch!” Tony
exclaimed and threw down a double shot. You! You did it! Who helped
you? Which one of my guys helped you and didn’t tell me?”

“Nobody helped me; I planned it out and did
it myself”

“No shit! How did you know you could go
through with it when it came time to pull the trigger and really
clip the guy?” Tony still seemed dubious of what he was
hearing.

“Because it was for Jimmy; I couldn’t let our
friendship down by turning chicken at the last minute. The other
reason was something I didn’t even tell Jimmy about. Three weeks
before Jimmy was killed some guy tried to bash my head in with a
brick. I‘d stopped for a beer at a bar this side of Zion and some
guy attacked me from behind. We fought in the parking lot and he
wound up with his head caved in. I was sick to my stomach about it,
but I got over it.”

“Kid, tell me all about it, how you whacked
O’Neil. I want to know all the details about how the rotten bastard
got it.”

Clay told Tony the whole story of how he had
stalked his target, with Tony stopping him frequently for
additional details. When Clay came to the part where he had burned
and then shot O’Neil, Tony closed his eyes and had him repeat it
three times, getting a perverse pleasure at hearing the
account.

Tony’s only comment was “You should have let
the cocksucker burn.”

After pulling a handkerchief from his right
back pocket Tony rubbed his eyes, and then stood up. Clay stood up
too, and unexpectedly Tony wrapped his arms around him and gave him
a big long hug. Softly the big man said “Thanks Clay, I owe you. If
there’s anything, and I do mean anything, you need or want you let
me know and I’ll make it happen. And if anybody ever gives you any
shit about anything, just come and see me.”

Tony pushed Clay away abruptly, turned,
pulled his chair away from the table, sat down, and motioned for
Clay to set back down too. Tony leaned forward to refill their
drinks and then spoke.

“I’m sure you knew Jimmy was planning to
start coming into the business and wanted to take over eventually.
I would have been proud to have him with me. He was smarter than
his old man, and would have done well for himself. I didn’t think
you had what it takes to be in this business, but I was wrong. You
surely don’t want to be a laborer all your life, so how about if I
start you out, and teach you how to run things?

“I don’t really think I’m cut out for this. I
appreciate your offer; and I do fully understand what you’re
offering me. But I just don’t think it’s what I want. I’m not a
‘tough guy’ and frankly, I don’t want to spend my life trying to
keep guys like Joey in line.”

“O.K. kid, but I think you’re making a
mistake and if you change your mind the offer will always be there.
I owe you big time and I hope you’ll let me repay you in some way.”
Then Tony added, “It took balls to do what you did, and I think
you’re tougher than you give yourself credit for.”

“Tony, there’s also a problem with my
parents; if I openly went to work for you they would disown me. I
can't let it happen.”

“Yeah I understand, your parents don’t have a
good word for me, do they?”

“No, they never have, and likely never
will.”

From that point, Clay stopped in to visit and
talk to Tony at least once a week, developing a closer
relationship. The two of them would often go upstairs to talk in
private and before long Clay knew all about Tony’s operation; more
than he wanted to know sometimes. He had knowledge of problems
needing to be dealt with and then knew how the problem had been
resolved. He had always known most of the men in the gang, but now
learned the strengths and weaknesses of each. Some of Tony’s men,
especially Joey Tadono and Donny Palmotto, took silent notice of
the close relationship they saw, but knew better than to question
it openly.

 


Clay continued to live at home and interact
with family and friends. The union Business Agent had called him in
for a heart to heart talk about notification prior to walking off
jobs. The first time would be forgiven, but he was told it had
better not happen again. He had worked on construction steadily
since the O’Neil episode, except for the dead of winter, and was
having a good year financially.

In the last year he had been assigned to work
as foreman on two large and long duration jobs. Both had gone into
overtime, bringing in extra money. He had continued stopping in to
visit with Tony at least once a week and had formed a close bond to
the guy. On the personal side he had been dating a girl steadily
for four months but was tiring of her; a bad sign. But overall,
things were good.

 


 


 



Chapter 6

 


 


In May of 1972 during
one of these sessions Tony mentioned he was uneasy because of a gut
feeling something going on, but he didn’t have a clue as to what.
Some things just weren’t adding up but they were so small and
unrelated he couldn’t put his finger on it. In some ways it was as
if things were going too smoothly. No one had gotten out of line
for several months, no one had challenged him lately, and everyone
was paying up on time. The only clue he had was several store
owners who were making “protection payments” appeared to have been
roughed up, but no one was talking. He said Joey had the same
feeling, but wasn’t hearing any information on the street. Joey had
even threatened a couple of “customers” and they wouldn’t talk.
Maybe everything was going well and he just wasn’t use to it.

On Monday July 10, 1972 Clay was summoned to
return a call from his union Business Agent’s office just as he was
getting ready to leave for the day. There was an emergency and he
was to call “Anna” at a phone number he didn’t recognize. Anna was
crying when she answered the phone at the emergency room of Saint
Mary’s Hospital, a mile from Tony’s bar. She said Tony and several
of his men had been shot and Tony was in surgery with multiple
bullet wounds. Then she added, “Please hurry Clay, I need you.”

When he arrived at the hospital, Joey and
eight other men were there with Anna and several close family
members. Tony’s mother was there, and Anna’s parents were en route
and were expected to arrive soon.

Anna rose from where she was sitting and
hurried toward Clay as he entered the waiting area. Her eyes were
red and swollen from crying and she had both fists clenched as if
trying to gain strength and regain her normal composure. As Clay
got near she opened her arms to him to exchange hugs and said
quietly, so only he could hear “I knew you would come. I’m going to
depend on you to get me through this.” She kissed him lightly on
the cheek and said “Come, sit by me.” Clay held her hand as she
told him what she knew of the shootings. “At a little past noon,
Tony and several of his men were standing outside the bar on the
Gerson street side when a car turned the corner and several men
started shooting. Tony was obviously the main target because he was
shot the most, six bullets hit him. Tito Valenti was killed, and
Anthony Guccione and Roberto Martinez were wounded; they’re in
serious but not critical condition. The doctors say it’s too early
to tell if Tony will make it or not. He hasn’t stabilized yet, and
the doctors are still working on him. He has one bullet in his
right lung and another lodged near his heart, along with several
that broke his ribs on the right side and hit his right arm and
leg. I’m worried about the big lug, Clay.”

Anna began to cry and Clay put his arm around
her shoulders to comfort her.

“The police were here earlier gathering
information, but they know little more than we do”, Anna added
while sobbing.

Anna's parents came in then, and her mother
motioned for Clay to move so she could sit by her daughter.

Clay found Joey and asked him if he knew
anymore information than Anna had given him.

“Yeah, I’ve learned a little. There was a
police cruiser halfway down the block behind the shooters car and
the cops could hear what was happening up at the intersection. They
chased these guys and radioed the shooters car description, license
number and location in to dispatch. They trapped the bastards in a
blind alley where they killed one of the shooters. The other three
got away by getting through a door into a building and out on
another street. One of our cops at the local station says the guy
they killed was a Russian immigrant. He had a record of several
minor busts, but nothing big. Nobody knows who these guys are, who
they work for, or where they came from. But they were loaded for
bear, one of the shooters was using a high powered automatic
military rifle. Christ, Tony, Vito and the other guys didn’t have a
chance. When I find out who those cock suckers are they’ll all get
theirs.”

It was well after midnight before a doctor
came out to the waiting room to tell Anna Tony was out of surgery,
had been stabilized and was being moved to the intensive care unit.
“It’s a bit early for predictions, but I feel your husband has a
good chance of pulling through. He’s going to have permanent
scarring and might loose some mobility in his right arm and leg.
Stainless Steel plates and screws were implanted to connect the
bone in his leg where a bullet shattered it. The bullets in his
lung and near his heart have been removed and I don’t feel those
will be a serious or long term problem.” Speaking to Anna he added
“You can go in now to visit your husband, but please only stay for
fifteen minutes tonight; you can come back and check on him again
in the morning.” Anna stood up, motioned for Clay to accompany her
and told the doctor she wanted Clay with her. Joey had a harsh but
guarded expression on his face at hearing Anna’s request for Clay
to go with her instead of choosing him. The doctor hesitated and
then reluctantly agreed. Clay and Anna walked down the long wide
corridor to intensive care with the doctor who took them to Tony
and then left. Tony was still unconscious and had bandages covering
most of his chest. His right arm and leg were in casts. Anna was
sobbing and reached out to hold Tony’s hand as Clay placed a chair
near the bed for her. Anna leaned over Tony and placed a soft and
tender kiss on his forehead. Tony’s breathing was shallow and
raspy. A dozen tubes and wires ran from his body to monitoring
machines.

After a few minutes of silence Anna stood and
turned to speak to Clay, “Tony trusts you and is impressed with
your ability in these matters. He’s spoken highly of you several
times. Therefore, even against the strict rules Tony is governed
by, I am going to tell Joey that I want you to head up the job of
getting the bastards who did this to my husband. Joey won’t like it
but he and the rest of the men will report to you and follow your
orders.”

Clay was shocked and began uttering protest,
but Anna silenced him by putting her finger on his lips. “I know
this is a terrible burden and I have no right to ask it of you,
especially after what you have already done in avenging my son. But
I truly feel you are the only one I have available to stop this. If
Jimmy were alive it would be his responsibility, but now you are
the only person Tony and I have to depend on. In Tony’s business
only the strong survive; the weak get killed. If no one in Tony’s
group can stand up to these strangers, none of the other bosses
will interfere. The only way they will act is if they decide to
absorb his territory. And then they would have to kill him
themselves. Joey has the muscle to attempt this, but not the
cunning to succeed. He can do the dirty work, but without a
sensible plan he’ll probably fail or get caught. Clay I need you
and Tony needs you.”

Then Anna continued, “This cannot be a long
and drawn out turf war. The authorities, the other boss’s and the
public won’t tolerate it. It will need to be a decisive and
crippling blow to whoever is behind the attack.”

Anna said, "Please do this for Tony's sake,"
kissed Clay on the cheek and led him out the door of the I.C.U.
back into the corridor they had used earlier. Clay couldn’t believe
what had been thrust upon him, and yet couldn’t refuse Anna’s
request. His thoughts were jumbled and he didn’t know what to say
in protest. As they approached the waiting room, Anna stopped and
turned to him. “I phoned John and Adrianna and told them about
their father. I asked them not to come right now, it’s too
dangerous and they would only be in the way. They can visit later
when this mess is resolved. ” She then asked Clay to get Joey and
bring him to her. Clay was in a mental daze as he went to the
waiting room and motioned for Joey Tadono to accompany him.

When they returned Anna told Joey of her
decision. Joey protested, but Anna prevailed and held her ground.
Seeing there was no dissuading her, Joey reluctantly conceded and
dejectedly agreed to follow Clay’s directions.

While half listening as Anna informed Joey of
her decision, Clay had time to begin thinking ahead to what needed
to be done. If Anna had appointed him to be in charge, then it was
time to start making decisions.

Clay summoned the doctor on shift who was in
charge of the I.C.U. and informed him there would be two men around
the clock guarding Tony until he was released from the hospital.
The doctor protested he wouldn’t allow it in his ward, but a
menacing glare and a few well chosen words from Joey helped
convince him that the men could be allowed to remain in Tony’s
room. No mention of weapons was made, but the doctor seemed to
understand the implication of the term “guards”. Clay assured the
doctor as soon as it would be safe to move Tony, he would be
transported to another facility.

At Anna’s insistence, Clay went to her house
to sleep and agreed to use it as his headquarters during the
crisis. Anna had convinced her parents and Tony’s mother to move in
with her temporarily also. Guards were assigned to the house and
grounds, in case the attackers decided to hit Tony’s entire family.
Before turning in for the night Clay asked Anna where Tony kept
guns in the house. She led him to a closet on the third floor where
he counted thirteen hand guns amid several shotguns and rifles plus
ammunition for all of them. Clay selected a nine millimeter Beretta
automatic, walked downstairs to his room, and went to bed.

 


Tuesday morning, after only three hours sleep
Clay called the Union Hall and quit the job he had been working.
Clay could only cite “personal reasons” for quitting and before he
hung up the Business Agent’s secretary said his boss was going to
be very unhappy. He then called his mother to update her on Tony’s
condition and informed her he would be staying with Anna’s family
for several weeks until things calmed down. Margaret wasn’t
receptive to his being anywhere near the Giliano family after what
had transpired the day before and objected passionately to his
being involved in their affairs. All he could tell her was he was
there for moral support only and would be safe, since he would be
staying at the house with the other extended family members. He
told his mother he loved her and would be checking in with her
frequently and then ended the call while she was still
protesting.

Clay summoned Joey Tadono to Tony’s den to
discuss a strategy for the coming week. Business was to continue as
usual. All men in the group were to be extremely cautious, but were
to listen for and collect any information they could about Tony’s
shooting. Word would be passed to all the men to be alert for
anyone trying to pump information out of them, and to notify Joey
of who they were. Joey was to revisit the store owners who had been
roughed up and do what ever was necessary to get them to talk, even
if it meant putting them in the hospital. Clay hated to do it
because the poor bastards were caught in the middle between two
groups of tough and determined criminals. The store owners just
wanted to be left alone to eke out a living for their families.
They couldn’t care less which group was extorting money from them,
be it Tony’s gang or some other bunch. They meant nothing to either
side but a source of illegal income to be taken by the ruthless
from the weak.

Shortly after they had begun, Anna entered
the room and stood in the background listening. When they finished,
she told Joey to impress on the men Clay was to remain anonymous.
They were to keep his involvement with the family to themselves.
Leaking his name on the street could endanger his family, and if
they were dragged into this mess someone would pay for having a
loose tongue.

Wednesday morning, at the third business he
visited on Haverity Avenue, Joey learned what he wanted from the
wife of a man taking a severe beating rather than give the
information demanded of him. She pleaded for Joey and his men to
stop hitting her husband when she saw one of the men take a
shortened ball bat from a cloth bag he was carrying.

She said a group of Russians had told them if
they didn’t keep their mouths shut and pay the Russians the same
protection fee’s being paid to the big Italian they and their
entire family would be raped, tortured and killed. Joey then
learned the Russians collected at this store and others in the
neighborhood every Friday morning, which would put them back there
in two days.

After talking to Joey, Clay escorted Anna to
the hospital to check on Tony’s condition and progress. The guards
at Tony’s room informed them two policemen had been there earlier,
but Tony wasn’t awake. The detectives promised to return the
following day. Clay told the guards to keep one man in the room at
all times and the other outside in the hallway. They were directed
to signal the other side with a knock on the door prior to anyone
being admitted or allowed to leave.

Clay excused himself from the vigil with Anna
to make a forty five minute tour of the hospital facility. Making
his way from Tony’s third floor room he surveyed the second and
then first floor layouts. He then went to the basement where in his
wanderings he discovered a service entrance. The entrance was
approximately ten foot wide by fourteen foot high. The garage door
opened automatically when a vehicle approached either side of the
door and closed after it passed through. Not wanting to be away too
long he headed back up to Tony’s room. Clay and Anna stayed for
three hours during which Tony woke up enough to acknowledge both of
their presence, say he hurt like hell, and succumb to the drugs
again.

On the ride back to Anna’s house, he brought
up the subject of Tony’s recovery.

“Have arrangement been made for where Tony can be taken; a place
where he can recuperate out of sight and be safe for a prolonged
time?”

“Yes, for the last eighteen years we’ve been
making yearly donations to the Thompson Medical Research Hospital,
a facility in Wisconsin. The director of the hospital understands
the nature of Tony’s business. The agreement is if any of the
family is injured and needs recuperative care for an extended stay
they are to be admitted anonymously.”

When they returned to the house Anna called
Clay into Tony’s office and closed the door. She used a key to open
a drawer in the cabinetry under the walnut book shelves and showed
Clay a drawer full of cash. “There’s over thirty thousand dollars
here. Use it to buy what ever you need for this job. There’s more
if and when you need it.”

Two hours later Joey stormed into Clay’s
newly assigned headquarters.

“Those son’s a bitches killed two of my men
this afternoon. Shot them both in the back at close range while
they were making collections. Both of them are dead. And then an
hour later somebody took a shot at me too. I’ll have men waiting
for those Russian collectors when they show up Friday morning, and
kill the whole damn bunch.”

 


Clay stopped Joey in his tracks and said
calmly, “Joey, there will not be a shoot out tomorrow. You are
going to supply me with the people I need on the street. Find a
location for a camera to be setup across the street on a second
floor, and you stay there too. They apparently know who you are and
I want you out of sight.” Joey was fidgeting and red in the face.
”We’re going to let the workers lead us to their boss. He's our
target. Hell, we don’t even know who our enemy is! Pull all your
people off the street. Stop making collections and let them think
they’ve won and we’re laying low. Tell only the men you are
positive you can trust completely to stay at home and be ready when
you call them. And assure them we will be calling.

Joey was fuming and couldn't control himself
any longer. He stood and raised his voice “By god, it’s time to hit
those bastards like they’ve been hitting us, not go and hide like a
bunch of scared old women. I’ll hit them Friday and to hell with
you. You don’t know shit about this, you young punk. I’m through
taking orders from you”

Having heard the loud disturbance, Anna
walked into the room as Clay was rising from his chair; before he
could respond she pointed her finger at Joey, “Sit down and shut
your mouth. I told you Clay is in charge and he still is. You will
continue to do exactly what you are told; no more and no less. Clay
will do the planning, you will provide the muscle. I can get muscle
from a dozen people who can follow orders, so be careful your
insolence doesn’t turn into threats or disloyalty. The fact they
killed two of our people is terrible and we will reply. But it will
be how, when, and where Clay tells you.” Anna turned and left as
quickly as she had entered.

Joey sat with a scowl on his face, looking
down at the carpeting on the floor. He hadn’t expected Anna to
continue to back the kid, but thought she would cave in and put him
in charge when he pointed out they were still suffering loss’s and
he had even become a target.

Clay opened the desk drawer, picked up the
9mm pistol and walked over to where Joey was sitting. Placing the
gun against the back of Joey’s head he clicked the safety off and
said quietly, “If you ever talk down to me again, in front of
anyone or not, I’ll kill you on the spot.”

Placing his left hand on Joey’s shoulder, and
without moving the gun, he calmly continued, “You and I each have
roles in this; we compliment each other well in what we are capable
of. Be patient and you will soon get to do your part; or I’ll do it
without you, it’s your choice.”

Moving the gun away from Joey’s head he
clicked the safety back on, moved back to his chair and continued,
“Right now I need you to see how many people are watching the
hospital and where they are located. Again, get any descriptions:
car make, model, color, license plate numbers, or what ever there
is to identify these people. I need to know exactly where they are,
when they change shifts, what they eat, where they park, if they
fall asleep, everything, even if it seems unimportant. You'll
probably know some of these people, but we have to identify them
and learn who is at the top. Have the cameraman take pictures of
the people doing the watching if possible. There will be a time
very soon when everyone who joined this bunch will be dealt
with.”

“Now, tell me more about the attempt to hit
you? When and where did it happen?"

“Over on Second Street just past Burris, put
a slug through both front windows and just missed my nose.”

“You need to keep several men with you at all
times from now on. And, perhaps your wife and kids should stay away
from the house for the next couple of weeks until this is
over.”

Joey looked up at this young man he had
passed off as just an outsider, only hanging on to Tony’s family
because of his past friendship with Jimmy. There was something more
than just childhood friendship driving the respect and confidence
both Tony and Anna had for this guy. Joey decided he had better
keep his mouth shut and watch out for this one until he understood
better what he was dealing with. He knew he had just had a close
brush with death, and it was very sobering, even to him. The kid
had a calm stone cold look in his eyes. A look as cold as he had
ever seen; and he had met some cold blooded killers over the
years.

When Joey had left, Clay thought about what
he had said to him in response to his defiant outburst. The reply
had been calm and collected, and he knew deep in his soul he really
meant every word of his threat. He wondered what had changed in his
emotional and mental makeup to enable him to even verbalize such a
reply. And, more than just the uttering of such a threat on the
life of another person, acceptance of the knowledge the threat was
not idle posturing, but a promise he could fulfill in a heartbeat
and without regret. He hadn’t previously thought of himself as a
particularly violent individual; yet in the span of two and one
half years he had killed two people and would create a plan to kill
many, many more. The actual life taking would depend on the actions
of others, but he alone would have total responsibility for the
bloodshed. The only uneasiness he had in the entire matter was the
knowledge he could live with it and feel no remorse. His inner
being, maybe the thing people call a conscience or a soul was
telling him what he was about to do was terribly wrong, but somehow
he could over ride the feeling and continue planning the details to
make it happen.

Anna entered the office to tell him she had
taken the liberty of ordering new clothing for him since it
appeared he would be staying with them for several weeks. She had
checked his clothing for sizes while he slept the previous evening
and everything, including shoes, underwear, and jackets were in his
room.

That evening Clay escorted Anna to the
funeral home to attend the visitation for Tito Valenti. Anna’s
father and mother had insisted on attending also, since they knew
Tito and his family from the old days. Most of Tony’s crew attended
in defiance of the unknown attackers. Fearing a gang war on their
property the funeral home had asked for and received police
surveillance during the visitation. Arrangements were made for Anna
and her parents to be escorted to the graveyard to attend the
funeral service the following morning. He and Joey would be too
busy to accompany them.

 


 


 



Chapter 7

 


 


On Friday morning
Clay and the people he had requested were on the street waiting for
the Russian collectors to appear. He had enlisted the help of two
Russian speaking hookers, who Joey said could be trusted, and four
of the youngest and better disciplined men in Tony’s group. They
were scattered along the street and had strict orders not to engage
the Russians; just observe them and listen for any information. A
camera with a long range lens was set up in an apartment across the
street from the store where Joey had extracted the information from
the owner. Three cars manned with drivers were waiting to follow
the collectors when they left Haverity Street.

At 1:30 p.m. a three year old dark blue
Lincoln Continental backed into a parking space down the street.
Three men got out and briskly walked to the hardware store. All
strode confidently while talking in a guttural foreign language.
They went into the store and the old woman paid them. They stood
and listened while she explained to them her husband was gone to
return some hardware items damaged in shipment because he needed
the replacements right away. The collectors reminded her they would
return the following Friday at the same time, and both of them had
better stay in line. The collectors stopped at several other stores
on the street to pick up money, then walked back to the Lincoln and
left.

When the Russian collectors headed for their
car, Clay cut through a walkway between two buildings and got in
one of the cars to follow them. Clay’s drivers had mobile radios
with a two mile range in the city, and began switching cars often
enough not to be noticed. The Russians made several more collection
stops in another neighborhood, and drove to an area dominated by
old factories and warehouses. The Lincoln entered through a double
gate in an old rusty fence and went back to a brick warehouse
building. Another late model sedan was parked outside the warehouse
and a large overhead door was open at the south end of the
building. One man was at the corner of the building where he could
see the entrance, apparently a guard on watch duty. Clay sent the
other two cars on to an empty store building Tony owned, where he
would meet later with Joey. He had his driver cruise the area while
he made notes and sketches of the features he saw.

Joey and the rest of people who had been on
the street were at the meeting place when Clay got there. The film
was being developed and would arrive shortly. Clay learned from the
other people who had been on the street the three men were all
armed with pistols stuck in their pants pockets, and one wore a
brass knuckle on his right hand, right out in the open. The whores
had followed them separately and overheard them say their boss was
not pleased since learning the Big Dago was still alive. He needed
to be out of the way for them to completely take over the whole
area. But since they hadn’t encountered any resistance, maybe there
was not anyone to back him up. Joey bristled at the statement and
muttered something under his breath, but managed to hold his
tongue.

Clay thanked the drivers and all the other
people, paid them each one hundred dollars, and dismissed everyone
except Joey.

To Joey he said “The man we want was not on
the street today, so I’m not concerned with seeing the film yet.”
He laid out a tablet of notebook paper and sketched the location of
the Russian hideout and pointed out an old abandoned building
across the street from it. “We need to get into this building from
the rear to set up the camera without their guards seeing any
evidence the crew is operating there. Joey, this is important. The
people in the warehouse can’t be tipped off we’re watching them.
Our success will depend on complete surprise. I want the camera and
one of our people there around the clock. There'll be no lights,
and no cigarettes in front of the windows. And when we’re finished
make sure there are no signs of anyone having used it as a look out
post. Find out who owns the building the Russians are using, and if
it’s being rented, who’s paying the rent. Have one of your guys
watch the back side of the warehouse around the clock too. Have
three cars with drivers ready around the clock and follow anybody
who comes out of there starting tonight. I want to know how many
people are in there, who they are, and where they go. Get
descriptions and license numbers of all their cars. Tell your
people to take note of every thing they see, even if it seems
trivial. And one more thing, impress on those two whores if any
word of this gets out on the street they’ll be cut into little
pieces for fish bait.”

The plan went into effect and continued
through the weekend. On Monday morning Clay met with Joey to review
progress.

“We got everybody set up late Friday night.
One of their cars left Saturday morning and came back with
breakfast. The same thing happened at about two in the afternoon.
Nothing much happened until Saturday evening,” Joey said. “At eight
o’clock five men came out of the warehouse, got in one of the cars
and pulled out to near the street. They waited for two or three
minutes and then a new black Caddy sedan pulled out of the
warehouse, with another late model Caddy behind it. All three cars
headed across town and our guys followed them. They got on the Tri
State Toll Way and went north to Interstate 55, and then downtown.
They got off the interstate and made their way to a small Russian
restaurant. A little after eleven they reversed their route and got
back to the warehouse right at midnight. Sunday, cars went out
three times during the day around meal times for food. The bastards
must be living in there."

“You and your men did good Joey. Stress to
everyone it is imperative the Russians don't learn we are watching
them. Let them think we are disorganized and they have us on the
run. Talk to the security guy and see if he has ideas of how to get
pictures of who gets out of the new Cadillac next Saturday evening,
if the Russians go back to the same restaurant. And get close ups
of everyone entering or leaving their warehouse.”

The Russians continued to take over Tony’s
business with no resistance. Joey’s people located three men on
guard duty watching the hospital where Tony was interned. One was
in a van watching the main entrance, one in the parking lot outside
the emergency room entrance and another hiding in a small patch of
woods behind the complex watching the service doors and unloading
docks. They continued to follow the Russians who came and went from
their headquarters in the warehouse; the number of cars and drivers
to follow the activity had to be increased to eight. Joey learned
the warehouse was owned by a bank. It had been received after a
company had gone into bankruptcy. The building was rented to a
company called RMT Trucking and Storage. The principal owner of the
company was recorded as a female Russian emigrant named Sophia
Toscovich. Ivanoff Toscovich was listed as the Vice President of
the company and a minority shareholder. He was presumed to be
Sophia’s husband. Through his police contacts, Joey learned Ivanoff
Toscovich had emigrated from Russia to New York City three years
ago and had a long arrest record for extortion, aggravated criminal
assault and murder. There was an open warrant for his arrest in New
York on a two count murder charge.

Everyday Clay would escort Anna to the
hospital in the morning and again in the early evening. Once there,
he would excuse himself to make another tour of the hospital and
make notes and sketches of notable features he saw. During his
visits to the basement garage he had started turning the switch for
the overhead entrance door to the off position. On one of his tours
he entered the ‘Employees Only Lounge’ and discovered an outside
patio area.

The employees patio was located forty feet to
the left of the basement service entrance, and above the second
floor level. It had been designed with seclusion of the people
using it in mind; a place where they could relax away from the
stress encountered in their work and not be observed by other
workers or patients. The patio was tucked back in an alcove formed
in the exterior of the building at the service areas where no
windows looked out from any of the four floors above it. The guard
watching from the woods was far enough back and on a hill high
enough to have a clear view of the patio through his
binoculars.

 


 


 



Chapter 8

 


 


Wednesday morning Dr.
Levitt stopped in for a visit while Clay and Anna were at Tony’s
bedside. Clay made an inquiry, “When do you feel it will be safe to
move Tony from here?”

The doctor seemed to be caught off guard and
hesitated a moment before answering, “Well, not for several more
weeks at least. Why?”

“Because the same people who put him in here
are waiting for a chance to finish what they started; I don’t think
you want an attack to occur in your hospital. As soon as he’s well
enough to travel he needs to be moved; both for his sake and for
the safety of the people who work here.”

“Do you really think there is a danger of an
attack being carried out, in spite of the men you have posted here
at his room? Surely you are exaggerating! I think we should turn
this over to the police.”

“No Doc, I’m not exaggerating at all” Clay
replied. “The longer Tony is here the more danger he is in. And
don’t you even think of contacting the police, we’ll take care of
him. I don’t want to rush things, but the day you are confident he
can stand to be moved we need to act. So, what do you think?”

Tony was awake and added “He’s right Doc, the
sooner I can be moved out of here the better it is for me and your
people. You have to make it happen, even if there’s a high risk to
me.”

“Well, you’ve caught me unprepared for this.
Offhand I think his recovery has been very good and under the
circumstances you have just described I may be able to release him
in a week; but I’ll need to review his records in detail before
commit…."

Clay cut the doctor off, “Doctor Levitt, we
don’t have a week. Look at releasing Tony on Friday, two days from
today, if it’s at all possible.”

“Mr. and Mrs. Giliano, you both understand
even if I agree to an early release I am not advocating it. The
risk to Mr. Giliano will be vastly increased this early in his
recovery. And his release will also depend on where you are
planning to transfer him.”

“You don’t need to know the location Doc.
When it’s a go, all of Tony’s medical records will be transported
with him; the hospital will not forward them as you usually do.
Tell your staff Mrs. Giliano is meeting with a specialist tomorrow
morning and she will need a copy of Tony’s complete file. Have them
ready for her tomorrow morning. Let Mrs. Giliano know your decision
and any recommendations you have before we leave this morning.
Additionally, when he is released, I want it to be at two o’clock
in the afternoon. Keep all information about his release
confidential or we will most likely be attacked either before or
shortly after we leave here. You are to hold any other paperwork
until after we are gone. Don’t notify admissions of what is
happening, don’t cancel his meals, and don’t make any arrangements
that will give people, even your employees, a hint he is leaving. I
suspect our enemies have spies here in the hospital watching for
any information worth forwarding to the people paying them. We'll
wait here this morning until we hear from you.”

After Dr. Levitt had left Tony said “The two
detectives finally caught me awake this morning and spent a half
hour asking questions. I cooperated with them, but said I don’t
have a clue as to what happened. I think they know even less about
what’s going on than we know.”

Dr. Levitt returned later and reluctantly
agreed to have Tony released in two days at two in the
afternoon.

After leaving the hospital Clay told Anna he
needed to stop by the saloon. He wanted to talk to Joey about
arrangements for the move. He turned to Anna “You were unusually
quiet this morning. Do you disagree with moving Tony this
soon?”

“No, I agree fully with what you are doing.
In fact, I’m impressed, but not surprised, at how you have taken
charge of the situation. I’m also impressed with the self assurance
you’ve exhibited. I made the right choice.” Anna leaned across the
seat to kiss him on the cheek and smiled. “Thank God you’re here”
she added soberly. At the saloon, Clay drove around the area to
assure himself it was safe to stop and then instructed the guards
in the car following them to take Anna home.

Inside the bar Clay talked with Mickey and
updated him on Tony’s progress and condition. He motioned to Joey
indicating he wanted to see him upstairs, and led the way.

“Joey, keep this between you and me for the
time being, no one else needs to be informed until Friday morning.
We’re going to move Tony out of the hospital Friday and there are
several things I want you to round up.” Clay took a sheet of
notebook paper from his shirt pocket, unfolded it and handed it to
Joey. Joey read the list attentively, let out a slow whistle, and
replied “O.K. I’ll have it all done by tomorrow evening.”

Clay continued “Good, you’ll need to get it
started now, because at one o’clock this afternoon I want you and I
to take a ride into Western Michigan to scope out how we can handle
the people who will surely follow the ambulance. I want your input
on the welcoming committee.

Friday morning at eight thirty Clay found Dr.
Levitt and made a request. “This morning at eleven thirty Tony will
be taken downstairs by his men to the X-ray department. I need you
to accompany them and provide any authority required. Bring one
floor nurse along, and then keep her distracted and away from us
for at least ten minutes. You don't need to know anymore. The
transfer from the hospital is still scheduled for two o’clock this
afternoon.

Dr. Levitt frowned and began to object, “Now
listen to me, I have a very busy schedule this morning and may not
be at your disposal.”

“Doc” Clay countered “I’m asking you for
assistance to get a patient out of here to avoid trouble. If Mr.
Giliano is attacked here, the hospital board and newspapers will
learn you did not do everything in your power to prevent it from
happening. What will your future be then? Maybe head of the night
shift in the emergency room? Also, just because you work at this
facility doesn’t prevent you from being a patient; you can take my
word not just as a threat but as a promise. Work with me or suffer
the consequences; you really don’t have a choice. Eleven thirty
sharp. Cancel whatever you have to, but be there.” Dr. Levitt’s
ruddy complexion had turned a pale cream color and he stood there
with his mouth open as the severity of Clay’s promise soaked
in.

When Clay made his tour of the hospital, a
hand printed sign on a sheet of notebook paper had been taped to
the inside door switch. It read, Do Not Touch This Switch – Leave
In Automatic Position. Clay removed the sign, turned the switch to
the off position and once again the door was inoperable.

At eleven o’clock a closed van work truck
with the name Ace Garage Door Company newly painted on the sides,
pulled up to the service entrance at the rear of the hospital. The
driver waited several minutes for the door to open, got out of the
drivers seat, walked down the ramp and thru the pedestrian door. In
seven minutes the door opened. He yelled for his helper to drive
the truck inside. The two of them removed the electrical switch
cover to check the wiring connections, looked at the electric eye
transmitters and receivers for another fifteen minutes. The lead
mechanic next retrieved a step ladder from the truck, stood it in
the door opening and mounted the ladder to adjust the spring
tension. Being short, the six foot ladder wasn’t high enough for
him to reach the mechanism. After almost falling off the top step
of the ladder the man threw down his tools and had a cussing fit
while kicking the door frame, folded the step ladder together and
threw it back into the darkness of the building, all the time still
cussing.

At eleven thirty, three women in ill fitting
nurse’s uniforms walked through the door of the employee’s lounge
to the patio and over to lounge chairs near the railing. All three
began to disrobe in preparation for sunbathing.

The three women Joey had recruited from a
strip club got down to their string bikinis in a flash and began to
bend and stretch while rubbing sun tan lotion on themselves and
each other. All three turned their lounge chairs toward the wooded
area and laid back to bask in the sun. After a few minutes, a tall
thin blonde with a forty inch bust removed her bikini top, sat up
and began to apply tanning lotion to her boobs, rubbing her breast
for much too long a period. When she reclined back on the lounger
she continued to slowly rub her stomach and inner thighs.

Clay had been watching the enemy guard in the
woods at the back of the building through binoculars and thought
the man had likely come in his shorts, judging from the way he was
prancing around and holding his crotch. And, as planned he had lost
all interest in the two men attempting to repair the malfunctioning
door.

The lead mechanic had yelled for his helper
to turn the truck around and bring it forward, directing him to
park the truck in the door way, under the raised garage door. He
pulled a milk crate from the back of the truck, climbed to the top
of the truck, stood on the crate, and with his helper steadying him
appeared to adjust the spring tension.

As planned, three of Joey’s men along with
Dr. Levitt and one floor nurse, wheeled Tony’s bed down the
corridor and on to an elevator. They got off at the basement floor
in the X-Ray department. Dr. Levitt made an excuse to go into the
office with the nurse to review Tony’s record. The men assigned to
accompany Tony pushed his bed down the hallway and out a door into
the receiving and service area. Another bed with a “patient” who,
at a short distance, resembled Tony was taken back inside the
building and down the hallway to the X-ray department. The exchange
took less than four minutes. As he had been instructed, Dr. Levitt
joined them a few minutes later without the nurse and escorted the
imposter back up to Tony’s room where Anna was waiting for
them.

Tony was awake, and had been told of the plan
to get him out of the hospital. He was in some pain, but had given
his approval of the move and had told Anna “Don’t worry about me,
I’ll be alright. I'm a tough old shit.” To Clay he added “Be
careful, but get the bastards who did this to me.”

Two paramedics hired to accompany Tony during
the transfer took over his care as Tony was moved from the bed to a
mobile stretcher. The white sheet and top cover over him were
replaced with dark blue materials. With the bright sunlight outside
the building it was impossible to see into the darkness of the
basement, especially with the truck filling the entrance and the
men on top of it moving around blocking the view. The paramedics
moved the stretcher over to the truck, staying out of the line of
sight through the doorway, loaded Tony in the back of the truck and
took their positions with him. Clay and two of Joey’s heavily armed
soldiers joined them for the short ride. The two ‘mechanics’
finished the adjustments, loaded their equipment and pulled the
truck out of the basement, up the ramp and left the hospital
grounds. A block away from the hospital a lead car and a tail car
joined them.

They made a two mile drive in just under
eight minutes, pulled into an alley, and drove to the back entrance
of an automobile body shop; one of Tony’s legitimate businesses.
The entire crew of the body shop had been taken out to lunch as a
reward for having high productivity for the past year. Four days
earlier an ambulance belonging to one of the garage’s standing
customers had been sideswiped by a truck and had been brought in
for body work and repainting. The ambulance and the truck were both
in the shop side by side being worked on. The ambulance was
repainted in a new color scheme with a fictitious Illinois company
name and would be repainted to the original paint scheme when it
returned the next morning. Inside the garage with all doors closed,
Tony was transferred to the newly painted ambulance. Joey’s most
trusted driver was at the wheel, with Clay in the passenger seat.
The paramedics and two soldiers rode in the back with Tony.
Observers up on the roof of the garage had watched the repair truck
approach and continued to look for signs of anyone following the
truck to the garage.

When the all clear was given, the ambulance
left the garage at fifteen minutes past noon with the lead and tail
cars, and drove to the Thompson Medical Research Hospital in
Wisconsin. When the ambulance and lead car left to return to
Chicago the four trusted soldiers stayed behind to watch over Tony
throughout his recovery. The two paramedics were rewarded
handsomely, along with being threatened with a slow and painful
death for them and their entire families if anyone learned what had
just transpired.

At two o’clock the decoy patient, along with
his records, was transferred from the hospital bed to a mobile
stretcher, escorted to the Emergency Room entrance and loaded into
a waiting ambulance. Joey and two of his men rode in the back of
the ambulance with the decoy. The “patient” quickly dressed and
armed himself as soon as they were underway. As the decoy ambulance
pulled away from the hospital grounds they were met by their
waiting lead and tail cars and two motorcycle policemen. Joey had
been able to hire the two off-duty policemen by paying them an
exorbitant sum to get their motorcycles from the police garage for
a one hour ride to the Indiana state line. At the last exit on
Interstate Highway 90 before the caravan got to the state line the
policemen left the highway, leaving the decoy vehicles on their
own. Since Joey and Clay were the only two people who knew ahead of
time they were driving to Michigan, there was no chance of an
ambush being prepared ahead of them. But Clay was certain at least
one chase car would have been kept ready by the Russians, just in
case Tony was moved to another location. The caravan got onto
highway 94 in Indiana and stayed on it into Michigan. They switched
to Interstate Highway 196, running along the Lake Michigan
shoreline.

After a thirty minute drive the three
vehicles exited the interstate onto a black topped two lane county
road. When the ambulance and escort cars exited Interstate 196 a
red Chrysler New Yorker with three men inside followed, staying
several hundred yards behind the group. Getting away from the
shoreline the land flattened out. Deep drainage ditches had been
dug along both sides of the narrow black top roadway for rain water
and snow melt runoff. Clay and Joey had found a stretch on the road
where no side roads intersected for a distance of one and one half
miles, with no houses in between. As the red Chrysler passed a side
road, a tractor truck with a car carrier trailer pulled out behind
them. Another truck blocked the road behind it and two men put out
a sign reading ‘Road Closed for Black Topping’.

The driver of the tailing car was staying
just close enough to the ambulance to not let it get out of sight.
He paid little attention to a stake bed truck used for hauling
grain; it was up ahead on the left side of the road in a field
entrance lane. As the car approached the grain truck, the truck
pulled out onto the black top in front of the car. The truck hit
the car’s left front fender and side, forcing it into the right
side ditch. The ditch was steep enough to cause the braking car to
plow into the far bank and come to a quick stop after traveling a
short distance along the ditch. As the occupants of the car
recovered from the impact and started exiting, three men stood up
in the back of the truck bed and began firing shotguns and
automatic rifles at the victims. The tractor trailer with the car
carrier trailer arrived before the shooting was finished and parked
at an angle across the roadway. Two of the men who had been
shooting put down their weapons, took a cable from the grain truck
and attached it to the rear frame of the car. The car was pulled
out of the ditch, back onto the roadway, and the three bodies were
crammed into the trunk. One of the shooters started the car, and in
spite of the heavy damage done to the right front end, maneuvered
it up the ramp onto the car trailer’s lower level.

 


The following morning at seven o’clock Clay
and Joey arrived at Tony’s farm, driving the car carrier with a
single red Chrysler as the load. They went to a wooded bottoms area
where a fifteen foot deep by twenty five feet long trench had been
excavated with a bulldozer the day before by the man who managed
the farm. Joey backed the trailer up to the fresh excavation and
Clay backed the Chrysler off the trailer and down the steep incline
to the bottom. The diesel engine of the ancient Caterpillar D-8
bulldozer struggled to start, but finally fired off. Joey ran the
heavy machine down in the hole and on top of the red Chrysler,
collapsing it into a burial vault for the three entombed bodies.
After making several runs into the hole pushing dirt to cover the
car, Joey stopped the machine, climbed down from it and walked to
the edge of the hole where he unzipped his pants. While pissing on
the grave of the men buried beneath him he said to Clay “It’s
better than the bastards deserved.” When Joey finished filling the
unmarked gravesite, they returned the bulldozer to the shed where
it was kept. Thirty minutes after leaving the farm Joey pulled the
tractor trailer into the first truck stop he saw where he enjoyed a
full breakfast; Clay ate a bagel and drank coffee in silence.

Clay and Joey were near the warehouse site
well before seven o’clock waiting to see if the Russians would
again leave for dinner at the same restaurant, as they had the week
before.

Joey asked Clay, “Who the hell died now?”
when he saw the new three piece pin striped suit and coordinating
shirt and tie Clay was wearing, complements of Anna. Clay smiled at
the good natured ribbing, but didn’t reply.

At ten minutes of the hour, the first car
pulled out to the street and waited for the black Cadillac and the
tail car to exit the warehouse. But this time Clay was in a car
following and observing them first hand. From the warehouse to the
Tri-State Toll way the cars used the left lane on the four lane
streets, and even maintained position on the approach to the toll
way. The three car Russian convoy stayed close together when
traveling, staying in the left fast lane as much as possible,
driving over the speed limit but usually with the other faster
traffic. The three cars acted as a precision drill team, moving
through traffic in unison. If traffic was heavy the rear car would
cut between cars first, and hold traffic back until the other two
cars entered it's lane.

The security firm had arranged to put a
cameraman in a large wooden box secured to a flat bed truck. Even
in the waning evening light he was able to get pictures of everyone
in all three cars as they slowly passed.

The Russians followed the same route into
downtown Chicago as they had the previous week and went to the same
ethnic restaurant. As the three cars entered the parking lot of the
Moscow Club, Clay instructed his driver to continue driving ahead
slowly. Two blocks away he spotted an Italian restaurant and told
the driver to park. As he, Joey and Danny Vitelli walked toward the
entrance to Martoni’s Bar & Grille, Clay stopped and took Joey
aside. “I’ll be gone an hour or more and meet you back here. I’m
going to the Moscow to observe our Rusky up close.” As Joey began
to object Clay stopped him. “I’ll be careful and not draw any
attention; I know what I’m doing. We need all the first hand
information we can get.”

Turning and walking away from Joey cut off
further discussion. Crossing the first street he looked to the
opposite end of the block and saw several women at the corner.
“Hookers,” he thought. His original plan was to pose as a
businessman having dinner alone. But he might need to consider a
change to a businessman enjoying all the city had to offer. A women
companion, even one of dubious reputation could be a positive
addition.

Evaluating the whores as he approached, he
selected the one dressed the least provocatively, even though she
came in second for looks and figure. If she didn’t have a gutter
mouth and had enough sense to behave like a high class escort
instead of cheap trash they might pull it off. She appeared to be
about twenty five, give or take four or five years. As they
discussed price he decided she would do. She initiated the haggling
at fifty for an hour, or seventy five for the night, probably
thinking the young businessman might be a high roller. He quickly
set his price at thirty dollars with another thirty for the hour
they would spend at dinner before renting a room. As they walked
away from the other women, amid whistles and lurid remarks, he laid
out his expectations for her behavior. Inside the Moscow Club he
informed the maitre d’ they would be joined by another couple
shortly and therefore would require a table for four. As he was
speaking he surveyed the dining area and noticed an alcove off the
main room with glass bead curtains across the opening. Eight course
looking men sat at two tables on each side of the alcove, four at a
table. Those would be the body guards.

Clay declined the first table they were
offered, and with the help of a twenty pressed in the hand of the
maitre d’, was seated at one across from and slightly to the left
of the alcove. Clay positioned his date, Bonnie, across from him
with her back to the alcove. He had a good view of the two coveys
of guards and into the small room while still appearing to look at
his date. During the next hour he was able to observe the group
behind the beaded curtain; five men and one woman were being
served. Later Clay didn’t remember what he ordered and barely
remembered how it tasted. He carried on a light conversation with
his rental whore for appearances sake, but focused his attention
around her and across the room where loud talking could
occasionally be heard; in Russian of course. Half way through his
meal the beaded curtain parted and a strikingly attractive brunette
passed through. She couldn’t really be described as beautiful, but
exuded a commanding presence. Clay sensed she would be strong,
controlling and maybe even cruel. The woman had been seated with
her back to him and he could finally see the person who had been
doing most of the talking. While Sophia Toscovich had been blocking
his view, Clay had observed a lot of hand gestures and finger
pointing from the hidden figure he was sure was Ivanoff Toscovich.
Obviously this was the man in charge. The loud talking and
gesturing could be over the news “The Big Italian” had escaped from
the hospital right under their noses; and the fact three of his own
men had disappeared hours later. Clay was unable to see the man’s
facial features clearly in the candle lit room but was sure of
light colored hair and a medium build. What he could clearly
discern in the dim, flickering light was an open shirt and several
heavy gold chains draped across his chest.

Sophia again passed through the glass curtain
and took her seat at the table. “Shows over,” thought Clay as he
downed his drink. “I’m ready to leave” he said to Bonnie. She was
surprised at his quick decision, but said “OK, lets go” pushing her
unfinished meal away but downing the rest of her wine.

Outside Bonnie took his arm, “My, aren’t you
the impatient one” she said. “Yeah, aren’t I” was all he could
think of in reply as his thought were interrupted.

At an alley in the next block, he pulled
Bonnie into it and behind a trash dumpster. Unzipping his pants he
told her, “Give me a blow job right here and we’ll call it
even.”

After giving Bonnie an extra twenty dollars
he crossed the street to get back to Martonis. Inside, he found
Joey and ordered bourbon on the rocks and told him what he had
seen.

 


Sunday afternoon Joey walked into Clay’s
office in response to his summons. “Sit down. Joey this is a list
of items we’ll need by Friday. Some of the cars and trucks will
need to be stolen and hidden somewhere until then. Have a mechanic
check them out to be sure they’re all reliable; can’t risk having
any of them break down. Take a few minutes to review the items on
the list because some will require modification. You’ll see a large
number of guns, ammunition and large capacity ammo clips. They may
not be readily available. Estimate how much cash you’ll need and
tell Anna, she already knows the plan. When you’re done reviewing
the list I’ll go over what I’ve got planned for Mr. Ivanoff
Toscovich and his crew.

“I can see from this list it’s going to be a
loud surprise” Joey said as his big square face broke into a grin
from ear to ear. “It appears we’re close to the part you promised
me.”

 


On Monday morning Clay, Joey and six of
Joey’s most trusted men met upstairs at the saloon to review the
pictures of all the Russian soldiers they had pinpointed.

Joey, through his police contacts, had
license numbers of the cars they had been following traced,
learning the names and addresses of fourteen more members of the
other gang. Most of those names turned out to be of Russian and
Polish origin. Unknown to those men, their pictures were being
taken as they entered or left the warehouse and their homes; they
would also soon be dealt with.

“I’ll pass the pictures around the table one
at a time; each of you look and see if you recognize the man in it.
If you do, call him out and write his name on the back of the
picture. When they come back to me I’ll separate them into two
groups, known and unknown enemies.” Clay continued “And make no
mistake about this, they have chosen to be enemies to all of us.
They joined in with a group out to break us and kill as many of us
as is required to take over our territory. This is a war and you’re
either with us, or with them. Make up your mind now, because you
will most likely know some of these people. Some may be men you
worked with in the past; some may even be neighbors or relatives.
Also be aware you may run into one of these people, or be contacted
by one of them trying to get information about what we’re
doing.”

Clay began slowly passing the pictures to the
man on his right, while watching the faces before him for a signal
one of them might attempt to conceal a painful recognition. On the
second picture Vincent, who was next to him, said aloud, “Shit,
look at this, it's Ronnie Weiss, the dumb bastard. I thought he was
smarter than this.”

After nearly half of the thirty seven
pictures had been passed around, and twelve had been identified,
the man on Joey’s right threw down a picture and said “Christ Joey,
this is my nephew, Jerry Martino. You know him and didn’t call him
out. What? You settin me up to see if I’d let him pass? Fuck you
Joey. Fuck you. He’s called out, alright!” The man turned the
picture over and wrote his nephew’s name on the back of it. “All I
ask of both of you” he looked up at Joey and then at Clay “is for
someone else to do him, and it’s done quick and clean. He’s a smart
ass little punk with a big mouth, but he’s still my sister’s
kid.”

“I’m sorry Al,” Joey said to the man “but I
had to know if you could handle it and not go and warn the kid. I’m
real sorry it turned out this way. To make it up to you I’ll do the
kid; and it will be clean. The kid won’t know what hit him”

The men finished looking at the pictures, and
had identified twenty three of the thirty seven. All were somber
about having marked these people for death, but they also knew, as
did the men identified, what the rules were. Clay pulled a fifth of
whiskey from the sideboard and they all had several drinks before
they left to go back downstairs.

In Thursday’s Tribune Joey was reading the
obituary column when he recognized a name from the just completed
target list. He went into Clay’s office to show him.

“Look at this. These three guys are the ones
who were watching the hospital on the day Tony was moved.
Apparently Ivanoff Toscovich doesn’t tolerate screw ups. The three
we got last week and these three make six we don’t have to look
for.”

Clay and Joey met daily while continuing to
review the details of the plan Clay had created. Joey offered good
practical suggestions and the two of them felt they would be ready
on Saturday. Joey handled the arrangements for exterminating the
gangs other soldiers who had been identified through observations
both by his men and through the photographs. Clay would give final
approval on Joey’s plan because these would need to be done quietly
over a period of several weeks. Their opponents would simply
disappear, as opposed to the fate of the Russian leader, his wife,
close associates and body guards. The deaths of the fourteen of
them were sure to make national news. Additional execution style
murders drawing attention to the City of Chicago would not be
acceptable. The only reason one attack in public would be tolerated
by the other boss’s was because if an attempt to dispose of the
Russian leader quietly failed, there would be an all out gang war
reminiscent of the 1920s and 1930s.

Friday morning Clay, Joey and seven of the
men Joey had picked for the assignment, met at the farm to get
familiar with their weapons. As Clay had requested there were seven
M-14 military rifles and two cases of ammunition. Several of the
selected men had served in the military and were familiar with the
rifles.

The diesel bulldozer and a diesel truck were
taken to the woods in the bottom acreage and put on fast idle to
cover some of the shooting noise. One at a time the men loaded
their weapons and emptied the thirty round clips at targets at the
approximate distance and elevation anticipated on Saturday evening.
Clay examined his weapons of choice and made sure they were ready
to use when the time came.

The men watching the Toscovich warehouse
reported no change in routines during the week, except for a
minimum of three men riding in every car leaving and entering the
warehouse.

As ordered, Saturday morning at seven o’clock
all the men who had been picked for the assassination reported to
the empty store. The building had been cleaned and furniture had
been moved into it for them to use. Couches, chairs and tables, and
beds had been arranged in rooms on both floors. At eight o’clock in
the evening all of it would be moved back to the warehouse it had
been stored in, and the owners would be none the wiser. Clay wanted
to make sure no one drank too much, or out of nervousness said
something to someone about the work they were scheduled for. All
the food, coffee and soft drinks they wanted were provided, but no
alcohol was allowed.

 


 


 



Chapter 9

 


 


Clay spent the day
reviewing the plan for what seemed to be the millionth time until
he was getting fuzzy from it all. He and Joey had gone over each
person’s role with the men until Clay was confident each man knew
his part and could perform it well. Timing on the part of the
drivers was the key to bringing the entire plan off, as he stressed
repeatedly to all of the team. He finally tried to put it out of
his mind and attempted to focus on other things. But it was neigh
impossible to put it away completely. He left the others and went
into an upstairs room to be alone. Events of the last two and a
half years dominated his thinking, until he was consumed by
thoughts of his reaction to those events. He felt a need to once
more evaluate the drunken attack by a man he never met; motivated
by God only knows what misguided perception of the night’s events.
There was no feeling of guilt on his part for his role in what
later occurred. The man was drunk and obnoxious; the girl with him
was loosing interest or she would not have turned her attention to
others so easily. Drinking too much and letting it affect his
behavior was the individual’s fault. After the incident he had been
repulsed by the needless death of the stranger, but at the same
time he held the stranger fully accountable for actions resulting
in his death. If the man had not attacked there would not have been
a death. It was really quite simple. He still did not understand
his own reaction; he had hid the body as if he was guilty of
plotting the man’s death. Clay felt his reaction had been the same
as many normal citizens would be; certainly not a majority, but
many.

Emotions had emerged later after the incident
and they were complicated and confusing; how and why had HE
accepted the responsibility, and somehow the authority, to avenge
the death of a friend? How had HE given himself permission to plan
the execution of another human being; above the social system in
place to handle such matters? How did HE make the transition from
being involved in an accidental death to planning and executing a
murder? There was no alcohol to blame or misguided perception of
events; just a deep inner feeling, knowing vengeance was not only
his obligation but his duty and his right. Was the chance run in
with a drunk during the previous month the catalyst for a moral
change in him? Or, was the seed for this line of thinking planted
in him years ago, and nurtured by exposure to happenings in and
about the Giliano clan? Had his chosen environment conditioned him
to think the unthinkable? During all phases of the revenge killing
he had felt no remorse for his intended victim. His vigilante
action was a personal reconciliation to the act committed by Jerry
O’Neil. He had formed a perception early in his life, accepting for
every action there is an equal and opposing reaction. His role in
response to Jimmy’s murder equated to an opposing reaction to the
murderer.

In the two years between avenging Jimmy’s
death and the attack on Tony’s life, his routine had returned to
the same boring existence. He had continued to be assigned to one
construction job after the other, breaking up with girlfriends,
meeting new girlfriends. As with most people his age he had no
plans for the future and had never thought of where his life was
going. There were no thoughts he might have a responsibility for
setting directions and goals to achieve something; anything.
Certainly he never had cause to anticipate, or had given even the
slightest thought to, the possibility he could be called upon once
more to be an avenger for the Gilianos. However, given his
acceptance of the initial vigilante role he had not consciously
rejected performing the role again.

He was in awe as he looked back to the time
when he first learned Tony had been shot. When Anna chose him to
lead the fight to avenge the attack on Tony he had protested
feebly, not strongly and with determination. Why had his connection
to this family given Anna the power to hold him in her grasp and
convince him to do things he would do for no one else? His mother
or Walter would never think of making such a demand on him. Even if
they somehow could, he was confident he could say no; they would
understand and he would not feel any guilt. Was he a captive of the
circumstances because he understood too well the inner workings of
the crime system and had subconsciously let it be forced upon him?
Or, and he had a problem with even thinking it, had he knowingly
accepted this criminal life style years ago and simply not been
pressed to acknowledge and live it?

He had to admit he was excited by the
prospect of executing the plan he had taken the lead in
formulating. At twenty three years of age he was heading up an
established criminal organization and the older seasoned men in the
group accepted him; they were willing to follow his commands
knowing they could die if his plan failed. He was elated by the
sense of power and control he felt, but also accepted a
responsibility to make sure his plan did not fail. Failure would
lead to one of three things; his death during the attack, the
Russians escaping and later killing him, or the police tracking him
down for the courts to sentence him to death. Failure was not an
option.

During his first experience in the death of
another person he had been intimately involved in a struggle with
another individual. When it was over he was shaken and deeply
affected by the outcome. During the second event he was sort of
detached. He felt it could be due to the period of time spent
during the planning and preparation. Now he wondered if his
detachment was in reality his acceptance of feelings he had
developed but had repressed during his association with Jimmy.

Whatever the reasons, he felt no remorse for
what he was about to do. The Russian gang had drawn first blood and
would be dealt with. All of the whys and what ifs didn’t mean a
thing. He had an objective and it was clear in his mind how to
accomplish it. The fact he planned to lead an imminent attack to
kill fourteen people and had set the stage to find and kill another
twenty in the following weeks did not make him a monster. All the
people involved lived in an inner society where the rules were
entirely different from the larger society his mother and Walter
lived in. This society had rules much more absolute than those of
the larger judicially bound society. His society’s rules were
understood by all who existed there, and a death penalty for
breaking those rules was the norm.

A looming question for him was where this
would lead him after the attack; assuming they were successful, of
course. Could he turn his back on the events of the past several
weeks and go back to his previous lifestyle? He honestly didn’t
know. Tony had made him a very lucrative and interesting offer two
years earlier. He had learned in the past weeks he could control
the behavior of, and gain the respect of, the men he was now
leading. He had stopped Joey in his tracks when he threatened to
kill him unless his orders were followed precisely. And he knew, as
did Joey, he was serious. It was not the idle threat of someone
posturing for effect or attention. He knew as surely as he was
breathing, if Joey had rebelled he would have killed him instantly,
and with little or no remorse.

Would he, or could he, have seriously made
the threat a year earlier or even a month earlier? His sense was
no. He would not have, and could not have carried it off with the
authority and intimidation required. The only way he would have
uttered the phrase “I’ll kill you” was in a joking manner. If he
had been pushed by some outside circumstance which evoked an
emotion to threaten someone before, he was not sure it could have
been said convincingly enough to intimidate another individual.

Clay finally dozed off into a sporadic and
uneven sleep until he was nudged awake at five by Joey who was
getting the men prepared to leave.

 


 


 



Chapter 10

 


 


At seven O’clock in
the evening on Saturday July 29, 1972 Clay, Joey and sixteen other
men left the building they had shared for the last twelve hours.
All were wearing dark blue coveralls and most were wearing base
ball style caps. All wore thin cotton gloves and had a ski mask in
their pockets. Six others would leave an hour later to hit specific
individuals within the Russian gang. Those men who were targeted
had been followed all day and their locations had been relayed back
to Joey. Where possible those hits would be clean and the bodies of
the victims would disappear. Where necessary, robbery would be
staged as the motive for the killings. Six other men would hit the
Russians gang’s warehouse at eight thirty to clean out anyone left
there before setting fire to the structure.

He had two major concerns with the plan he
had devised. First, the Russians had to cooperate by maintaining
their Saturday evening routine. If they changed their route before
accessing the toll way, the hit would have to be canceled. Second,
to be successful the plan required precise timing by a number of
people in several pieces of equipment. If any one car or truck was
delayed, or out of position, the entire operation would be in
jeopardy and the lives of his own people would be at risk.

A few minutes before eight, the lead car left
the warehouse and moved to the gate of the Toscovich headquarters.
Minutes later the black Cadillac and its tail car appeared. The
three cars headed for the Tri-State Toll Way by the same route they
had taken previously. Clay silently breathed a sigh of relief.

Joey’s crew maintained contact by radio and
began to maneuver trucks and cars into position. Drivers were kept
apprised of the location of the three car target convoy as they
sped along the four lane highway leading to the toll way. Joey was
driving a large tow truck and Clay was his passenger. Each carried
a pair of Colt Python .357 caliber revolvers. In addition, Clay had
four incendiary grenades strapped to his waist. Traffic had
moderated by then and the Russians were driving in the inside lane
at fifty MPH.

Joey had positioned the big truck two cars
behind the tail car. When the exit to the toll way was within half
a mile he moved the tow truck over to the second lane from the far
right and gained two car lengths, to just behind and to the right
of the tail car’s position.. A van type truck was about six car
lengths ahead of Joey in his lane and a tractor with a sixty foot
box trailer was ahead of the van with three sedans ahead of it.

Approaching the exit, the three car convoy
moved into the space between Joey’s truck and the van ahead of him.
Upon the Russian’s lane switch, the van truck slowed slightly and
Joey closed the gap behind the tail car, blocking any other cars
from cutting in. The sedan on Joey’s right pulled ahead and beside
the Russian’s lead car. The tractor trailer moved into the right
approach lane before it reached the toll way approach and began to
slow, ahead of the sharp curve. The van truck passed to be along
side the tractor trailer and the three vehicles in front of the van
began to reduce speed. All of the vehicles had to slow down for the
twenty MPH limit on the tightly curved right turn down to the toll
road. As the tractor trailer got into the middle of the turn all of
the traffic slowed to a crawl. The tractor trailer stopped in the
right lane, but the left lane continued to move slowly with the
cars bunching up close together. When the back of the van truck was
even with the front of the trailer the driver slammed on the
brakes, forcing the Toscovich cars to be bumper to bumper.

Joey dropped the gearshift of the heavy tow
truck into second gear and plowed into the rear end of the tail
car, jamming all three of the Russian cars together tightly. At the
sound of the impact, covers were dropped from openings cut in the
left side of the sixty foot trailer. Six men with M-14 rifles began
firing into the three cars. Each man targeted his assigned front or
back seat, emptied his magazine, quickly reloaded and fired again.
Clay and Joey had put their ski mask on and began firing their
pistols into the tail car at the three people in the back seat. At
the sound of the first shots, the back door of the van truck had
raised and a man with an M-14 had started firing into the front of
the lead car. After each rifleman had fired three thirty round
magazines, the empties were gathered up and the shooters exited the
trucks. They moved to the rear escape car where the trunk lid had
been raised. As they walked by each man placed his rifle and
magazines in the trunk. Each still carried a pistol in case
problems developed later. Joey and then Clay exited the driver’s
side of the tow truck cab and walked along the three mutilated
cars. All of the people in them appeared to be dead except for two
who were coughing and choking on their own blood. Joey went ahead
with a hammer breaking the rear passenger side window glasses where
they weren’t already broken by the gunfire. He shot each of the two
men who were still alive in the head as he came to them. Both
bodies jerked mildly as the lead slugs mushed their brains, sending
the last nerve impulses to the body’s muscles. Clay followed him
and tossed an incendiary grenade into the back seat of each car,
with an extra one in the front seat of Ivanoff Toscovich’s black
Cadillac. Ivanoff and Sophia were both on the drivers side of the
back seat, as if seeking refuge there to escape the unending
barrage of gunfire. After positively identifying Sophia and noting
the gold chains on the blond haired man, Clay shot each of them in
the head twice and quickly moved on. Before he and Joey reached the
front of the van truck the first grenade exploded and the
phosphorus could be smelled in the air. The car erupted in flames
and through the smoke and flames Clay could see people from the
cars behind the tow truck standing outside their cars pointing to
the death scene. Both men got in the front seat of the lead car and
all three vehicles moved down the approach and onto the toll
way.

Three additional stolen cars had been waiting
along the shoulder of the toll way for the escape vehicles to
leave. As the assassin's vehicles made their way down the approach
ramp the three drivers in the waiting cars pulled out onto the
highway and fell in behind the three escape cars. All six vehicles
began a four mile drive on the toll way to the next exit.

At the sound of a siren all of the people in
the six cars tensed as the drivers increased speed. A lone police
cruiser had approached the ambush scene on routine patrol, saw the
vehicles exiting the approach, and gave chase while calling on the
police frequency for backup. The four mile run was made in just
over two minutes by the high speed seven car parade.

The three escape vehicles exited first with
the tail cars close to them. The two rear cars occupied both exit
lanes and came to a stop in the middle of the exit. The plan had
been for both drivers to shut off the engine, pull the keys, lock
the doors, and run to the car in front of them. Now, as the police
cruiser stopped twenty feet behind the blocking cars, one of the
drivers signaled to the other and both cars were put in reverse and
accelerated backward into the front of the police car. The officer
was just getting out of the cruiser as the two sedans plowed into
his squad car. He was thrown backward by the open door and ended up
on the ground by the wall of the exit, shaken but alive. The exit
was securely plugged and no one could follow the four remaining
vehicles. As they were leaving the exit all of the men involved in
the ambush removed the ski mask and placed them in brown paper
grocery bags.

The four vehicles split up and drove at the
speed limit for another twenty minutes by different routes to an
old factory site where most of the out buildings had been
demolished. The remaining building, along with most of the grounds,
was being used to store wooden pallets. The newly fabricated
pallets were kept inside while the older used ones were stored
outside. A sliding door at the north end of the old soft brick
structure was opened and all four vehicles were driven into the
building between towering stacks of pallets. As the men got out of
the vehicles they removed the gloves, caps and coveralls, tossing
them back inside the vehicles. The car trunks were opened and five
gallon cans of diesel fuel were placed there and in the passenger
compartments. One of the men started a forklift and began pushing
the tiers of pallets over and onto the four cars. Thirty plastic
one gallon containers filled with diesel fuel were thrown up onto
the pile of pallets. The men were loaded into the back of a waiting
van truck which was driven outside the building before the big door
was closed. Joey and one of the drivers began throwing incendiary
grenades up onto the pallets; then both ran out the exit door as
the first one exploded. As the truck carrying the eighteen men
pulled off the property and onto the side street, slight wisps of
smoke could be seen rising above the brick building out of broken
windows and through holes in the deteriorated roof.

While in the escape cars some of the men had
engaged in nervous satirical and obscene comments about the
shooting. Now, during the time spent quietly in the darkness of the
van on the ride to the saloon, all were quiet and somber. After
time to reflect on the recent events they were glad to be on the
winning side; some felt compassion for the thirteen men and one
woman they had just gunned down. But along with a sense of
compassion was a rationalization of their right to defend their
turf, jobs and livelihood. The truck, which proclaimed by the signs
on each side to belong to an industrial uniform and laundry
cleaning firm, was driven to the Twelfth Street Saloon and backed
up to the rear entrance. Some of the men went into the main bar
area, most went up the back stairway to the private rooms.

Clay passed through the bar and crossed the
street to a pay phone on the other side of the street. Inside the
phone booth he dialed the number at Tony’s house, let the phone
ring three times, hung up, redialed, again let the phone ring three
times, and then hung up.

Leaving the phone booth, he crossed the
street and entered the bar. Going from man to man he quietly
thanked each of the men in the crew for their efforts.

Clay headed upstairs after telling Floyd, the
evening bartender, to watch the men in the bar and listen for loose
tongues, as some of them would surely drink too much.

Upstairs, he went to each man, singly or in
small groups to thank each of them for their role in avenging the
shooting of Tony and their other friends. He shook each man’s hand
and stated his personal thanks for their help. Leaving Joey till
last, Clay asked him to accompany him into a separate room. Once
the door was closed and they were alone he gave his approval of
Joey’s performance in private. “Although we didn’t always see eye
to eye on this operation, I thank you for your support and backing
to accomplish what needed to be done. I couldn’t have done it
without you; even with the help of all of the other men. I want you
to know how much I appreciate all the effort you put into pulling
this off.”

Joey countered him by saying “Hey, I had a
job to do and you had a job. At first I thought you were just a
snot nosed kid who was a hanger on at Tony’s house and would just
screw things up. But I was wrong. I still don’t feel like I know
who you really are, or just what your future role here is, but I’ll
give credit where credit is due; you put together a damn good plan
and got the job done.”

“Don’t be concerned about my future here”
Clay counseled, “Because I don’t want a future role. I’ll stick
around until Tony is able to take over and then I’ll go away. So
relax, I’m not a threat to you now, nor will I be in the
future.”

“I appreciate you telling me, and I’ll
approach all of the men again to insure your name is kept out of
this. There’s no guarantee it won’t leak out, but I’ll try.”

There was a knock on the door. When Joey
answered, two of the men sent out earlier to deal with individual
Russian gang members gave him a thumbs up sign and said all three
of the men they had been assigned had been dealt with and disposed
of.

Joey went back to the other room with his men
and Clay had two more hefty drinks of straight whiskey in private.
The whole operation had been a roaring success, but he didn’t feel
like celebrating any of it. People had died tonight, a lot of
people. Even thought he knew they had instigated the fight the fact
remained he was responsible for twenty two deaths tonight alone.
After having time to reflect on the night’s happenings in the
darkness of the truck ride from the pallet warehouse, he had a
queasy feeling in the pit of his stomach and it refused to go
away.

Joey came in twice to tell him other men had
reported in with good news, until all had reported they were
successful. Only the last hit had gotten messy. The target had
sensed something was awry and had gotten off two shots at his
attackers before he died. One of the men was hit in the right
shoulder and was in the hospital. The dead man and his gun had been
disposed of and the wounded man would claim he was walking home
when he was shot without warning by someone in a passing car.

Clay directed Joey to get the men out of the
saloon and order them to go straight home to get some sleep. In the
morning they were to get up and go to church with their families as
usual. All had previously arranged for alibis to account for their
time during the evening.

 


By then he felt drained of energy and left
the saloon. It was nearing midnight when he arrived at Anna’s
house. After getting through the gates and talking to the guards he
entered through the front door and found Anna. She had waited up to
talk to him. She was wearing a pure white silk negligee with a
white silk wrap over it. The contrast of the white silk against her
olive skin was striking and dramatic. Her long hair was pulled back
and secured in a bun; she still wore make up and looked beautiful
even at this late hour. “It’s over” he told her, even though she
had received his signal of success hours earlier. “Your parents and
Tony’s mother will be able to return home tomorrow and all of you
can now visit Tony.” He crossed over to the liquor cabinet off the
living room and poured himself a half glass of bourbon.

Anna came to stand in front of him, so close
their bodies almost touched. Taking the glass from his hand she
sipped the drink, and exhaled slowly before saying “Thank God it’s
over.” Handing the glass back to him she said “You had better get
to bed; you’ve had a long and stressful day. I’ll thank you
properly later.” She rose up on her toes to kiss him on the cheek
and said “Thank you Clay; thank you for again being here when I
needed you.” Anna turned, walked from the room, and he listened to
her bare feet patting the oak stairway as she went upstairs.

I don’t care if she is over forty years old;
she is one good looking, sexy woman, he thought to himself. Clay
felt a stirring in his crotch and instantly felt guilty for the
thoughts he was having about Jimmy’s mother and Tony’s wife. He
knew then the events of the day and the late hour were having their
effect on him, so he poured some more bourbon, turned off the
lights and as silently as he could went upstairs to his room.

All of the parents were at the right end of
the hall. His room was on the left, next to Anna and Tony’s room.
He made his way to his assigned quarters as quietly as possible,
entered the bathroom and started the water in the shower so it
could warm while he undressed. As he began to relax, he realized
just how tired he was. He hadn’t allowed himself to notice it
before, because of the demands of overseeing the evening’s
arrangements and waiting for the reports on the individual hits to
come in. When he stepped into the shower stall the hot water hit
his body with its full force; it felt as if all the stress
accumulated over the last two weeks left his body like steam vapor
leaving a pot of boiling water. He felt relaxed and calm for the
first time since this duty had been thrust upon him. For ten
minutes he stood with his head bowed, the water beating on his head
and back, while he finished the whiskey. Taking the wash cloth and
soap he scrubbed his entire body hard and vigorously, as if trying
to remove a dirt and stench only he saw and smelled.

After drying himself he brushed his teeth and
went into the bed room. His bed covers had been turned back and he
crawled in between the fresh clean white sheets to slowly drift off
into a deep but troubled sleep.

Twenty minutes later he awoke to the
sensation of a cool, soft, naked body lying next to him under the
covers. He slowly became aware of the touch of smooth, soft skin
along the entire length of his body as he groggily struggled to
grasp what was happening. In the moonlight coming through the
uncovered window he recognized Anna’s face as she moved to hover
above him. He felt her breasts against his chest and felt himself
swell in response. Her makeup had been removed and her long dark
hair was cascading straight down on each side of her face. He
couldn’t determine if she was real, or if he was having a delicious
dream. His next thought was if this is a dream, there’s going to be
a hell of a mess in the sheets to clean up.

She whispered softly “I owe you a great deal
Clay, but tonight will even the debt. You will never speak of
tonight to me or anyone else. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sure.” He was struggling to clear the
fog of sleep and exhaustion from his mind, and was still having
trouble focusing on what was happening since he had been
awakened.

Anna spread her legs to either side of his
torso, slid up his body and pushed back on her outstretched arms
until she was above him and looking down. She took his hands and
placed one on her hip and one on her breast and said “What are you
waiting for?” Reluctantly removing his hands, he leaned over to the
bedside table and turned on the table lamp to better enjoy the
vision before him. Returning his hands to their assigned positions
he smiled in appreciation of the beautiful woman on top of him.

Then there was no conversation between them;
what little talking they did was to direct their partner into a
preferred position, or to give verbal encouragement to the other to
heighten their own sexual releases. Several times Anna slowed his
pace, encouraging him to engage in prolonged foreplay past the
point when he would have mounted her. He had never experienced a
sustained sexual encounter of such intensity or duration and was in
awe of this mature woman. Several hours before dawn both were
satiated, sweaty and exhausted.

 


Clay woke up at ten o’clock and reached out
beside him. The bed was empty, as he knew it would be. “Christ” he
muttered “what a night. What a woman.” He had never had sex with a
woman more than three or four years older than him. He had been
indoctrinated with the objective of scoring with younger women, not
older women for Christ’s sake. Before last night he would never
have dreamed of approaching a forty eight year old woman to have a
sexual affair. Now he had to rethink all he had learned and had
accepted about sex. The bedding was a wreck and he was sticky from
the sweat induced during the couplings of the hours before
dawn.

And then the memory of last night’s killings
crashed into his consciousness!

My God, he said out loud. It went completely
out of my mind until now. He rose and walked into the bathroom and
relieved himself. Standing in front of the mirror above the
washbowl, he studied himself but instead saw images of death. He
pictured fourteen people being shot to death and their bodies
burned to unrecognizable charred pieces of cooked meat. Leaning
over the washbowl he splashed cold water up to his face and said
out loud, I’ve got to come to terms with this before it drives me
crazy.

Later, after showering again, he dressed and
went downstairs. Tony’s mother and Anna’s parents had left before
dawn to visit Tony before returning home. Anna was dressed and in
the breakfast room reading the Sunday morning paper. Her charcoal
gray slacks with a crème colored long sleeved blouse make her
appear as fresh and alert as always, although he knew she couldn’t
have had more than three hours sleep the night before.

“Good morning,” she greeted him cheerfully.
“Sit here and read the paper while I fix you something to eat.
Would you like breakfast or lunch?” After he opted for breakfast,
she continued, “There’s an article on the front page about your
handiwork last night. It says the police think it was gang related;
aren’t they clever? Tony’s name was mentioned, and the article
say’s he left the hospital last Friday, but no one knows where he
is.” Then she added, “Reporters were here earlier but left when no
one would talk to them or let them through the gate.”

He resisted the urge to stare at Anna’s butt
as she walked to the kitchen and instead began to read the paper’s
feature article. There was a picture on the front page and several
more toward the back of the paper. According to the article a group
of rival gang members had shot Tony Giliano several weeks ago.
Sources were quoted as saying the attackers had taken over his
criminal holdings with little resistance. Last night unknown
persons had ambushed the rival gang leaders and some of their
underlings, killing all of them. Identification of the principal
victims was tentative pending forensic test. The main article ended
by stating the police had no clues and did not anticipate any
imminent arrest; although, a large taskforce had been mobilized to
investigate the matter and suspects would be brought in for
questioning.

There were associated articles from the
mayor’s office, two state senators and several religious and civic
group leaders condemning the violence and multiple murders, urging
authorities to investigate the crime and bring charges against
those responsible. Blah, blah, blah and more blah.

Several prominent citizens had pledged to
donate a total of fifty thousand dollars as a reward for
information leading to the conviction of those responsible. Clay
felt like an old west outlaw with a price on his head.

Anna brought the food she had prepared into
the room and Clay settled down to eat the sausage links, eggs,
fried potato slices, toast, grapefruit juice and coffee. He had
just about finished eating, when the door bell rang. He was
surprised when he looked down the main hallway to see three older
men standing at the front door; the guards were still on duty and
had been instructed to hold all visitors at the gate until the main
house was notified. Through the leaded glass door and side lights
he could see they were all dressed in suits; they had probably come
here after attending church with their families. Anna anticipated
the question forming in his mind, and as she rose to answer the
door said “Its alright, I’m expecting them. They’re the three
syndicate boss’ of Chicago’s major families. I’ll handle it. You
stay out of it unless I or they call you. Do you understand?”

Clay nodded his head in acceptance of her
command and Anna turned to walk down the long hallway to the front
entrance door. The doorbell rang again before she got there as the
men grew impatient with being left to wait outside in the late July
heat and humidity. Clay moved to a chair where he wouldn’t be seen
from the hallway. He listened as Anna opened the door and greeted
the men, welcoming them and ushering them into the formal living
room. Clay thought he could guess the purpose of the visit from
this group of men as he heard the doors to the living room being
closed. Getting up from his chair, he moved down the hall way,
looking to see if the men had left body guards stationed on the
porch near the front doors. Not seeing anyone outside, he made his
way to the dining room entrance and entered. The solid oak double
sliding doors between the dining room and the living room were
closed and he moved over to them. Lying on the floor he put his ear
close to the space between the bottom of the doors and the carpet.
The voices on the other side of the door were faint but clear.

“O.K. Anna, enough small talk, let’s get down
to business. You know all of us, and I suspect you fully understand
why I called you this morning to arrange this meeting. While we are
glad to hear Tony is safe and is recovering, we need assurance
Tony’s control of his area is intact. And more importantly we need
to know there will be no more mass executions committed in public.
You’ve undoubtedly seen the morning papers and know the uproar
caused by last night’s killings. Now, now Anna, don’t get riled up,
we know you were justified because of the attack on Tony. We’re not
saying you weren’t justified in taking these outsiders on; we just
need assurance it’s finished and you won’t cause anymore publicity
to harm the rest of us. Things have been relatively quiet in
Chicago for the last fifteen years and the people won’t put up with
continued violence of the magnitude seen last night. This kind of
ambush hasn’t been done since the nineteen thirties and there can’t
be anymore of it.”

A second voice spoke up “Anna, just tell us
there won’t be anymore incidents like this and we will take you at
your word. Tony has always been a man of his word and I expect,
since you are handling the operation and speaking for him, you will
be also.”

There was silence for a short space of time,
then Anna spoke softly but with authority and in full control of
the situation. “I appreciate the predicament last nights incident
has placed you in. I can assure you the visible and public portion
of eliminating the opposition is over. A few additional people will
disappear over the next few weeks, but they will be out of the
public’s sight. I have dealt with the parties who attempted to kill
my husband in one decisive act instead of engaging in a prolonged
and highly visible gang war where citizens would be at risk. I
fully understand the pressure on the rest of you; but remember; it
was my families name smeared through out those newspaper articles
this morning, not yours. Yes, you were mentioned, but we are
bearing the full weight of the speculation and public outcry. It is
also in our best interest to not have a repeat of last nights
incident. However, I don’t know of any other way the Russian gang
leaders could have been handled, do you?”

“And now,” she continued without pause, “If
you don’t mind, I will move on to another issue. Joey Tadono and
four of his top men were picked up this morning by the police and
interrogated for several hours; my attorneys have secured their
release in the last hour. I am sure other members of our group will
also be picked up for questioning. We will continue to be closely
watched and investigated for the next six months. The police and
prosecutor's office will be hampering our movements and with Tony
in the hospital it would be a perfect time for the other families
to attempt to encroach on our territory. I am asking the three of
you, having the largest positions and being the most influential,
to consider cautioning the other boss’ against making ANY moves
against our family. If we are placed in the position of fending off
another takeover there will be additional incidents rivaling last
night’s in both scale and violence; I am fully capable of defending
what is mine.”

Clay could tell the three men were all caught
off guard by the choking and stuttering sounds they were making.
All three men attempted to talk at once, until one voice spoke
above the rest and took the lead. “I don’t know whether to feel
like we, and the other families, have just been cautioned, or
threatened. Since you have not been involved with us on this level
in the past, we…” there was a slight pause in the dialog as the man
apparently queried the other two men “will make allowances and
assume you are not making a direct threat against us. We will
ensure your territory remains intact and untouched by anyone in
Chicago.”

Clay could hear movement in the other room
and assumed the men were standing up, preparing to leave.

“Thank you Anna, for meeting with us this
morning,” one of the men was saying. “By the way Anna, we are
hearing about a young man who planned and led the raid on the
Russians. You might not be aware, but we always keep this type of
work within the family, using outsiders is dangerous and Tony knows
better.”

“He is simply a close and talented family
friend who chose to lend a hand when I needed help. I didn’t know
who else to go to because I don’t feel Joey Tadono could have been
successful. However if there is any indiscretion in using him it
was mine, and I apologize. But, being a close family friend, he
will be available to us again if the need should ever arise.”

“Anna, Anna. Why do I feel I may have just
been threatened again? You’re one tough broad. No other woman I
know could have taken Tony’s place and held her own the way you
have. Congratulations Anna. But let me caution YOU! We are not in
the habit of tolerating such disrespect. Don’t do it again; this is
a flat out warning and the only one you will receive. And tell your
Mr. Albrecht, since he did do an outstanding job for Tony, his
being an outsider will be overlooked. If he had failed, you, he and
Tony would all have suffered. You look surprised that I would know
his name Anna; I would not be in control if I did not have my
fingers on everything in Chicago, would I? Good Day Anna.”

Clay heard the front door close behind the
three men and stepped into the hallway as Anna came toward him.

“You heard?” she asked.

“Yes, I heard it all.”

“Well, what do you think? Will they leave me
alone or try to move in?”

Clay grinned and chuckled. “Unless they’re
the dumbest bastards in the city they won't even drive through
Tony's territory. I think you were just tough enough and aggressive
enough for them to know where they stand. They’re not used to being
threatened, especially by a woman.”

“Good, it’s what I was striving for. Now,
will you escort me to Wisconsin to visit my husband? I spoke with
John and Adrianna this morning and both were able to get flights to
Milwaukee early this evening. They'll meet us at the hospital. I
would like to get there first to fill Tony in on the details of
last night before the kids arrive. You know how John hates any talk
about the family business. He has never accepted being the off
spring of criminals; although he didn’t object loudly when we paid
for seven years of college, including an Ivy League law school and
a lavish wedding to Miss Hoity Toity Meredith.”

“Sure, I’ll drive you there. We can discuss
how the businesses will be reactivated in the near term and how the
last recruits of the Russians will be dealt with. The notoriety
caused by last night is going to make it difficult, but with a
little guidance I know Joey can clean up the loose ends.” Changing
the subject, Clay addressed her again, “I am concerned about two
things I heard earlier in your meeting.. What’s this about not
using outsiders, and if I had failed all of us would have suffered?
”

Anna smiled, “One of Cosa Nostra’s principle
rule’s is what happens within the group stays there and outsiders
are not permitted a look at the inner workings. I knew I was taking
a big risk using you but decided it was necessary. I didn’t explain
it to you because I wanted your full attention devoted to being
successful. But if you had failed all three of us would have been
killed; probably by Joey and several of his friends.”

Clay took a deep breath and exhaled slowly,
irritated by the fact Anna had put his life in jeopardy without
even mentioning it to him.

Before leaving he called Margaret to tell her
the danger was over and he would be coming back home. “Hi Mom, I’m
fine and I’ll be home in the next day or so.”

Margaret had already seen the account of the
shootings in the morning newspaper.

“Clayton, have you read this mornings
newspaper? I’m sure those Gilianos are responsible for all those
killings. My God! How can you even stand to be in the same house as
those people? They obviously have little or no value for human
life.”

Clay let her comments pass by without
comment. “Mom, I’ll be home later or tomorrow and then I’ll be
going to the union hall to sign up for work, gotta go.” Rather than
have a prolonged argument with her he said, “I love you” and hung
up the phone. He did love and respect his mother, but he had
drifted out of her and Walters neatly little compartmentalized
world. It was becoming necessary for him to let some distance
develop between them; especially for their sake. He didn’t want to
lie to either of his parents, but also couldn’t tell them the truth
about some of his choices.

Clay had to admit his way of looking at life
had changed immensely since Jimmy’s death. He had made decisions to
cause his mom and dad to be totally ashamed of him. They believed
in a legal and lawful morality which did not include the people he
had chosen to associate with, nor acceptance of their harsh and
direct methods of dealing with situations.

 


 


 



Chapter 11

 


 


During the drive to
Wisconsin he and Anna fell into a conversation about her children
and the children‘s opinion of their parents.

“John Anthony,” Anna was saying “was kept
isolated from any knowledge of the nature of his fathers work until
after he entered grade school. The first few years, from first
grade to third grade weren’t a big problem. There was an occasional
incident when some child said something hurtful, but we were able
to explain them away. Then, starting in about the fourth grade he
started being taunted with names and accusations the other kids
heard expressed by some of their parents. He is our only child who
had a big problem accepting what his father does. I guess in many
ways I’m part of the problem, because I grew up in this life style
and don’t remember a time when I wasn’t aware of what my father
did. It just wasn’t a big deal to me. I guess I didn’t expect it to
matter to my kids either”

“Adrianna and Jimmy didn’t make it a big
thing either. Oh hell, there were times when they were confused by
things people said or what they heard on the television evening
news shows. But after dealing with John we were starting to be more
open about all of it. I don’t mean we talked at the supper table
each day about who was beaten up or how many people had been
killed, but we didn’t deny each and every accusation either. I
don’t claim this is the best environment for raising kids, but it’s
what Tony and I had been raised in and it’s what both of us
know.”

“One of the biggest hurdles was in
reconciling Tony’s business dealings with the teachings of the
church. We went to mass almost every Sunday and listened to sermons
opposing the very life style we live. The priest, monsignors and
bishops all know what Tony’s business is and have never refused the
donations we’ve made over the years. All of this seemed to pass
right over Adrianna and Jimmy; but John was constantly questioning
all of it. I guess somehow his genes were formed different from the
rest of us, and he suffers constantly with it.”

Clay had been silent, listening and thinking
of his own situation. “My mom and I are getting into the same
situation. She thinks I shouldn’t have anything to do with your
family. In all honesty I understand why. What I did last night
isn’t something I want to brag about to other people I know and
have respect for. But at the same time I accept the level of
morality it’s on, the risk, and the danger involved. I’m very
confused about my feelings; my conscience I guess. How am I
accepting what several years ago I could not have defended to my
mom and step dad if the subject had come up? I’m not sure I’ll ever
understand all of this. But, I do know being involved in the deaths
of people I feel deserve to die because of their willful actions
doesn’t bother me”

They rode in silence the rest of the trip,
each engrossed in their own thought; each wondering how they
managed to exist in the midst of a majority society where there was
no acceptance of them or their ways.

Clay was thinking of his relationship with
his own family. Who in their group could understand and accept his
orchestration of so many deaths. He wanted to believe it was over
and would never happen again. But, a month ago he had not thought
he would ever again be put in the position of needing to kill
anyone. Then, Tony was shot and a situation evolved in which he was
called upon to rescue close friends. Close friends! He had never
really been close to Tony and Anna prior to Jimmy’s death. He had
formed a bond with Tony afterward only because of his actions. But
were they really close friends? He visited Tony at the bar and
talked mainly about things important to Tony. They seldom did other
things close friends do; like go out to eat, go to a ball game or
go hunting or fishing. Theirs was more like a business
relationship, only no business ties existed.

And what about Anna? Until Jimmy’s death she
had been the mother of a friend; a person who symbolized parental
authority over her children. She projected a persona of being
beautiful, kind, generous, well mannered and impeccably attired.
But as he reviewed incidents during the years he had known her, he
recognized a coldness in her manner he had overlooked, or maybe had
not wanted to see. In some instances he now recalled, she was
ruthless. He remembered several times when she had responded in
Jimmy’s defense, although Jimmy was clearly in the wrong. She
attacked a wronged child or adult with a fierceness he now
recognized to be excessive and unwarranted.

At the hospital the night Tony was shot, Anna
had not given him the opportunity to decide his own involvement in
the matter. The role of avenger had been thrust upon him with no
options. She had assumed, correctly, he would do as he was told.
During the following weeks of planning she had repeatedly checked
the progress of his planning with very subtle and discreet
inquiries. So subtle and discreet at the time he was not aware it
was she, as much as he, who had directed the planning. If she had
enlisted an older experienced gang member, such as Joey, to assist
her, she would not have been allowed the control she could maintain
over a young inexperienced person like himself. Her dealings with
the mob bosses was another indicator of her ability to manipulate
others; taking control even where she seemed to be out numbered and
without recognized authority. He wondered briefly if Joey was the
person responsible for passing his name up the mob hierarchy.

He glanced across the car to Anna. She had
reclined the back rest of the leather seat and dozed off. He
wondered if her trip to his bed last night was a true ‘thank you’,
or merely an assurance he would be in her debt in the future if
another need arose. He decided whatever her motive had been she was
a good lay. Maybe he was getting too melancholy for his own good;
he turned his attention back to his driving and continued the trip
in silence.

 


When they entered Tony’s hospital room he was
sitting up in bed, propped up by half a dozen pillows. The
television was tuned to a Chicago station and the evening news was
on. A young blonde reporter in her early twenties was just
finishing a piece on the previous night's gangland shootings. In a
high pitched whining voice she stated she was horrified the police
still allowed such things to happen in her city. Anna went to Tony,
gave him a hug and a kiss, and motioned for Clay to turn the
television off. Clay turned to the guard and motioned for him to
move out into the hallway.

Anna sat on the edge of Tony’s bed and held
his left hand. Clay pulled a chair up next to the bed and sat down
as he nodded an acknowledgement to Tony.

Tony slid his left hand out of Anna’s grasp
and extended it to Clay. As the two men clasp hands in trust and
friendship Tony said “I’ve been watching your handiwork on TV all
day; the stations keep cutting in with special reports to update
and give more details on the hit. It was quite a show. The fire
bombs were an original touch; no fingerprints and very few clues
left. Hell, they can’t even identify the bodies. Thanks kid, I owe
you again. Now, when are you going to stop being so stubborn and
let me start repaying you for all you’ve done for me?”

“You don’t owe me for anything Tony. I helped
my friends because there was a need and friends take care of each
other. I’m positive a time will come when I’ll need help and you’ll
come to my aid.” Clay was thinking to himself, even though Anna
felt she had paid him in full, her contribution had just been a
damn good down payment. She obviously put a much higher value on a
piece of her unfaithful ass than he did.

“Enough, you two,” Anna spoke up, “Clay,
please leave us alone for twenty minutes or so. I have a lot of
issues to discuss with Tony before the kids get here.”

Tony motioned for Anna to lean closer and
asked, “Is everything under control with Ricarddi and the other
bosses?”

“Yes, they reacted as I thought they would;
upset but caught off balance by my attitude toward them. Being a
woman has certain advantages when dealing with those old
loons.”

“Be careful Anna, those old guys are in
control; one word from them and people can disappear in a
heartbeat; you know how it is.”

Clay rose from the chair and Anna moved over
to sit in it as he left the room. The guards outside in the
corridor provided directions to the cafeteria and said the food was
decent. At the elevator he stood waiting for the car to take him
down past the entrance level to the service areas. When the lighted
switch signaled the car was approaching his floor he stepped
forward to board as soon as the doors opened. As a space was
opening between the two stainless steel doors he was greeted by the
vision of a stunningly beautiful young lady. Long black hair, green
eyes, a dark smooth complexion; tall for a woman, wrapped in a
tailored black business suit. He stood there with his mouth open,
blocking her from exiting the car.

She smiled and offered a greeting upon
recognizing the friend of her deceased brother. “Clay! Hi, I
haven’t seen you since I was home over two years ago. How are
you?”

“I’m fine, and I can see you are too. My God,
you’re even more beautiful than the last time I saw you.” He could
see by the blush on her cheeks he was embarrassing her with his
babbling and tried to change the subject. “I just left your Mom and
Dad; we just got here and Anna asked to be alone for a little
while. I’m headed to the cafeteria; will you join me for something
to eat or drink?”

“Yes” Adriana replied, “I am a bit
hungry.”

He entered the elevator, pushed the button
for the basement level, and the car began its decent.

“This ordeal has been hard on Mother and I’m
sure she needs more time with Father than she'll get with John,
Meredith and I here to visit. On the telephone she said Father is
doing well and she expects him to be released soon to return home.”
She hesitated before continuing, “I picked up a paper at the
airport when I arrived and saw an article about a huge gang related
killing in Chicago. Does it have anything to do with the danger to
us visiting being over?”

The elevator car doors opened and they
exited, following the directions Clay had been given to the
cafeteria.

Clay looked at Adrianna and answered her,
“Yes, it was related to your father’s injuries.”

Inside the cafeteria they got in line behind
three hospital employees. They each picked out food items, putting
them on a stainless steel tray. As Clay paid for the meal she found
a table away from the few other people in the dining area.

Before starting to eat, Adrianna said off
handedly to no one in particular, “John will have a cow when he
sees the paper and ties the headlines to Father. He abhors the
violence inherent in the family business.” Then looking up at Clay
she continued to speak “Why are you here? Are you working with
Father?”

Clay had taken several bites from his plate
and held his finger up to signal a pause, before shaking his head
and answering. “No Annie, I ‘m not in the business.” He hadn’t
addressed her by her nickname in years; it just slipped out; but it
sounded so good when he heard it aloud. She had always just been
Jimmy’s older sister; someone for younger boys to taunt and pick at
just because they were boys and she was there.

She smiled, “I haven’t been called Annie
since I left home. You and Jimmy were the only people Mother would
allow to call me by a nickname. I remember always throwing
something at one of you when it was used, but secretly I liked the
sound of it. Mother insisted I use my ‘proper name’ with everyone
else. I always thought it wasn’t fair when John was little they
called him Johnny and James was always Jimmy. I guess John and
James are too formal to be names of gang leaders. ” She smiled
again, then shrugged and said “We had better finish eating and go
up to Father’s room and hope John and Meredith haven’t already
arrived. Maybe with help from the two of us Mother can defuse the
situation and prevent a family breakup. John can be such a
twit.”

When the two of them got to Tony’s room, they
learned John had not arrived yet. Clay had bought a large cup of
iced tea and a muffin for Anna, who after greeting, hugging and
kissing her daughter began to eat. Adrianna and Tony talked about
his wounds and his recovery while Clay listened and looked on.

After another thirty minutes had passed there
was a light knock on the door. It opened part way and a young man’s
head extended around the doors edge. “Is it safe to come in?” John
and Meredith had finally made their appearance.

John wore dark blue tailored trousers, a
yellow golf shirt and cordovan colored penny loafers. He stood back
and held the door open for Meredith to make her entrance wearing a
yellow sun dress and white leather heels. She walked straight and
stood tall with head held high and shoulders back carrying a large
brightly patterned cloth bag from her right shoulder. Both appeared
to be models for one of the top fashion magazines. Meredith’s
blonde hair was full and cut to shoulder length. Her medium tan was
an indication of the many hours the natural blond spent lying in
the sun beside a pool.

John approached Tony’s bed, nodded an
acknowledgement and simply said, “Father.” Then he turned, gave a
big hug and greetings to Anna, then Adrianna, and shook Clay’s
hand. Meredith performed the same routine, and then moved over to
the side wall where she stood quietly without expression, her hands
clasped in front of her. While Anna, John and Adrianna were making
small talk, Clay stepped over toward Meredith and struck up a
conversation with her.

“Meredith, how have you been? Seems like the
only time we meet is when a tragedy occurs. What have you and John
been up to lately?”

Meredith smiled thinly, and was cool in her
response, “John has been involved in a high visibility corporate
tax case, a dispute between his client and the I. R.S., so he is
gone a lot. You know, back and forth between Washington and New
York. I, on the other hand, have been able to concentrate on my
painting. Next month six of my works will be on display at a
prominent gallery in lower Manhattan, so I will be dreadfully busy.
Neither of us really had the time to drop everything to come today,
but we felt it was our family duty to support Anna in her time of
need.”

Clay said “It’s good to see you again. I hope
to get to talk more to you and John this evening, but right now I
need to tell Tony something.” As he walked over to Tony’s bed he
felt like the temperature must have risen 50 degrees back up to
room temperature. What a cold, snobby, self centered bitch, he
thought.

“Tony, is there any thing I can get for you?”
he asked.

Tony had a dejected look on his face and
shook his head in a negative manner. He didn’t like being ignored
by his son and daughter in law, but didn’t know how to change the
situation, other than to change his whole life and become a monk.
“Naw kid, I’m fine. What I need can’t be had here. So what are your
plans now?”

Sitting on the edge of the bed close to Tony
he replied softly, so the others might not hear clearly, “I’m going
to call the hall and get back to work as soon as they have an
opening for me, and go back to what will now be my usual boring
routine. After the last three weeks, bull riding, skydiving, or
walking on hot coals would all seem tame. But I’ll get used to it
again.”

He smiled and gave Tony a wink, then changed
the subject. “Has the doctor set a date for your release? And will
you be transferred to another hospital or be able to go home?”

“Yesterday morning he said he was considering
letting me go home in two weeks, if I get a private nurse to come
in and check on me every day and change the bandages when
needed”

Anna had been listening to the side
conversation while talking to the children and piped in with “I’ll
pick the nurse big boy; no nurse Good Body for you. She’s going to
be sooooo ugly you’ll be praying to God to get well just so she
won’t come around and touch you.”

They all had a good natured laugh and Tony
countered her with “Like hell you will, I’m gonna hire a big titted
porno star with a girl scout badge in massage to be my nurse.”

John and Meredith exchanged glances and John
rolled his eyes upward signaling his disapproval of the crass
jokes.

By then it was almost eight o’clock; an
electronic bell dinged lightly several times over the loud speaker
system while a voice message announced visiting hours would end in
ten minutes. Everyone bid Tony good night with kiss’s or
handshakes, and the group moved out into the corridor and toward
the elevator. Clay signaled to one of the guards to again take his
position back inside Tony’s room. The guards would remain with Tony
until he returned home.

After leaving the small hospital the group
decided to return to the motel where Anna’s children were booked.
They all agreed they could use a drink before turning in, or
driving back to Chicago.

As the group gathered inside the motel
entrance Meredith stated her dissatisfaction with the quality of
the motel and the entire area as a whole. “Why in the world would
anyone live in a hick town like this? It is totally lacking in
culture; no theater, museums, art galleries, nothing. Not even a
decent hotel; just three road side motels of questionable quality.
There isn’t even a concierge on call to look after one’s personal
needs.” Adrianna, Anna and Clay ignored the remark and smiled at
each other.

Once inside the bar Clay had a chance to
focus on each individual while the Gilianos exchanged personal
remarks. He had maneuvered to get seated between Anna and Adrianna
and across the small table from John and Meredith.

John was saying “Look mother, why don’t you
and Clay stay here tonight. Tomorrow after visiting father again we
could all go to Chicago. We can get flights from there easier than
driving to Milwaukee where we are currently scheduled. Our rental
cars can be left here and picked up for a small additional fee.
We'll have more time to chat with you before we leave.” Both
Adrianna and Meredith chimed in and convinced Anna and Clay to
change their plans. Clay excused himself to go to the reservations
desk to attend to arrangements for his and Anna’s rooms. Being as
it was as Meredith had described it, “At best a half a horse town”
there were vacancies.

As Clay was approaching their table in the
bar from behind John, he overheard John talking to Anna, and paused
to listen “Mother, I can’t believe you put up with the deplorable
actions Father and his gang commit. I saw the articles in the
newspaper about yesterday’s killings and knew it had to be
connected with his being in the hospital. I’m ashamed for anyone to
know I am his son. How do you live with it daily?”

Clay continued to the table and took his
place as Anna replied “John, I love your father and accepted him
and his line of work when we met. Nothing has changed. You are his
and my son and we both love you dearly, but don’t try to mettle in
our lives and ask us to change what we are; you don’t have the
right. I’m not asking for your approval; you will have to decide to
accept us for what we are, or reject us. I understand you disagree
vehemently and wish things were different; but things are not
different, and are not likely to change in our lifetime. I pray you
are not going to put me in the position of having to choose between
my only son and my husband; my love for your father is the reason
we are married. You are a product of our love, but not the reason
for it.” Anna paused to let her works sink in, and then continued
“We should end this conversation now, before hurtful things are
said. Some things cannot be easily retracted. Why don’t you and
Meredith turn in for the night while Adrianna, Clay and I visit a
few minutes longer?”

Having been dismissed, John and Meredith left
the table after giving Anna a dutiful good night kiss, and wishing
sweet dreams to Adrianna and Clay.

Once again Clay had the opportunity to
witness Anna controlling and manipulating the situation and was
impressed at the power she wielded so adeptly. Not many people
could issue an ultimatum while dismissing their child and in the
process disarm a delicate situation so artfully.

“I was afraid this would happen” Adrianna was
saying. “Don’t be too hard on him Mother; he’s simply reacting the
way ninety eight per cent of people would if faced with the same
situation. I so wish he could just accept his roots the way Jimmy
and I were able to.”

“Adrianna, I don’t want to fight with John,
but he has to learn to exist with his father and me and not
pressure us to change our lives. I was not joking about cutting him
loose if I must in favor of his father; in spite of my husbands
philandering and other faults. John is an adult and if he forces
the issue he will have serious decisions to make, and to live with.
I don’t agree with matters of his life style either; like marrying
the bitch of a wife he has. But, I have never before issued
ultimatums to him about anything, and will not tolerate his attempt
to run my life.”

Clay signaled to the bar maid for another
round of drinks and changed the subject.

“Adrianna, I haven’t heard anyone mention
what you’ve been doing since graduating from college. I know you
work in Washington D.C. but haven’t heard what type of job you
have.”

“Well, I was hired before graduation by a
lobbying firm and have the best job in the world. The people I work
with are intelligent self motivated and have the most fascinating
background experiences. Some are ex-military, some are
ex-government employees, one girl was in the peace corps and
another sold drugs for a pharmaceutical company. I have an
apartment in Falls Church Virginia and commute to Washington daily.
We're typically hired by other companies to promote services or
programs to the members of Congress, the military in the Pentagon,
and occasionally deal with the staff at the White House. You
wouldn’t believe some of the people I get to deal with. Now, enough
about me, what have you been up to?”

She wouldn’t want to know what I’ve been
doing Clay thought, at least not in the last month anyway. “I still
work on construction jobs as a laborer foreman. I like the work and
being outdoors.”

Anna spoke up and saved him from any further
embarrassment, “It’s getting late you two, we had all better get
some sleep. Why don’t we continue this in the morning over
breakfast at, say nine?”

The three of them walked out to the elevator,
and rode up to the second floor where their rooms were located.
Clay had secured his and Anna’s rooms close to Adrianna rather than
on the first floor where John and Meredith had been booked.

Later, while taking a shower, Clay was
recalling the previous night with Anna. But when his mind went back
to her looking down at him and saying “What are you waiting for,”
his mind inserted a vision of Adrianna above him.

 


Clay was the first of their group to arrive
in the motel restaurant the next morning and was on his second cup
of coffee when Adrianna walked in. She had dressed more casually
this morning. Her gray slacks and white short sleeved blouse showed
off a shapely, but not voluptuous figure. She wore her hair pulled
back and styled in a simple bun, like her mother often wore. She
was definitely her mother’s daughter, tall, elegant and beautiful.
But unlike Anna she showed no trace of hardness. She was open and
easy to talk to, yet he sensed firmness in her manner and guessed
she would be a tough adversary in business negotiations. He had
never paid much attention to her in the past; he knew she was slim
and pretty, but she was Jimmy’s sister and he considered her off
limits. Now she was off limits because she was a lovely and
successful business person and he was a common laborer. And then
there was his other baggage; things he would not share with
anyone.

Anna had come down next and no one would have
guessed she had worn the same clothing the day before. She must
have coerced room service to press her clothing because she looked
fresher than all the other patrons outside of their group.

John entered about fifteen minutes after
Anna, saying Meredith would be down shortly. He also had inherited
his mother’s looks; tall, about six foot one inches; slim, about
one hundred seventy pounds; black hair, straight and styled
impeccably. He too had the naturally dark complexion of both
parents. He carried himself with long graceful strides and appeared
muscular for his slim build. There was a visible self assurance
bordering on arrogance in his mannerisms.

John is the kind of successful man the
average person dislikes immediately, Clay was thinking. He throws
up a wall by appearing to be so far above average, so proper, so
precise, he offends others by his mere presence. Not that he
intends to. He probably believes he’s self made and believes he can
relate to the common working man and his problems. John could
likely be courted to run for political office, except for his
family background.

Fifteen minutes later Meredith made her
appearance, wearing a black skirt with a maroon colored silk
blouse. The contrast of the blouse with her golden hair called
attention to her, which seemed to be very important to Meredith.
She was not extremely tall, but had a way of ‘walking tall’ and
appeared to be taller than her five feet three inches. Her build
was slim, but she had full cheeks, making her appear heavier than
she was.

Both John and Meredith avoided last night’s
discussion about Tony’s profession, and did not mention any hope
Anna would change him or leave him.

They probably discussed the situation fully
before going to sleep last night, and recognized just how adamant
Anna had been in her position, Clay thought to himself.

Clay was sitting across the table from
Adrianna and found himself repeatedly having feelings of jealousy
at the thought of her receiving attention from other men. My God,
she is so beautiful.

The group spent the remainder of the morning
visiting Tony at the hospital, before driving back to Chicago. The
conversation was lighthearted and avoided the subject all of them
wanted and needed to discuss.

Once there, Anna asked to see Clay for a few
minutes in Tony’s office. With the door closed she removed money
from the desk, placed it in an envelope and handed it to him. “This
is ten thousand dollars. It isn’t nearly enough for all you
accomplished for Tony and I, but it is an expression of our
appreciation. Tony insisted I give you this and he won’t accept no
as an answer. He said you earned a trip, so go to Las Vegas or
Florida for a couple of weeks.”

Clay pulled Anna close to him and kissed her
on the cheek, “Thank you, and give my thanks to Tony. I’ll put the
money away because I do need to get back to work. I really
appreciate this.”

Clay excused himself from the others and
headed for home to start back in his usual routine.

 


 


 



Chapter 12

 


 


Monday was Memorial
Day and he attended a family get together at Little Walt’s house
where he helped bar-b-que and endured admonishments from the family
about his relationship with the Gilianos. He left early and headed
home to get some sleep.

The next day he went to the union hall to
sign up to go back to work. New jobs were starting and he was aware
travelers were being hired from outside the local union’s
jurisdiction because the local members were all working. The
Business Agents assistant made a non-committal statement saying
they would call him when something came up, but not to expect
anything soon. When he questioned the man further the reply he
received was “Maybe the next time you get assigned to a job you’ll
stay and finish it.”

For the rest of the week and all of the
following week Clay endured his mother’s occasional snide remarks
whenever she had an opportunity to mention something about Tony or
anything to do with the criminal element. He knew she was worried
about him and wanted to dissuade him from getting involved with
Tony and ending up in trouble. So, rather than fight with her, he
did as Tony had suggested. He flew to Florida for a week to lay in
the sun, swim, drink, and chase wild women.

 


When he arrived back home Margaret was very
stern and distant. “The police have been here to see you. They have
questions about your being at the Gilianos prior to those killings.
A Detective Sergeant John Coleman left his business card; he wants
to meet with you soon. Clay, surely you haven’t gotten yourself
involved in this mess with the Gilianos, have you?”

Clay smiled and gave Margaret a hug, “Mom,
there’s no problem. The police will want to speak to everyone who
was staying at Tony and Anna’s house; I bet their parents have
already been interviewed. It’s a formality and nothing more.” Clay
kissed Margaret on the forehead and exited to his room. After his
luggage was put away he called the number on the card and made an
appointment for the following Monday to speak to John Coleman.

 


At the police station Clay was led to an
interview room near the detective’s squad room to wait while John
Coleman was notified he had arrived. Clay had decided the best
action would be to keep all of his answers brief; yes and no if
possible. He would attempt to provide a definite answer to all
questions; even if he had to lie.

Twenty minutes later two men entered the room
and made introductions. The middle aged man was Detective Sergeant
Coleman; a younger detective was introduced as Detective Roger
Warren. Coleman was getting pudgy and smelled of smoke and cheap
aftershave.

Clay and Coleman sat in straight backed metal
chairs opposite each other at a steel table. Warren leaned against
a wall across from Clay and watched him intently while Coleman
spoke.

“I understand you were at the home of Tony
and Anna Giliano for several weeks after Mr. Giliano was shot?”

“Yes, I was.”

“Would you care to tell us why you were
there; what your connection is to the Gilianos?”

“I’m a family friend. Tony and Anna’s
youngest son, Jimmy, was my best friend before he died. I comforted
Anna and accompanied her to the hospital daily to visit with
Tony.”

“You had no other involvement?”

“No.”

“Who else was staying at the house besides
you?’

“There was Anna, her mother and father and
Tony’s mother, plus the staff.”

“No one else?”

“No one.”

Warren spoke up, “Were there any visitors
during the time you were there?”

Warren was slim, of average height, and wore
his brown hair in a crew cut. Clay guessed him to be five or six
years older than himself and noted what he assessed to be a very
self controlled and serious manner. Clean, well groomed, clothes
pressed and tailored to fit, shoes shined, fingernails clipped. He
appeared solid and impressive, but not glitzy or attention
getting.

“No, I don’t recall any visitors, except for
Joey Tadono.”

Coleman spoke again, “And what did Mr. Tadono
want?”

“I wouldn’t know; he spoke to Anna. He and I
aren’t friends; I just know who he is.”

“Would you know what he does for Mr. and Mrs.
Giliano?”

“No.”

“Where were you the evening of Saturday May
29?”

“What, a little over two weeks ago? The
thirty first was Memorial Day; I went to a family bar-b-que. The
Sunday before I went to visit Tony; I had a hang over from the
night before. Saturday evening I was at the Twelfth Street
Saloon.”

“Who else was there?”

“When I got there I talked to John the
bartender and a couple of guys I had seen there before, but I don’t
know their names.”

Coleman frowned and asked, “I want you to
think about this real carefully before you answer. How long were
you there and who else was there before you left?”

“About mid evening I had too much to drink so
I went upstairs to a room to lie down and went to sleep. I got up
around midnight, went down the back stairway, and drove to Tony’s
house and went to bed. I don’t remember seeing anybody when I left;
I was still pretty well shot.”

“Warren, do you have any more questions for
Mr. Albrecht? If not, I’m done and he can go.” Coleman rose from
the table.

“The only question I’ve got is how Mr.
Albrecht hung around the Giliano house and bar for two weeks, and
visited Tony Giliano every day in the hospital and doesn’t know a
damned thing about plans to kill twenty people?”

Clay shrugged and said pointedly to Detective
Warren, “I don’t know a thing about any plans to kill anyone. Do
you have evidence linking me or the Gilianos to those murders?”

“No, we don’t have evidence pointing to you
or Tony Giliano. But I can't believe complete strangers retaliated
in his behalf after he was attacked, can you?”

Coleman stepped over to stand in front of
Warren. “Knock it off Roger, Mr. Albrecht volunteered to come down
and tell us what he knows.” Turning to Clay he said, “You’re free
to leave Mr. Albrecht."

After Clay left the room Coleman confronted
his partner, “I don’t think the kid knows anything about this.”

Warren was silently fuming, “He was too calm
and prepared to be as innocent as you think he is. People without a
record of previous arrest are always nervous and talkative when
they’re interviewed. He's too cool, he’s knows what went down.”

“You and I know what happened and why, and
the kid and most of Chicago does too. If we come up with something
leading back to him we’ll call him back, otherwise we leave him
alone.”

 


Two weeks later Clay stopped at the bar to
visit. It was Tony’s second day back at work and he was at the
round table. The wheel chair he was in looked like it was a size
too small under his bulk. A walker had been placed against the wall
where he could get to it easily.

As Mickey moved to the beer taps to draw a
draft beer, Clay pulled change from his pocket to pay for the beer,
but Mickey said with a knowing wink “Put it away. The boss says
your money’s no good here. Anything you want is on the house;
forever.”

Mickey had been the day bartender for years
and was considered a fixture in the bar. This was a draft beer and
straight whiskey type place; even a woman would get laughed at for
ordering a “Pink Slipper”, a “Manhattan” or any of the other fancy
mixed drinks. Mickey would have his usual “chew” in his cheeks; a
large plug of “Redman” tobacco in the right side and a whole pack
of “Spearmint” chewing gum in the left cheek. And never was the man
seen to spit! He looked like a toad with those huge cheeks puffed
out both sides of his face. Mickey had been a boxer in his youth,
but now was over weight and diabetic. Still, when there was trouble
he could be counted on to rush to the appropriate area of the bar
and grab the Louisville Slugger, the .38 caliber automatic or the
12 gauge shotgun, depending on what level of trouble needed to be
dealt with.

Tony looked up from the paper he was reading,
stuck out his right hand in greeting to Clay and said, “While I was
laying in the hospital I got to thinking. What have I always had a
yearning to do and haven’t done yet. So, ole Tony’s going to buy
himself a boat. Next summer we’re going boating.”

“What kind of boat Tony; a fishing boat,
cabin cruiser, or a real yacht?”

“A yacht! A big white fucking yacht. I could
have been dead instead of just shot up a little. And what the hell
good would all the money I have done me. I’d be lying in the ground
and some other fucker would be after my money; and my old ladies
ass. So, from now on, if there’s something I want to do and I have
the money, I’m going to do it. And right now I want a big boat so
I’m going to get one, just as soon as I get out of this damn wheel
chair and get on my legs again.”

Clay then extended his right hand to Tony and
while both shook hands again said, “Congratulation Tony, and good
luck on finding a boat, Skipper.” He followed up with, “Mickey told
me what you said about my paying. Thanks.” He then raised his beer
glass and gave Tony a salutation.

Tony motioned for Clay to lean closer and
whispered, “Those two cops who talked to you, Coleman and Warren.
Coleman’s one of mine, but Warren is going to be a pain in the ass
when he gets more seniority on the force. Coleman say’s Warren
didn’t like you, but he was able to get you deleted from the
ongoing investigation. Let me know if you get any trouble from
Warren and I’ll put a damper on him.”

 


Clay continued to make regular appearances at
the union hall the rest of the year and on into the new year. He
had conserved his funds and supplemented his weekly expenses by
taking any work he could find, but it wasn’t enough to keep ahead
of the expenditures. He had several things going and had
unexpectedly secured a kitchen remodeling job which he finished
early one Friday afternoon. After stopping for a few beers and
shooting the bull with Mickey he headed home before supper.

When Clay arrived home he saw Tom and Maria’s
pickup truck in the drive way. Then he noticed Walter Jr.’s
Oldsmobile sedan. Somebody in the family must be having a birthday,
or something bad happened. Then it hit him. His birthday, February
18, was in two days. It was HIS birthday party! It was the only
time everyone in the family got together, other than for
Thanksgiving and Christmas, or a funeral.

The high point of all this was his little
buddy, Tommy, would be staying for the weekend. Clay and Tommy had
developed a special relationship early in Tommy’s infancy. Clay
didn’t fully understand it, but placed a high value on preserving
it. One night when Tommy was nine months old he was having a bad
time, cranky and irritable, wouldn’t go to sleep; nothing Maria or
Tom did pleased him. Clay had volunteered to take him from Maria,
and walked around the house holding him while softly humming a
ballad until he calmed down. Everyone was amazed at how quickly the
situation was altered, and remarked Clay would be called upon
frequently to baby sit in the future. From there on there was a
special bond between them. They had some inner connection drawing
them together anytime there was an opportunity.

As Clay entered the back door into the
kitchen he was greeted with loud “Happy Birthday’s” from Margaret,
Maria, Lizzy and Hazel. Both of Maria’s kids came running into the
kitchen from the living room, with Tom Jr. shouting “Uncle Clay’s
here”! While he was trying to wipe his shoes on the throw rug at
the back door and take off his gloves and coat, both children were
pulling at him wanting attention. The coat and gloves were tossed
in the corner, and then little two year old Maria and the rowdy
four year old Tom Jr. were scooped up one in each arm for hugs and
kiss’s. As Clay made his way through the kitchen he received
greetings and kisses from each of the women, who were frying
chicken and preparing the rest of the birthday meal. Entering the
living room he was greeted with handshakes or waves, and birthday
greetings from each of the men seated there. After getting settled
into an overstuffed chair in the conversation circle, Clay began to
take part in the conversation while paying attention to both of the
small children. Tom Sr. was talking about the large amount of snow
the eastern area of Wisconsin had received, and the impact it was
having on livestock.

Clay listened to the three men talk while
tickling both small children until they squealed like little pigs.
Tom spoke passionately about his work with animals, and reflected
on how he wished city people had the same respect for the animals
they owned as farmers had for their livestock. Tom Sr. was twenty
eight years old; three years older than Maria. He had graduated
from college with high honors in the practice of veterinary
medicine and had established his practice outside his home town. He
and Maria had met years ago when she and Clay would visit Walter’s
relatives in Wisconsin to spend a week or two in the summer on the
farm. As they had grown older Clay had stopped going, but his
sister had spent extended periods there, because of the developing
relationship with Tom.

Little Maria grew tired of the tickling game,
crawled down from Clay’s lap and wandered out to the kitchen with
the women. Tommy quieted down, squirmed around a few times to get
settled in comfortably while cradled in his uncle’s arm, and began
to doze off. His eyes would slowly close, then he would fight off
sleep long enough to open the lids half way, only to have the
weight of sleepiness draw them down again, until finally they were
so heavy they stayed shut and his breathing slowed for a deep
sleep. Clay liked the weight and the warmth of the youngster close
to him.

Clay listened as Walter Jr. directed the
conversation toward him. “Dad say’s you haven’t been having any
luck getting back to work since taking time off during the summer.
Do you think things will open up later in the spring?”

“I’m sure it will. There are quite a few big
commercial and industrial jobs scheduled to kick off this
year.”

“Well, when you do go back you’ll have to be
more loyal to your job and not be quitting on a whim. Good jobs are
hard to come by these days and you don’t want to mess up your
future. And while we’re on the subject, associating with those
Gilianos is going to get you in even more trouble; I can see by the
set of your chin you don’t like talking about this, but I’m your
brother and I’m concerned. I don’t want to see you in trouble, or
worse.”

“Walter, I understand your concern, but I
have a life to live the same as you do, and I’ll make the decisions
about what I do and who I do it with, the same as I give you your
right.”

“Well little brother, I know Mom and Dad are
both concerned, as am I, and we just don’t want to see you get
caught up in big trouble....”

“Walter, I know how you and Mom and Dad feel,
but frankly it’s none of your business. I’ve not ever told you who
to associate with or who to have for clients in your business.
You’re out of line bringing it up, especially at a family function.
And don’t call me “little brother” as if you’re so much older and
wiser.”

“But you…” Walter tried to continue the
conversation.

“Can it Walter. End of discussion. Got
it?"

Clay and Walter both tried to speak at the
same time until they were stopped.

“Ha! Enough, you two! Knock it off already.
We’re here to celebrate a birthday,” their father cut in calmly but
with understated authority.

Clay and Walter Jr. exchanged sheepish looks
and both realized the discussion had gone too far. Clay heard Tom
change the subject as he was leaving the living room to take Tommy
to his father’s bedroom where he laid the sleeping boy on the
double bed and pulled the cover over him. When he returned, the men
were standing and heading toward the kitchen for supper.

The men congratulated the women on the superb
meal of fried chicken, mashed potatoes and milk gravy, corn, green
beans and home made biscuits. The biscuits were one of Maria’s
specialties and all of the men looked forward to a meal where they
were included. Everyone ate too much and was too full for desert,
so Margaret suggested the women wash the dishes and they would
serve desert later after Clay opened his birthday presents.

After leaving the table Clay headed for the
back door to step outside and have a cigarette. Before he could
close the door Tom slipped out with him. In the below freezing
temperature both knew their smoking would be very quick. Staying
close beside the house and out of the cold breeze, Tom struck a
wood match to light his Camel and then extended his cupped hands
over to Clay.

“I know little Walt pissed you off before
supper; he has a way of turning everyone off. No finesse there; but
he does mean well. I don’t want to do the same thing, but the
family members, including me and Maria are hoping you don’t get in
serious trouble by hanging out with some of the people you have as
friends. End of lecture and no discussion required.” As Tom took
another drag from his cigarette, Clay smiled, “Thanks Tom; I will
be careful.” Both flipped their butts onto the driveway, shook
hands, and returned to the house.

Lizzy was waiting for them to return and
coaxed him into sitting in on a pinochle game just getting
organized in the living room. She took his arm and escorted him
there and then watched as the game heated up, cheering for he and
his partner Walter Sr. to win.

 


 


 



Chapter 13

 


 


It was the second
week of March and Clay was still out of work. He had checked in at
the labor hall weekly for the past six months and had watched as
some of the laziest laggards on the unions membership roles were
put on jobs; while he was passed over time after time. The B.A. was
out to teach him, and through his example, all other members a
lesson. When you’re assigned to a job you stay on it to the end; or
until the union tells you to move if you want steady work.

During the six month period of unemployment
he had spent some of his savings and was becoming aggravated at not
advancing financially. He had made some side money buying used
items at yard sales and selling them to antique shops and second
hand stores. He had also started hanging out at the bar more
frequently. One day while they were upstairs talking Tony said, “I
got a call this morning from a fella in Memphis who wants a hitter
to take somebody out. I told him I don’t have anybody in the highly
skilled professional league so he’ll have to keep looking. But
listen to this. He said some guy he never saw before walked into
his place, demanded to talk to him, and then threw down an envelope
with twelve thousand dollars cash onto his desk. The guy said he
didn’t know how or where to hire a killer but he needed one. Seems
some pervert killed his young boy twelve years ago. The pervert got
caught and did time. But, a year ago he got released and right away
killed another young kid. Then some slick lawyer got him off on a
technicality and he’s running around the streets again. So then,
the caller say’s he’ll throw in another three grand to get this
pedophile taken out, cause he don’t like those kid killing perverts
either.”

“I’ll do it,” Clay said quietly, without even
thinking through what he was committing himself to. “Don’t look at
me like I've got two heads. Why should it surprise you I’d take a
job like this? It’s something I’ve already proven I’m good at, so
why not make some money by taking out a low life scumbag?"

Tony leaned forward, utterly amazed! "Kid
this isn't...."

"Look, the labor B.A. wants to make me squirm
and suffer before he puts me back to work, if he ever does. I’m at
the point where I don’t ever want to go back and have to crawl for
the bastard. This gives me a way to go around him and make money to
last until he gets tired of fucking with me or I tell him to go to
hell.”

Tony had a look of incredibility on his face
as he tried to reason with him. “Clay, listen to me. This is not
something you just jump into, going around whacking strangers. The
guys who become hitters are different and everybody treats them
like they’re different. You don’t realize what you’re getting into.
Are you thinking about the emotional strain of whacking people you
don’t have any personal grudge against? There’s a big difference
between taking somebody out who’s a threat to you or your job, and
killing people just for the money. And are you prepared to be a
loner the rest of your life? Most of the guys don’t want to
associate with professional hitters because they get uneasy around
them. You’re always wondering if there’s a contract on you and the
hitter is just getting close to you to set up a clean hit.”

“No, I really hadn’t thought any of this
through because there wasn’t a need to. I didn’t think I’d ever
have to kill anyone again so the possibility of doing this never
came up. But now my situation is different. I don't have any other
options and I need money.”

“Hell, if you need money kid just name the
amount and I’ll loan it to you. And for as long as you need it at
zero interest.” Then Tony had another thought, “You aren’t planning
to start doing this full time, are you?"

“I don’t know, I was just thinking of the one
hit to make some fast money, but yeah, I guess I am open to it,
especially since I don’t have another job and the money is
good.”

“Today is Tuesday. I want you to take until
Friday to think this through. I’ll have to clear it through
Ricarddi and the Commission members before I can use you again, or
recommend you to other associates. Be sure you know what you’re
getting into and you can handle it. I really think you’ll be making
a mistake, but I also told you if you ever needed anything I’d help
you with it. So, even though I disagree with you I’ll do what I can
to get you started if you insist on going through with it."

“Tony, think about it. I killed a man I
didn’t know because he attacked me. Then I killed Jerry O’Neil
because he was responsible for Jimmy dying. That one was as
premeditated as they get. And then I laid out the plan and led the
attack on the people who tried to kill you. My God Tony, I’ve
already been responsible for more deaths than most soldiers who go
to war.”

“I just want to be sure you can handle this
long term and not regret your decision.”

“And I appreciate your concern. But I’ve
lived every day with the fact I killed two people over two years
ago, and for the last six months I’ve lived with knowing I caused
the death of over thirty people. I am living with it. And I can
continue to live with it. But if you feel strongly about my waiting
until Friday to give you an answer, I'll do it; however, I’m
confident what the answer will be. I do ask one condition in
return. Call your contact in Memphis and tell him you do have an
experienced hit man, but he will have to wait until Friday for you
to get approval and make a firm commitment.”

“O.K. Clay, I’ll make the call, but answer
one question for me. WHY are you so dead set against coming into
business with me? I don’t have anyone to leave this to and in a few
years the whole thing would be yours.”

“I don’t know what it is, but I just don’t
warm up to the business side of the rackets you run. It’s certainly
not a moral issue; but somehow I just don’t look forward to the
long term daily grind, plus looking over my shoulder watching for
whoever wants to bump me off, or the police wanting to send me to
prison. Doing the individual assignments of killing dirt bags
brings the full responsibility for success or failure directly upon
my shoulders. I don’t have a bad feeling about doing this. It’s
almost like being paid to do community service work.”

Tony chuckled and said “I’ve never heard it
described like that, but I guess it's one way to look at it.”

 


Clay spent the next three days evaluating the
possibility of becoming a professional killer. Although there had
been several rough weeks during which he had awoken from nightmares
in which there were people screaming and dying while he fired
bullets into their thrashing bodies, he had learned to live with it
and keep the images at bay. He had also learned to avoid dwelling
on the moral and ethical aspects of it and had accepted his role as
a solution to a problem others had forced on the people around
him.

Actually, he’d recently had brief flashes
where he had thought about the possibility of developing his
apparent skills for planning murders and making money doing it.
Instinctively he had pushed those thoughts out of his mind, mostly
because of his relationship with his mother and a desire to
maintain contact with her. But what if she wasn’t the primary
reason he had procrastinated? What if he had not gone forward
simply because he didn’t know how to go about getting set up and
how to approach potential customers? One thing he hadn’t even
considered in his decision was the fact he would need to get
approval from the Chicago mob even to work alone.

Tony had given him ten thousand dollars in
cash for his past work and in a way he was already a hired gun.
Granted, that one time didn’t make him an experienced professional,
but it could be a start. It was ironic the opportunity had come
just when he was vulnerable due to being out of work and short of
money.

 


On Friday morning he made a list of clothing
resale shops in the local area run by charitable organizations.
Driving from shop to shop he started filling a list of items he had
made the previous evening; used sweat suits, running shoes, two
aluminum baseball bats and several more miscellaneous items he felt
might be useful.

After lunch he made another visit to the
Twelfth Street Saloon. He carried a list of ideas and a business
proposal to discuss with Tony.

“Well kid, are you still set on being a hit
man?” Tony asked when they had moved upstairs to the privacy of his
office.

“Yeah Tony, I haven’t changed my mind. Were
you able to get me approved?”

“Well, apparently there was a lot of
discussion, but in the end Ricarddi pointed out something we don't
normally discuss openly to the other members of the Commission.
Most of the hits the group makes are clumsy and too often some of
our people get caught. Even when they’re not convicted there’s a
stink in the papers and our names are rehashed again and again.
They were all impressed with the job you did on O’Neil and the big
one for me. Some of them will even use you for the more difficult
hits. So you’re approved but I have to hold onto your leash and
take responsibility for you.”

“Are you alright with it?”

“Yeah, I’m alright with it. Just don’t screw
up. And if you do screw up and get caught, understand this, you’re
on your own and you don’t say a thing about me or my associates, or
you’re a dead man. If you talked it would be my responsibility to
kill you; and I’d do it.”

“That's not a problem. Now, I have some ideas
to run by you and a proposition to make.”

“O.K., tell me what you have in mind.”

“I thought about what you said about how
hitters are ostracized by most people, even in your line of work.
First, what if I don’t advertise what I’m doing, but rely on you to
pass work on to me, for a ten percent cut of the fee? Just like on
this one. This way there’s no direct tie to me from the customer
and I don’t personally build a reputation people know about. I’ll
stay in the shadows and be obscure. Also, it lets you take jobs
only from people you trust and believe can hold up under possible
interrogation by the police. Secondly, I only work for bosses at
the top of crime families, or special situations where you feel you
can rely on the people involved. Third, and this is not negotiable,
I only do people involved in criminal activities. I won’t do
somebody’s wife just because some cheap rich bastard doesn’t want
to pay for a divorce. Fourth, I won’t do kids. Nobody under the age
of eighteen, and even then it will have to be a special case.
Fifth, I’ll only work in the U.S. and sixth, I don’t want any high
profile targets like Senators or a President. What do you
think?”

Tony had been listening attentively; he rose
slowly and crossed the room to retrieve a bottle of bourbon and two
glasses. Setting back down at the table he poured the glasses half
full of whiskey and slid one across the table toward Clay. Leaning
back in his chair Tony stared past Clay and was deep in thought,
going over the details presented to him. Finally, after several
minutes he replied slowly and softly “I like it. Jobs will be slow
to come in at first until word gets around, but then you’ll have
all the business you’ll want to handle. There are only a small
handful of top notch professional hitters around. Are you sure I
can’t talk you out of this? I guess I’m selfish, but I’d really
like to have you working with me. O.K., O.K. I can see by your look
you’re not going to be talked out of this.”

Clay cut in, “I also have a list of items I
want provided by each customer about the target. They’re simple
things like a description of the targets car, license plate number,
home and work address’, phone number, a picture of the target and
any other useful information. Like, things the target does
regularly, church on Sunday morning, routine exercise appointments,
weekly supper with parents, drinking at a certain bar every
Saturday night etc.”

“O.K. kid, I said if there was any way I
could repay you all you had to do was ask, so I’ll be your manager.
But, there won’t be any fee charged, I still owe you big time. With
out you I’d probably have been killed seven months ago.”

Tony leaned over toward a table near the
wall, grabbed a telephone and placed it on the table in front of
him. “I’ll call Auggie in Memphis and get you set up right now.” He
dialed the number and waited for the party to answer. “Auggie, Tony
Giliano. About the matter we discussed last week, the man I’ve got
is available to take care of your problem. Yeah the price is what
we discussed, in cash and up front. Get the money to me and things
will be put in motion. Don’t worry about the guy’s name, he’s good
and reliable. No, no, I’m positive if things were to go sour this
guy wouldn’t talk. He knows the game and I trust him. The best part
is nothing will go wrong, because this guy covers all the bases and
is the most disciplined and competent hitter I’ve ever seen. Now,
write this down. I’m gonna give you a list of information he wants
up front. Auggie; quit your bitchin and write.”

While Tony read the list of information Clay
had requested, Clay thought to himself, there’s no turning back
now. I’m committed. I hope I don’t come to regret what I’m getting
myself into. But I don’t think I will or I wouldn’t have come this
far with it.

When Tony got off the phone he told Clay,
“The money and the information will be delivered here Sunday
afternoon. You’re all set.”

“Well, not quite,” Clay replied. “I’d like to
borrow three thousand dollars from you until the payment comes in.
And I’ll need to know who to contact to pick up a .38 caliber
automatic with a silencer, a good high powered rifle with a scope,
ammunition for both guns, and a set of brass knuckles. Also, when I
head to Memphis Monday morning I’d like to stop by your farm and do
some target practice with both guns.”

Tony poured more whisky into both glasses and
the two men made a toast, “You’ve got it, and here’s to a
successful first hit and a long and prosperous career.”

Sunday afternoon Clay picked up the money and
information packet from Tony. As Clay was heading for the door to
leave Tony said, “When you get back from Memphis, I plan to have a
surprise for you.”

At home, after the family finished dinner,
Clay said goodnight to his mother and went to his room. He had told
her he was leaving for a couple of weeks just to get away from
things for awhile. She didn’t know he was running close on money,
but had expressed concern about his being off work for so long.

In his room, Clay removed the nine inch by
twelve inch manila envelope from under his mattress and reviewed
the contents. A newspaper clipping showed a middle aged man
identified as Harold Carlton Holland to be in his early fifties and
slightly over weight. His appeared to be a man few people would
take notice of; one of the many people who drift through life
without leaving a mark, unless they commit acts akin to what this
cretin would be eliminated for doing. The face showed a sullen,
cold look with rather boyish features for a man of middle age; a
sort of grown up pouting expression. The man wore black plastic
framed glasses and had a flat top hair cut. The clipping gave a
brief account of the last trial when Holland had been released. A
year old copy of a police report gave the man’s age as fifty two,
height five feet eleven inches, with a weight of two hundred and
fifteen pounds. The report indicated he had no distinguishing marks
or tattoos, listed a last known home address, and gave a nickname
of “Cooter”. A hand written note on a piece of standard lined paper
gave the description of a car and license number along with the
information Holland lived with his mother at the address indicated
and the car belonged to her. The only information provided on
“Cooter’s” routine habits showed he occasionally attended services
at a nearby Baptist church on Sunday morning with his mother, and
jogged almost daily at a local park.

 


 


 



Chapter 14

 


 


Monday evening Clay
pulled into East Memphis Arkansas after the eight hour drive from
Tony’s farm. Even as far south as Memphis, early spring was cold
and damp. The sun was setting and it was getting dark before he
found a suitable motel. After checking in and getting settled in
the drab room, he left to find a place to eat supper. Time to
sample the famous Memphis bar-b-que he’d heard about.

Finding a small bar and grill near Beale
street, he sat down for supper and a couple of beers. A lone
musician was picking a guitar and singing crying in your beer
music. He relaxed and anticipated tasting the ribs he had ordered.
The bar was a hole in the wall and didn’t draw many patrons on a
week night, but was probably crowded on Friday and Saturday. The
tables and chairs were scratched and well worn. The cheap plastic
coverings on the booth seats had splits and tears patched with duct
tape. The woman behind the bar was an older hard featured woman
with bleached blonde hair contrasting sharply with the dark roots
showing near her skull. She wore a low cut bright red blouse
stretched tight to keep her ample breasts constrained. After his
second beer Clay felt like he would loose his appetite if she kept
giving him the “come and get me” grin she kept flashing at him
through dirty teeth surrounded by bright red lipstick. The skinny
girl waiting on his table appeared to be about college age, shy,
and too immature to be working in a rough joint. While finishing
the ribs and potato salad, he located the street of the target’s
home address on a city map the motel clerk had provided.

After leaving the bar he drove out to
Cooter's neighborhood. The house, a small four room shiplap sided
frame with peeling white paint, belonged to his mother. License
plates on a green 1962 Pontiac four door sedan parked on the street
matched the information provided by his patron.

Tuesday through Friday Clay followed his
target who seldom left the house before noon. Most days after
lunch, Cooter went to a park to walk and jog for about an hour. On
Thursday the temperature had warmed to near seventy and several
women had brought their young children to the park to play in the
sun. Cooter found a bench where he sat and watched the young kids
playing for over an hour. Each day he would leave the park and stop
at a coffee shop for donuts and coffee. He’d then drive to a nearby
shopping mall and find a spot inside where he could sit on a bench
and watch the customers. He showed special interest to the ones
with young children in tow.

Clay had started out wearing a sweat suit on
Tuesday and by Friday felt the routine at the park might be one he
could use. Also, he needed the cover of jogging around Cooter’s
neighborhood instead of sitting in his car day after day where he
was sure to be noticed. It would be ironic if he were mistaken for
a cop on surveillance. On one of his jogs past the house, while he
was on the other side of the street, Cooter came out onto the porch
with an old woman. Clay learned from the loud conversation the
woman was Cooter’s mother. She looked frail and appeared to be in
her late seventies. She was pushing a small two wheeled cart, and
as he learned later when she returned, had walked the two blocks to
a small neighborhood corner grocery store. He had shortened his
surveillance of the house so he was arriving in the neighborhood
just before eleven in the morning, and then following his prey when
Cooter left for the park.

On Saturday, after jogging in the park and
stopping for coffee and a donut, Cooter again found a bench in the
mall on the first floor where he could watch people. The
temperature continued to be warm and the mall was full of kids
tired of being forced to stay inside their homes because of the
cold dreary weather. Clay had taken up a position on the second
floor and behind his prey. He bought a cup of coffee and sat at a
small round table near a railing where he could observe the man
without being noticed. A young boy about seven or eight years old,
obviously left on his own by his guardian, was exploring the mall
on his own.

Cooter watched intently as the boy wandered
over toward the bench where he was sitting. When the boy was within
talking distance Cooter started a conversation, enticing the chubby
young boy closer, until he had taken a seat beside the older man.
The two of them talked for close tot ten minutes and then stood up.
Clay watched as they left the bench and both began walking toward
the exit where Cooter had parked his car earlier.

Clay made a quick decision, knowing he could
not allow the young boy to leave with the old pervert, even if he
blew his cover while stopping them. Taking the stairs two and three
at a time he quickly reached the first level and jogged through the
crowd to catch up with the pair just before they reached the exit
doors.

Clay said loudly and sharply, “Sir” more of
an authoritative command than a greeting. “I’m Sam Johnson, with
mall security. I have a report of a missing boy who fits this
child’s description. What’s your name son?”

The youngster replied “Josh Morgan, sir.”

“Well Josh, a relative has reported you as
lost, and is waiting at the Security Office for you. If you’ll come
with me I’ll take you there.”

“This is my new friend Howie. He said he
would take me to where my mom parked our car, and she might be
there waiting for me.”

“Well, it was kind of him to offer to help,
but I’ll take you to where she’s waiting. Come along now.” Clay
took the boy’s hand and turned and began to walk away while the boy
waved and said “Good bye, Howie.”

During all of this Cooter Holland had
remained silent. He breathed a sigh of relief as the “guard”
escorted the child away. “God Damn cops”, he muttered to himself as
he pushed the exit door open and hurried to his car.

Clay escorted the boy back into the main mall
until he saw a real security guard in the distance. Squatting down
to the boy’s level he pointed to the guard and instructed the boy
to go to the guard and tell him he was lost and wanted to find his
mother. As the boy ran off in the direction of the guard, Clay made
his way back to the exit doors where he could see Cooter backing
the Pontiac out of the parking slot. Now he felt a new urgency to
complete his work before Harold Holland completed his.

There was no need to follow Cooter any more
for the remainder of the weekend. Clay thought he knew enough about
the man’s routine to move forward. A plan of attack needed to be
developed quickly to put an end to the man’s perverse desires.

Clay drove out to the park where he had been
jogging all week to make another circuit on the jogging trails,
running the same route his prey had consistently followed. He was
looking for blind spots on the trail where he and Cooter would be
out of the sight of others. He also looked for areas off the trail
where the brush was thick enough to conceal a body, at least long
enough for him to make his escape. Most of the trees and bushes
were deciduous and had lost their leaves for the winter. However,
several areas were planted with pine trees and cedar shrubs and
could provide the needed cover.

After breakfast on Sunday morning he made
another trip to the park to check his initial observations and
finalize the details of his developing plan. Leaving the park, he
drove back to his motel to change out of the jogging suit into a
shirt, slacks and jacket. His next stop was two blocks from the
Memphis bus station where he parked his car at a mini mall, and
walked to the station carrying a small overnight bag. The departure
schedule showed a bus would travel south into Mississippi, making
stops at many small towns and medium sized cities. It was scheduled
to leave in twenty minutes. After paying cash for a ticket he
boarded the bus and settled in to read the Sunday paper he had
purchased outside the bus station. Three hours into the ride the
bus pulled into a town which appeared larger than most of the
others they had traveled through. Clay left the bus, exited the
station and found himself on a four lane street in the business
section of the city. One lone taxi cab was parked at the curb down
the street from the bus station entrance. The cabby dropped him off
at a motel matching his requirements; near a decent restaurant and
within walking distance of the town’s only shopping mall. The time
was approaching five o’clock as he walked through the front
entrance of the motel, picked up a map of the city and asked for
directions. Having gotten everything he needed there, he walked out
one of the side exits and made his way to a locally owned
restaurant for supper.

By the time he had finished his third cup of
coffee after dinner, the temperature had dropped ten degrees and
the darkness of early winter had descended on the small southern
city. Clay paid his dinner check and walked the block and a half to
the nearby shopping mall parking lot. On a Sunday evening there
were less than a hundred cars on the lot. The lack of customers
made it easier to see where the mall employee’s cars were grouped
in sections farthest away from the mall entrance. Glancing around
the area Clay looked for police cars, mall security and cameras
mounted on the light poles. Not seeing anything to alarm him, he
selected a four door Oldsmobile 88 sedan. The car was a common
model in a popular shade of dark red, he judged it was about four
or five years old. While walking to the car he removed a pair of
brown jersey gloves from his pocket and put them on. Opening the
overnight bag, he removed a long slender piece of metal flat bar,
slipped it between the driver's window glass and the rubber seal
and lifted the door latch knob. After looking around again, he sat
in the driver’s seat, took another tool from the bag and removed
the ignition lock from the steering column. Connecting the wires
together and starting the engine was a simple task. When he was off
the parking lot he followed the directions given to him earlier at
the motel, to the cities largest hospital. Visiting hours were
still in effect, and the visitor’s parking lots were full. He found
a spot in the back of one of the lots and backed into a dimly
lighted spot between two other cars. Removing a stolen set of
Indiana license plates and multi tip screwdriver from the bag he
changed both plates. Now he was ready for the drive back to
Memphis.

 


Monday morning he drove to a side street on
Harold Holland’s usual route to the park instead of following him
from the house. The sky was overcast and the temperature had
dropped into the upper forties. He was apprehensive as to whether
Cooter would come out in the damp dreary weather, or choose instead
to lie at home on the couch. He sat in the stolen car drinking
strong but barely warm coffee. Finally, Cooter drove past and he
pulled out behind him, thankful Cooter was a creature of habit.

At the park Cooter went to his usual parking
spot. Only two other cars were parked in the lot for the running
trail. Over at the approach path to the trail he began stretching
exercises while walking down the black topped path.

Clay had worn a sweat suit that Cooter hadn’t
seen him in previously, with the hood up to cover his head. He was
again wearing the brown cloth gloves. A .38 caliber Smith and
Wesson Model 52 automatic with a silencer attached was on the left
inside his sweat jacket secured with Velcro. The brass knuckle was
in his left jacket pocket. The victim began to quicken his pace,
walking briskly into a lightly wooded section of the trail. Clay
finished his leg stretching exercises as Cooter disappeared around
the first turn. Checking the parking lot, he noted no one had
arrived since he had parked. He started a slow jog behind Cooter
holding his head down to avoid showing his full facial features to
passersby. The two joggers neared a section more densely wooded,
where the trail had large rises and dips. Ahead of them, a woman
jogger approached from the other direction. She had passed by the
first jogger, and as she neared Clay he turned his face down and
away from her, focusing his eyes on the ground to his right as he
continued his pursuit. Cooter Holland was still jogging slowly, as
if he were struggling to maintain the effort to continue his
exercise. When the joggers reached a point almost half way into the
denser section of the woods, a light mist of rain began to fall.
Clay quickened his pace and closed the fifteen yards between them
with little effort. Cooter had increase his sped to a fast jog.
Clay was timing his approach to match their arrival at the top of a
rise where the trail turned to the left. After glancing behind and
not seeing another runner, he decided to execute the plan. Starting
a faster run he was within ten feet of his victim within seconds
and had to slow down to adjust his timing.

Hearing someone approaching, Cooter glanced
over his left shoulder and hugged the right side of the trail,
giving the person behind him ample room to pass.

As Cooter entered the left turn, Clay looked
ahead as far as he could see and closed the final distance. Just
before a break in the cedar bushes lining the right side of the
trail he came up behind and to the left of the lead man. His left
hand, clutching the brass knuckle firmly in its palm came out of
the pocket, swung in a fast arc, and landed at the side of Cooter’s
head in the left temple area.

Cooter had begun to turn his head to the
left, being curious as to why the person behind him was not
passing. The runner he heard was obviously faster than he was, so
what was taking so long? When the metal knuckle connected with the
older man’s head, he staggered and nearly fell.

While pushing Cooter toward the space between
the bushes Clay got his feet tangled with the injured man, fell
through the space and rolled ten feet down the gentle embankment
with his victim. Both men ended up below the trail between the
branches of mature pine trees and cedar bushes.

Cooter was lying on his back, shaking his
head slowly from side to side, blinking his eyes and moaning
softly. His glasses had been knocked loose from his face and he was
peering to see who had attacked him.

Clay was clear headed, but had his legs
entwined with the other man. Getting free of his victim, he got
onto his knees and leaned over the other man on his outstretched
right arm. The brass knuckle was still in his left hand and he
swung it three times, each hit slamming into Cooter’s forehead.

Cooter grunted with each impact and after the
third hammer like blow, stopped trying to lift his head, raised his
hands to his face and began a low whining sound. Blood had started
to run off each side of his forehead as well as down into his eyes
as he looked up at his assailant and recognized him from the
shopping mall. Their faces were only two feet away from each other
and Cooter saw the look of disgust and loathing in his assailant’s
eyes. He was confused, trying to connect the incident in the mall
with what was now happening. The police aren’t allowed to attack
people; what the hell is happening. Cooter continued to stare and
whine, his body trembling, waiting for what he feared was to
come.

Rising to his feet Clay put the blood covered
brass knuckle back in his left pocket while removing the pistol
from inside his jacket.

Cooter saw the pistol and began to moan
louder. He raised both hands to cover his face, raised his knees to
a fetal position while shaking uncontrollably, curled up, and began
to rock back and forth, while chanting “No, no, no, no.”

Clay pointed the gun and fired two bullets
into his victim’s chest. The man gasp and his body quivered. Then
the body relaxed and his chest deflated with a slow final exhale of
breath. Both arms dropped to his sides and both legs relaxed, feet
on the ground, with knees rolled to the right. The man’s mouth
remained open and his eyes stared blank and unfocused at the
overcast sky above the woods. Clay placed the silencer twelve
inches from the man’s head and fired two more bullets into the top
of Cooter’s forehead, two inches apart and one inch below the
hairline. Removing Cooter’s billfold from the back pocket, he
withdrew the cash and threw the billfold under the boughs of a
large pine tree on the downhill side of the sloping bank. A cheap
wrist watch was removed from the dead mans left arm and placed in
Clay’s trouser pocket. The body was rolled and dragged down the
slight slope while the pine branches were raised, and the body was
maneuvered under the cover of the tree limbs. Crawling under the
branches in the dry needles he wrapped the limp body around the
trunk of the tree as best he could, where it would be out of sight.
Backing out from under the tree he found Cooter’s glasses and threw
it under the tree with the owner.

He realized how ratty he looked when he
surveyed his own appearance. His clothing was dirty and there were
pine and cedar needles stuck to him. As he was brushing off as much
of the debris from his clothing as was possible, he became aware
the drizzle had increased to a steady light rain. Kicking leaves
around, he obliterated the trail of blood leading toward the tree
where the body lay. Walking along the embankment to another opening
between the bushes, he edged up to the trail and peered out to look
both ways. Not seeing anyone, he began a fast jog back to his car.
Everyone else had left, or was leaving the park. The dead man’s car
was the only one in sight besides his own. Reaching his car and
grabbing the drivers door handle to open it, Clay exclaimed “Shit.
The god damn thing’s locked”. In his haste and nervousness, he must
have accidentally locked the doors. Fighting panic, he stood in the
rain, which was had become a down pour, trying to decide what to do
next. He had to get in the damn car. Moving around to the rear
passenger door he reached into his left pocket and found the brass
knuckle. He wanted to hit the glass hard enough to shatter it, but
not so hard that his fist carried through the glass and cut his
hand to shreds. On the third try the glass cracked. Clay looked
around the park and spotted a three inch diameter tree limb lying
on the ground twenty feet away.

Thank God; the way things are going it’s a
wonder the cleanup crew didn’t get pick it up, he muttered to
himself. Taking the six foot long limb he used it to punch an
opening through the broken rear side window, then threw it in the
direction of the location where he found it. Reaching through the
broken window, he unlocked the front passenger door, got in the car
and slid across the seat to the driver’s side. The engine roared to
life after he twisted the ignition wires together. Before putting
the gearshift in reverse, he checked his pockets to assure himself
he had the brass knuckle and his gun. Then his wet gloves shifted
to lever to reverse, he backed up and proceeded to drive past the
green Pontiac, setting alone in the parking lot in the driving
rain.

Clay drove to the area where he had left his
own car and stopped behind a small shopping center to switch
license plates, putting the original plates back on the Oldsmobile.
He then parked the stolen car in a handicapped parking space at a
small apartment complex. He figured someone would notice it quicker
setting there and call the police to have it towed away. It should
be cleaned up and back with its owner about the time the body in
the park was found, lessening any connection between the two
events. Leaving the stolen car he began the three block walk back
to where he had parked his own car. The rain had stopped, and the
temperature was in the lower fifties with an overcast sky. He was
angry with himself because several things had gone wrong and he
vowed he would not, could not let them happen again. The job had
been a good learning experience, but could have had disastrous
results. Back at his car he took an old blanket out of the trunk to
cover the seat before getting in and drove back to his motel.

Inside his room he removed his gloves,
clothing, and shoes, placing them in a garbage bag along with the
cover used on the car seat. After taking a long hot shower he
rummaged through the drawers in the furniture until he located
paper and a pen. Lying on the bed in his shorts and drinking a
beer, he began to review his plan and the execution of it.

He had been successful due to luck, not
because of his proficiency and control. Starting at the beginning,
he wrote down each step in detail on the left side of his paper.
When the list was completed he again started at the top of the page
on the right and made notes pertinent to each of the original
items. When he had finished he reviewed each item and prioritized
the five biggest mistakes he judged he had made.

Getting entwined with his target and falling
down the hill with him was his biggest concern; a stronger, more
physically fit opponent may have gotten the upper hand to injure
him, kill him, or summon help.

Locking the door of the stolen car certainly
had to be the second biggest bone headed act he had committed. If
his escape had been urgent, he could have lost precious time and
drawn attention in his efforts to get into the stolen car. Thank
God it was raining hard enough to cause everyone else to leave the
park.

Using the brass knuckles was a mistake also.
Getting close enough to use them gave the victim the opportunity to
strike back if his attack did not cause significant damage. It
isn’t about fair play he reminded himself, it’s about fast and
efficient killing. The victim can’t be given any chance to survive,
or even to create a struggle. He thought back several years to
Jerry O’Neil. That was a good hit because the victim was caught
like a rat in a trap. He had used the victims own habits to ambush
him, much the same as the Memphis hit, but had remained at a
distance. Out of reach of the victim and in full control; able to
react if necessary to any actions on the part of his intended
target; truly an important fact to remember.

Stolen license plates would need to be
procured from other areas, not just Chicago. If he continued to
bring them on all jobs a pattern could possibly emerge in an
investigation. Tying together the fact he had stolen several sets
in and around Chicago could lead police to focus on his home base.
He determined to steal a set before he left Memphis and to stop in
St. Louis for another set.

Two of the three running suits he had brought
along were of a soft, fleecy type material. Debris from the trees
and bushes in the park had embedded itself in the one he had worn
for the hit. He had not planned to roll on the ground with his
victim, and had missed thinking about moving the body under the
overhanging tree branches. Trying to brush the needles and other
debris off had been totally ineffective; even a fledgling or
incompetent medical examiner could tie his clothing to the area
where the hit had occurred. In the future any clothing items used
on the actual hit would be of a slick finish material so it would
not snag debris so easily.

On a positive note, the overall plan had been
good. The use of brown cloth gloves had worked. They were available
everywhere, cheap, and could be disposed of without arousing
suspicion. They could even be thrown in the corner of an alley and
some less fortunate passersby would pick them up and carry them
away.

Going to another town to steal a car had
worked well and he would make a mental note to use it again in the
future. Using out of state license plates also seemed to be a good
idea and he would continue doing it too. Also, there might be times
when he would want to put stolen plates on his own car to disguise
and hide its identity.

Clay had skipped one item on his list and
came back to review it. His involvement in stopping his target from
leaving the shopping mall with the youngster was troubling him
greatly. He couldn’t accept letting a young boy be attacked by the
old pedophile, but was concerned such action in the future could
blow his cover. Drawing attention to himself was something he
needed to avoid at all cost. While he was mentally picturing the
boy in the mall, a thought of Tommy being in the hands of a pervert
like Cooter entered his thoughts. There was no way in hell he would
ever let that happen to Tommy or any other innocent child. Also, if
Cooter had committed another crime in his home area the police
would have turned to him as a prime suspect, and may have arrested
him immediately for interrogation. Then the man would have been out
of Clay’s reach. Once again he would have had the opportunity to
escape punishment, or at worst be confined for some period. Clay’s
contract called for death, not confinement.

While walking from the bed to the bathroom,
he tore the paper into small pieces and then flushed them all down
the toilet. Lying back down on the bed he opened a beer, turned on
the television and continued to think about events of the last
week. When he had returned to the motel room he had counted the
money he removed from Cooter Holland’s billfold. Twenty seven
dollars. The man didn’t have a job and lived on what he could
sponge off of his mother. Her house, her car, her food, her meager
amount of money. I bet she sure was proud of the slimy bastard,
Clay mused to himself. And then he had a sobering thought: about as
proud as my mom would be if she knew what I just did.

Downing the last swallow of beer from the
bottle, he reached into a Styrofoam cooler beside the bed for
another one. The comedy show playing on the television was about a
bumbling detective who made error after error but always ended up
being the hero. He thought about the similarity to his own
situation, and vowed the type of errors he had committed would
never happen again. He made a pledge to review his actions and
grade himself after every job. Only then could he assure himself of
improving his work skills; and of not being caught.

Later, in the early evening hours, he dressed
to go out to dinner. On the way to his car he took the plastic bag
with the clothing, shoes and cover to a trash dumpster located at
the rear of the motel parking lot. The early evening news made no
mention of finding a body at the park; he surmised the body would
be found in a week or so. Cooter’s mother would file a missing
persons report and her car would be found at the park. A search of
the trail might find the body then, or if the police didn’t expend
too much effort looking for the corpse of a child molester it might
lay there until spring.

The next morning Clay checked out of the
motel at a few minutes before eleven o’clock. During the five hour
drive to St. Louis, Missouri he was calm and relaxed. In his mind
he began to examine the financial aspects of his new career. In the
nine days he had devoted to his Memphis job he had earned fifteen
thousand dollars. Hell it was almost what he earned working as a
laborer the entire year. He had slept well the previous night. No
bouts of anxiety, no nightmares, nothing. Occasionally there were
sudden feelings of incredibility about actually doing this “thing”
society abhorred. It would strike him like the blow from his own
brass knuckle; suddenly coming over him; interrupting his thoughts;
stopping him in his tracks. The feeling started in his head as a
purely mental awareness and quickly moved to the pit of his
stomach. He had trouble describing the feelings even to himself in
his own thoughts. There was a vague uneasiness to it all; but not
to such an extent he would change his actions to avoid it. Overall,
he found what he had just done exciting and he actually reveled in
the danger inherent to the act he had committed. He experienced a
great sense of pride in his ability to plan and execute intricately
detailed and complicated elements of a plan. He realized the target
would not always behave as expected and could react unpredictably.
Also his plans would of necessity need to be flexible, to allow for
deviation due to actions initiated by forces outside of his
control. The police could make an appearance merely due to routine
patrols; an uninvolved pedestrian could innocently stumble into his
plan; the target could sense his presence and attack first or
disappear out of his reach.

At four thirty in the afternoon Clay arrived
in St. Louis. He made his way downtown to a large high dollar
hotel. Pulling into the parking area in front of the hotel's main
entrance, he exited his car and walked into the lobby. The
concierge on duty was at his station across from the check in
counter. Following several minutes of discussion, Clay settled on
one of the restaurants suggested by the man. After thanking the
concierge and taking several brochures on nearby attractions, he
left the hotel and drove to an old court house open to
tourists.

Later in the evening he found the recommended
steakhouse and enjoyed a fine steak dinner along with an expensive
bottle of red wine. He couldn’t pronounce the name of the wine, but
enjoyed it none the less.

This was his celebration dinner commemorating
his first paid professional hit. Two weeks ago he was unemployed,
his resources were dwindling, and he had no immediate options.
Tonight he was flush with money and success. He had seized an
opportunity to take control of his future, and at the same time
eliminated the laborer Business Agent's power over him. The B.A.
only had as much power as he would allow him to have. What a
revelation he thought, others can exercise control over my actions
only if I agree to enter into or remain in a situation where I
accept a subordinate role. Cut the strings and the puppet no longer
dances to the whim of the puppet master.

After driving to an inner city residential
neighborhood and stealing two sets of license plates, he left St.
Louis and headed back to Chicago, feeling very pleased with
himself.

Before midnight he was in Joliet, about
twenty miles from home. Instead of waking everyone at the house
with his unexpected arrival he decided to spend the remaining hours
until dawn at a motel.

 


Wednesday morning at nine o’clock he walked
in the back door at his parent’s home. Margaret was surprised to
see him at the early hour and was more than a little put out he had
not called her during the ten days he had been gone. She grabbed
him and encircled him in a hug and kissed him on the cheek.

“Oh, it’s so good to see you. Where have you
been, and why didn’t you call?”

“Mom, I was only gone ten days. I didn’t see
any need to call in such a short time.”

“Well I worry about you when you’re away. You
never know what can happen. You might get mugged, or be in a car
wreck or something.”

“Quit worrying about me Mom; I can take care
of myself just fine. Nothing is going to happen to me. I’m a
careful driver and I stay out of bad areas. Quit worrying.”

“O.K. Mr. tough guy, I’ll quit worrying. Now,
how was your trip? Did you relax and have a good time?”

“Yeah Mom, I had a good time. I just bummed
around; went to St. Louis Missouri, Little Rock Arkansas, and
Jackson Mississippi. Ate lots of good food, saw a few of the
sights, slept a lot and chased a girl or two.”

“You and your girl chasing. When are you
going to settle down and find a nice young lady to marry and start
raising a family? You need some stability in your life, someone to
work with to build a future for yourself.”

“Some day Mom. Right now I need to unpack and
pay a visit to the Union Hall.” He kissed his Mother on the cheek
and headed to his room to put his things away. “It’s good to be
home Mom,” he said over his shoulder as he struggled with his
suitcases to get through the doorway to the basement stairs.

 


Later, before lunch time he visited the Union
Hall and again got the cold shoulder as he approached the desk of
the Business Agent's hairy legged secretary. Eight or ten men were
lounging around the hiring area just killing time until they were
assigned a job. Looking up, the man gave a toothy grin and said
“Well, well, if it isn’t Albrecht. We’ve got men who want to work
full time on the bench due to the cold weather. It’s going to be a
long time before your turn comes up.”

Not stopping to argue with the fat flunky,
Clay walked over to the closed door to the Business Agents office.
The door opened when he turned the knob, while fatso yelled “Hey,
you can’t go in there.”

The B.A. was stretched out in a high backed
black leather desk chair with both legs up on the corner of a large
mahogany executive desk, talking on the phone. He was a portly,
middle aged man, with the cocky self assurance one in a position of
power assumes over others. As Clay entered the room and flung the
door shut behind him, the man stood up, put one palm over the
speaker end of the phone and yelled, “Get the hell out of here.” in
a demeaning voice. Once in front of the desk, Clay reached over to
the phone set and ended the call.

“You stupid son of a bitch; do you know who I
was talking to? You just cut off the president of our international
union in Washington.”

“I don’t care if it was President Jimmy
Carter in Washington. I’ve let you screw me over too long and I
just wanted to tell you in person to go fuck yourself. I don’t need
the God damn crumbs you throw out to your suck ass cronies. I’m
leaving the union for a real job; a business of my own.”

The man had slammed the receiver back down on
the desk phone and stood glaring at Clay, cursing him.

By then the assistant B.A. and three union
members had entered the room and arranged themselves around and
behind Clay.

It suddenly occurred to Clay he was
surrounded and on unfriendly ground; He might be lucky to escape
with just an ass whipping.

And then the beautiful black desk phone
rang!

Everyone in the room was jolted by the shrill
sound. The Business Agent reacted first by picking up the hand set
and saying, “Yeah; yeah everything is O.K.; just a minor
disturbance. It’s being taken care of; hang on a second.” After
covering the speaker end he addressed Clay, “You need to get the
fuck out of my office while you can still walk! And don’t ever try
to get a job in any union because you’re barred for life after this
stunt, Mr. Smart Ass.”

On the way to the exit, going through the
hall’s main waiting room, Clay was cursed and shoved from behind
several times, but not actually punched or kicked; just a couple of
the B.A.'s ass kissers trying to make points.

Once outside the door he relaxed and headed
for his car, never looking back and vowing to never again let
anybody crap on him.

 


 


 



Chapter 15

 


 


Earlier in the
morning the temperature had been in the mid thirties. Now, at half
past noon it was up to forty four degrees. Leaving the Union Hall,
Clay decided to stop and have lunch and a beer with Tony.

Mickey saw him first as he entered through
the back way. “Welcome back, man of leisure” he said loudly as he
waved to Clay.

After getting a beer from Mickey, Clay pulled
one of the captains chairs back from the table, lifted the beer
glass toward Tony, and said “Thanks.”

Tony nodded his head in silent
acknowledgement, “So how’s everything?”

“Good, in fact very good. I’ve got some
improving to do, but I’m satisfied with things in general. How are
things with you?”

“Good, things are running well. Joey’s got
all the operations lined out and everyone we deal with is more
cooperative than ever before. Seems like hitting those bastards
trying to take over got every body's attention and they’re all
staying in line now, thanks to you.”

“Now,” Tony continued as he rose from his
chair, “let’s go upstairs. Want to bring some lunch along?”

After both men had carried a large bowl of
steaming hot Chili, a paper cup of oyster crackers and a beer to
the upstairs card room, they sat down to talk.

“Before you left last week I said I’d have a
surprise for you when you got back. Are you ready for this?” Tony
asked.

“Yeah, I’m ready, but you don’t owe me
anything more, Tony.”

“I know you don’t expect anything else Kid,
and I respect it. I think I’ve found something I can do to put you
far ahead of the competition. It may even ensure your success.
There’s this guy I heard about who trains private soldiers;
paramilitary or mercenaries they’re called. Through a friend, of a
friend, of a friend I finally made contact with this guy. He
normally takes groups of up to six men at a time and trains them in
covert warfare; sniper training, assassinations, hand to hand
combat, small arms, explosives, urban warfare, escaping from prison
camps, you know, war crap. I’ve got it lined up, if you’re
interested, for you to take a full month of training with this guy,
all by yourself. He’ll devote his attention solely to you so you
get the maximum benefit of everything he knows.”

Clay didn’t need to think more than a split
second before he responded, “Sure I’d like to do it, but I don’t
have the kind of money this guy would want, so I…”

Tony cut him off in mid sentence “I told you
this was a surprise from me; a gift Kid, you don’t get to pay
anything. But understand; this is no picnic you’re going on. You’ll
have to go to a gym and work out every day for the next month and
get in top shape before he’ll even start with you. You’ll live at
this guy’s place and do the training there. This AIN’T no picnic
Kid. When I talked to this guy he impressed the hell out of me; he
knows more about stalking and killing people than anybody I've ever
talked to. He sounds like one bad son of a bitch. O.K?”

Clay looked at Tony and nodded his head in
acceptance, “Yeah Tony, it’s O.K. Hell, it’s more than O.K. it’s
great. Thank you. I really appreciate all you’re doing for me.”

Clay used the phone book to find listings of
gyms in the area and selected one before leaving the bar. After
driving there, he went inside and took a tour of the facility with
the manager; a tall muscular man named Dan Farrow. He decided to
enroll with a long term membership. In his line of work being in
good physical shape had to be a good thing. The manager also served
as a personal trainer. If he could get even close to the physical
condition of the manager he would be as fit as his body could stand
to endure. He told Dan he wanted to get in better shape because he
was just tired of looking soft, and wanted to look better. He added
he was self employed and could adjust his work schedule to make
time to work out. Dan simply nodded when Clay said he was going on
a month long vacation in thirty days and wanted to make the maximum
improvements he could by working out every day.

Dan seemed to be satisfied. He provided
information on nutrition and proper diet and made a standing
appointment to work with Clay every morning at eight Monday through
Friday.

Clay had never worked out seriously and was
amazed as the fat disappeared from all parts of his body and was
replaced with lean hard muscle. To increase his cardio vascular
endurance, and improve flexibility while bulking up with muscle, he
began to run more, both on the machines at the club, and outdoors
when the weather was decent. One morning, after his session with
Dan, they walked by one of the rooms where exercise classes were
held. An instructor was leading a small group, mostly women,
through stretching routines. Dan said “You should give some thought
to enrolling in one of these classes and possibly consider a Yoga
routine also. They help keep you flexible and also help your mental
attitude.” Seeing a dubious expression form on Clay’s face he
continued, “I’m serious. I try to do at least three classes a week
and recommend it highly. In fact, I’ll give you a free trial
membership in each of these classes for a month and you can form
your own opinion.”

Clay soon found himself spending half of
every day at the gym and enjoying it immensely. He was enjoying it
so much he lost track of the day’s and didn’t realize his next
thirty day training period was almost at hand. Soon he would be
going to ‘war camp’ as Tony was calling it.

Tony reminded him of the encroaching date one
afternoon over a glass of beer. “I got a call from your instructor
this morning. He wanted to know if you’re still serious, afraid you
might be having second thoughts and want to back out. I told him
you’re starting to look like a statue of one of those Greek Gods,
all muscled out and all.” Tony grinned and started laughing and
said loudly enough for Mickey and several patrons at the bar to
hear, “I can just see Clay posing nude up there on a table with his
pecker hanging out.” Mickey yelled, “Come on Clay, get naked and
climb up on the table. I’ll call Joan the hooker to come up and be
the judge.” When the group had stopped laughing and Tony had
regained his composure, he said “Come on, we need to go upstairs.”
After putting a fresh head on their mugs, they both headed up the
stairs to the card room.

After settling in at the table, Tony began to
read from a lined pad of paper, “This guy you’re going to train
with, he said to call him Joe, had me write down these things to
tell you. First, you’ll take the money for the training with you in
cash. You’re to carry it in a large blue gym bag. I’ll have it when
you’re ready to leave. Second, you’re to drive to Knoxville
Tennessee and arrive by seven o’clock next Tuesday morning. Don’t
stay in Knoxville the night before; drive into town in the morning.
You’re to park your car at the long term parking area near the
airport. Then take a cab to the bus station and buy a ticket for
Asheville North Carolina, the bus leaves at ten a.m. It’s important
you’re on the ten o'clock bus. You’ll be contacted by someone
there. Next, you’re to wear a pair of Army surplus combat boots,
make sure they fit you good. Buy the boots today and wear them
until they’re broken in. Also, wear a worn pair of Levi’s, a light
weight red jacket and a St. Louis Cardinals cap. Nothing is to be
new, except for the boots. He’s going to call me again the day
after tomorrow to get your clothing sizes; here write them down on
this paper. He said to bring two changes of your regular clothing
and he’ll furnish everything else you’ll need. Now, listen closely
to this. When you’re contacted at the bus station the person will
say, ‘Well, hi there stranger, I haven’t seen you for a long time’
and you’re to reply, ‘I’ll be damned, it was in Miami, wasn’t it’.
Got all of this, or do you want to go over it again?”

“Let me have the paper to read” Clay said to
Tony. “I’ll write down the two code sentences and put it in my
billfold.”

Tony left to go to the bathroom, and refill
their beers.

Clay read the simple instructions again and
again until he was sure he had all of the details memorized. He
copied the recognition sentences on to a scrap of paper and put it
in his billfold. He would have them memorized and dispose of the
paper before reaching Knoxville.

When Tony returned with the beer, they
finished their drinks while Tony filled Clay in on the recent
happenings in his business, something he continued to do every time
they got together.

 


It took stops at two Army Surplus stores
before he found a pair of combat boots in his size. Many stops were
made at second hand clothing stores looking for the other items he
was directed to wear. Finding a used Cardinals cap in Chicago was
going to take some doing. He went home with the boots and a red
jacket, but no cap. However, he knew with determination he would
find it too.

Margaret was in the kitchen fixing supper
when he entered the back door. He had left the red jacket in his
car trunk and had the new boots in a bag.

“Have you been shopping” his mother asked as
he laid the bag on the floor while taking off his coat. “Yeah, I
bought a new pair of work boots. I’m getting low on money, so I’m
going to look for some other line of work.”

“Clay, you’re not planning to work for Tony
Giliano, are you?”

“No Mom, I don’t want to do what Tony and his
guys do.” Clay winced internally at the half truth he had just
told.

“Clay, I’m worried about you spending so much
time with him. It’s because of him you got in trouble with the
Union for quitting your job. Can’t you see what trouble he brings
on you just by being associated with his kind of trashy people?
Believe me, I know what trouble people like him can cause.”

“Look Mom, I know how you feel about the
Giliano’s, and what they represent to you, but they’re not all bad.
They have standards they live by too just like you do; only they’re
different standards. I’m not condoning some of the things they’ve
done, but I’m not a part of Tony’s business and won’t be.”

Walter had overheard the conversation and
entered the room, sitting down at the red Formica topped kitchen
table. “Clay maybe you haven’t heard this, but in addition to what
was in the newspapers and on television, the talk on the street is
while Tony Giliano was in the hospital he hired a professional
killer to get even with some Russian gangsters who shot him. He
ordered the killing of those fourteen people and God only knows how
many more. Some of the Chicago policemen come in the shop to get
haircuts and several of them have said this hired killer is one of
the coldest blooded people they’ve ever come up against. Why, one
of those people they slaughtered was a woman. And the police say
members of the Russian gang continued to disappear, or were found
dead for three months after those first murders. The police are
baffled and haven’t been able to charge anyone for a single one of
those killings. There are rumors on the street some young local
killer was hired to take over in Giliano’s absence; but no one is
saying who the person is. Do you understand the kind of people
you’re dealing with? They’d just as soon slit your throat as look
at you if they get it in for you. They don’t have moral qualms
about killing anybody.”

Margaret got back into the conversation
before Clay could reply. “Clay, we love you and don’t want to see
you get hurt, or get lead into trouble. If those people have the
opportunity to profit from your involvement in some crooked scheme
they won’t think twice about using you for their own personal gain.
And Son, if you were to get involved with them and commit some
horrible act, well, I just don’t know what I’d do; even though you
are my own flesh and blood and I love you dearly.”

“Mom, Walter, I promise you I am not going to
work for Tony in his business. I’ve heard the same rumors you have
Walter, and I know how serious they are. In fact, as I was starting
to tell Mom earlier, I’m thinking about looking at other kinds of
work to get into. I’m going to go away for five or six weeks and
try some different things. I can work at other kinds of jobs, maybe
find a job where I could work my way up in a business. I’m planning
to leave sometime early next week.” Walter and Margaret both
started to talk at the same time, but Clay held both hands up and
silenced them. “I know I could stay right here and do the same
thing, but I’m young and single, and this is a chance to travel and
see some parts of the country I haven’t been to before I settle
down with someone.”

Walter spoke up first, and was in agreement
with Clay, “I think it’s a good idea and you’ve got my support. If
you need some money to tide you over let me know and I’ll make you
a loan. Take all the time you need.”

Margaret sat chewing on her lip, waiting
until Clay had taken his package down to his room before starting
in on Walter, “I don’t agree with you on this” she said sharply.
“He could have stayed right here and changed jobs until he finds
something he’s more suited to.”

“Yes, he could have. And he‘d continue to
hang out with Tony Giliano. This way he gets out of town for awhile
and breaks the tie, even if for just a month or so. I’d rather see
him find a job in another part of the country if it means getting
away from those gangsters. Because mark my word, if he doesn’t he’s
going to end up in trouble.”

Margaret was looking for something she could
take some solace in and said “Well, he did mention settling down
with someone didn’t he?”

 


Down in his room, Clay lay on his bed and
thought about the white lies he had just told his parents.
Technically he could argue he hadn’t told them out right lies, but
his conscience told him it was a pile of bull. Lately, situations
had been arising with increasing frequency where he was being
forced to lie to them routinely in order to keep them out of his
private life. “And what a life it is. I’m a hired killer,” Clay
said out loud to himself. Since Tony’s shooting and his role as
vigilante he had bumped heads with his mother more and more often
about his involvement with Tony. Since he didn’t intend to alter
his life, the only choice was to back out of theirs. He'd need to
separate himself from them so they wouldn’t be privy to his
actions. He was drifting further and further away from Margaret. He
would never have believed it would ever happen. But it was
happening and he was preparing to cut her out of his life even
further. Funny, how changes seemingly so unrelated can have such an
impact on other aspects of life. Who could have guessed that he
would develop a knack for killing people? He still didn’t know when
it developed fully. Why him? Why was killing the first thing he'd
done well and actually took pride in?

 


When Margaret and Walter had gone to bed and
were lying beside each other she spoke again about Clay. “I’m
concerned about Clay. You’ve been very good to my son and I
appreciate your effort. You’ve done a good job raising him, and
being a father for him.”

“I told you when we got married I expected
you to be a mother to my kids and I would assume the role of Clay’s
father. We’ve both carried out our end of the bargain and we have
good kids to prove it. Clay has drifted into dangerous territory,
hanging out with a bunch of hoodlums, but he’s a good kid with a
good head on his shoulders. He’ll get straightened out and do all
right. Just be patient with him and give him some growing
room.”

Walter reached over to his nightstand, turned
out the light, and rolled over toward Margaret. Circling her body
with his arm he pulled her close and gave her a series of kisses
while running his hand up and down her back from her shoulders to
her butt, where his hand finally stopped.

Margaret chuckled and said softly, “I guess
now you want payment for being a good father? Well big boy, and I
do mean big, I want equal payment for being a good mother too!

Half an hour later, after Walter had gone to
sleep with a smile on his face, Margaret was still awake. She
couldn’t put Clay out of her mind. I hope I’m worrying
unnecessarily about Clayton. I just wish he hadn’t been drawn to
Jimmy Giliano, and hadn’t become so involved with Tony she thought
to herself. Walter has been a model father to him, but they never
did hit it off, although Walter did everything a father could do to
foster a close relationship. Scouting, baseball, camping, fishing
and then football, always available to talk things over, help with
homework, and provide counseling when needed. Even though he had
his own son, Walter Jr., he always avoided showing any favoritism
to either one. I used to feel guilty about accepting Walter to be
his stepfather, but I know for a fact his birth father wouldn’t
have tried nearly as hard as Walt has. He still gets discouraged
because Clayton seldom shows any outward signs of affection or
acceptance of a father son type relationship. Now Clayton is an
adult and he chooses to spend more time with that damned Tony
Giliano than he ever spent with Walt. He never asked Walt to go to
a ball game, play golf or just go out for a beer. I’m actually
surprised Walt is still concerned about his actions and how it
could affect his future. Affect his future! I just pray to God he
has a decent future. I live in fear he’ll get even more involved
with those outlaws. I don’t know how I’ll make it if he commits
some horrible crime. I pray he doesn’t get in trouble with the law
and get sent to jail because of his connection to Tony and his
thugs. Please, please Clayton don’t let me down.

 


On the day before he was to arrive in
Knoxville Clay drove south from Chicago, across Indiana and
Kentucky into Tennessee. After spending the night at a motel a few
miles east of Nashville, he arose early the next morning, ate
breakfast at a truck stop and drove to the Knoxville airport. The
truck was left in the long term parking lot where he got a cab.

He arrived at the bus station at eight thirty
in the morning. The old station was typically dirty and had a worn
out look; a place where few people would feel comfortable upon
arriving, and most would be eager to leave. Clay bought his ticket
to Asheville and stopped at the news stand to buy a magazine,
picking out one about firearms. Walking to the concession area he
bought a large Styrofoam cup of black coffee and took a seat at a
small table near the far wall. The articles in the magazine were
interesting, but some of the terms he was reading were new to him;
muzzle velocity, drop, foot pounds of force and the other technical
lingo were things he would have to learn more about. He was
wondering if he would be contacted before he got on the bus, or
when he arrived in Asheville. At nine thirty he had finished his
second coffee and decided to move. He left the table in the
concession area, stopped by the rest room, and then took a seat on
a bench out in the terminal waiting area. He had just gotten seated
when a woman sat down beside him and said “Well, hi there stranger,
I haven’t seen you for a long time” Clay looked up at the woman and
stared blankly for a few seconds, then replied “I’ll be damned; it
was in Miami, wasn’t it?”

 


After boarding the bus the pair sat next to
each other near the back and chatted casually as if they were old
friends, each making up things to say, playing on what the other
one had just said. There were only eight other passengers on the
bus; most of them had taken seats near the front upon getting
aboard. The woman appeared to be about thirty six or thirty eight
and wore no makeup. She had her long black hair pulled back and
tied off, and would probably be attractive if she wanted to be. She
was wearing a pair of designer jeans with designs stitched on the
rear pockets, a thin, faded, blue flannel shirt, laced hiking
boots, and a well worn, short, brown leather jacket. Her skin had a
medium tan; she was about five feet seven inches tall, slender and
appeared by her quick and graceful movements to be in good physical
condition. He had been told to address her as Joan and she called
him Joseph. She was saying “I’m so surprised and happy to see you
here.”

Clay, feeling rather cocky and playful
replied “Good, we can plan to have sex tonight, like we did our
last night in Miami.”

The woman smiled and reached over to gently
take his left hand in both of hers, giving it a soft squeeze. She
slid her left hand down the top of his hand toward the beginning of
his fingers. Suddenly she grasped his two smaller fingers, and bent
them back until an expression of acute pain replaced the one of
surprise on Clay’s face. “Watch your mouth” was all she said,
softly and quietly but with enough firmness to make him take her
seriously. She released his hand, lay back against the seatback,
relaxed, and closed her eyes.

Clay flexed the fingers on his pained hand to
see if there was any permanent damage or if anything was broken.
Christ, I was just joking he said silently to himself, and then he
too leaned back in his seat and closed his eyes; keeping the
fingers of both hands loosely curled into fists in his lap.

The arrival time in Asheville was listed on
the bus schedule as two o’clock in the afternoon for the one
hundred and fifteen mile distance. The highway wound through low
tree covered mountains of the Appalachian range causing the bus to
take much longer than the distance would seem to require. In
addition to the rugged terrain to be traversed, the bus stopped at
every town on the route, and even between towns to take on or
discharge passengers. Shortly before one o’clock, the woman nudged
Clay out of a light sleep and said “Wake up, we’re getting off
here.” He pulled the blue bag out from under the seat in front of
him, and stepped out into the isle. Standing beside his seat he
allowed the woman to exit and walk in front of him toward the bus
driver. Clay followed and listened as Joan direct the man to let
them off at the next road to the right, about a half mile ahead she
guessed. The bus pulled to the shoulder of the two lane black top
highway and came to a stop where a gravel side road intersected.
The door across from the driver opened for them and the driver left
the bus to retrieve Clay’s suitcase from the luggage compartment.
As the bus pulled back onto the highway Clay followed Joan away
from the roadway to the edge of the woods. Joan leaned against a
huge oak tree with her right leg straight and her left leg bent at
the knee with her foot against the tree trunk.

After a minute of silence while she stared at
him Joan said, “You certainly don’t look like a killer.”

Clay didn’t know how much she knew about him
and didn’t comment, choosing to ignore her comment and continue
looking across the road into the forest.

“Who are you? What are you doing here? I
mean, most of the men who come to train with my husband look like
they were born to be mercenaries or soldiers of fortune, traipsing
around the world playing their little war games. They get their
jollies hurting and killing people; it gives them a feeling of
power over others. You don’t have the cruel, sadistic look they
have in common. You look like a clean cut kid who just walked out
of your senior prom.” She paused a moment, “And why are you getting
special treatment? What are you planning, to warrant solo
training?”

Before he could think of an appropriate reply
she exclaimed, “Oh, what the hell! Come on. We need to get
going.”

Clay tossed the gym bag to Joan, picked up
his suitcase and followed her across the highway, up a steep, weed
covered embankment and into the trees. She headed deeper into the
forest and he followed in silence. He ws at ease in the shadows and
random patterns of light filtering through the thick foliage of the
green canopy above them. It reminded him of the times he and Jimmy
had spent in the woodland on Tony’s farm in Illinois; times when he
shared deeds and thoughts in the confidence of a trusted
friend.

Fifteen minutes after entering the forest the
pair arrived at an old trail Clay surmised to be either a past
remnant of logging operations, or a trail used by some division of
a state or federal park service. The woman got in the drivers seat
of an older model Army Jeep and started the engine as he got
seated. Joan put the vehicle in gear, revved up the engine, and
popped the clutch. The Jeep hurtled along the narrow, rutted dirt
road, bouncing over tree limbs and through mud holes, narrowly
missing tree trunks on either side of the twisting roadway. Clay
hung on to any hand holds he could find and jammed his body into
the hard seat back. Wildlife was abundant and Clay saw deer
frequently as well as smaller animals; squirrel, fox, groundhog and
hundreds of birds.

The Jeep wound through the dense forest
valleys for twenty minutes, switching trails several times, until
the trail they were on intersected with a gravel road. Joan turned
to the right, and after three or four miles the gravel road became
a blacktop surface. In another five minutes the jeep slowed at a
large rock abutment on the left and turned off the road to the
right, into a private gravel lane. After several dozen yards Clay
could see buildings in the near distance through the trees. The
jeep slowed and entered a large meadow containing a two-story log
house, an oversized three-car detached garage and an even larger
metal building behind the first two.

The front door of the house opened and a man
walked out onto a covered porch spanning the entire length of the
house.

“My husband.” his driver informed him.

Clay saw a man near forty years old, about
six feet tall who weighed around two hundred ten pounds, wearing
boots, jeans and a green plaid flannel shirt. He had blond hair cut
short in a crew cut, firm square jaw, and blue eyes set in a wide
tan face. Lean and muscular; his movements reminded Clay of a
jaguar he had seen at the Chicago Zoo; a solitary animal whose
stealthy movements were quick and graceful; a natural killing
machine.

The man gave Joan a hug and a kiss, and then
extended his right hand out to Clay. “Call me Joe. You don’t need
to know our real names and we don’t need to know yours.” He pointed
at a pair of Labs, one black and the other golden” These two are
Blackie and Sis.”

Joan handed the money bag to her husband and
they headed into the house while Clay retrieved his luggage from
the Jeep and then followed.

Inside, a southern/country décor gave the
house a homey feeling; informal, neat and very relaxed. Joan showed
Clay to the upstairs bedroom where he would sleep. He put his
suitcase beside the bed and went back downstairs. Standing in the
living room, he looked in the adjoining rooms and saw the pair
standing in the kitchen.

Joe asked, “Would you like something to
drink, water, coffee, tea, soda, beer?”

After all three had opened their long necks,
they walked back out to the front porch and sat down in Adirondack
chairs, arranging them in a conversation circle so they could see
each others faces while they talked. Blackie had approached Clay,
sniffing the back of his hand hanging down along side the
chair.

Joe started the conversation, “Since we’re
going to spend the next month in close quarters I’d like to know
some things about who you are and what kind of person you are. But
first I’ll tell you some things about me and my background. I
enlisted in the Army when I was eighteen and moved into the Rangers
after getting recommended by my Lieutenant. I found a home there,
and excelled in the small tight groups we worked in. I liked
working and living with a select group I could trust with my life,
and be secure in the knowledge they were among the best trained of
any Army. We performed covert operations around the world, entering
foreign countries to free political prisoners, or assassinate
people our government targeted; among other things. Then I took a
discharge, and joined the Central Intelligence Agency. I continued
doing basically the same thing, but for a whole lot more money than
a soldier got paid.”

“During the years I began to see officials at
middle and lower levels of the agency making deals and arrangements
for their own gain. I felt some of them were contrary to the best
interest of my country. I got sick of what they were doing, but
knew if I tried to blow the whistle on them I’d first be
discredited, and then eliminated. Eliminated by the very people I
worked beside in the field. As I looked back I wondered how many
other agents I might have killed, under orders, because they were
attempting to do what was right.”

Standing up, Joe walked over to the end of
the porch to spit and remained there a full minute, looking toward
the woods. Clay had a profile view of Joan setting in a rocker with
both hands on the beer bottle held in her lap. Her head was facing
downward, and he thought he detected a pensive, almost sorrowful
expression; as if she was suffering as much as the storyteller
while listening to details from a past she had lived through with
the man she loved.

Sitting back down Joe continued, “When I
decided to leave the CIA there was the matter of what I would do to
earn a living. I’m a professional agent on an international scale.
Before leaving I learned I was ranked as one of the top twelve
professional operatives in the world in proficiency and
performance. In answer to the question forming in your brain right
now, no those twelve people are not all in the service of the
United States. Only two of our people were ranked up there; the
others are from around the world: England, Israel, Russia, Turkey
and several others. I wanted to get away from the killing, but it’s
what I’m good at. It’s what I’ve done all my adult life. So now I
train aspiring killers in the art of ‘covert actions’, a term my
former boss’s liked to use to disguise the real name of what we
did; it was murder, plain and simple.”

Adjusting his position in his chair, Joe
continued “I don’t tell any of this to my other customers. I’m only
telling you because I suspect what your reasons are for being here,
and I want to make sure you know what you’re getting into. At your
young age you’ll probably go ahead with whatever plans you have
laid out. But at some point you may come to the same conclusion I
have, and may want out just like I did. Or not, it’s up to you and
your own conscience. One of the reasons I stay out here in the
woods is because when I tried to change professions and just do a
plain everyday job, there was always somebody who could read me;
see what I am and what I’m capable of, and then had to challenge
me. Sort of like the old gunslingers and the young kids who wanted
to make a name for themselves by taking on the old pro. I have the
freedom to go wherever I like, but I’m a prisoner because of what I
am.”

Joe changed the subject from himself to his
pupil, “The man paying for this said you have already killed
several people. Looking at you, it’s hard to believe. He also said
you planned and carried out a mass execution; the one in Chicago
about seven months ago, right? I thought so. The area code of the
phone number of your sponsor was in the Chicago area. All of the
talk from the people I know attributed the job to some mysterious
and highly experienced professional from out of town; some even
suspected me. My hats off to you; you’ve already tasted blood, and
apparently you have a knack for it, just like I did. Don’t mind me
if I offer you condolence instead of congratulations. I know what’s
ahead for you even if you don’t. Now, tell me about yourself and
what you expect of me over the next four weeks.”

Clay took a deep breath and let it out slowly
while he thought about where to start. “I got into this because
some drunk attacked me outside a bar. I defended myself, he wound
up dead and I escaped undetected. It was in self defense, but I
wasn’t sure anyone would believe my story. A short time later my
best friend was murdered; I avenged his death by stalking and
executing the man who killed him. I felt a strong moral obligation
to make things right because we had been lifelong friends, and we
each thought we would always be there for the other. Two years
later his father, who runs one of the Chicago mobs, was shot by
another gang wanting to take over the rackets in his area. Since
his son was dead, I stepped in and led the hit on the other gang,
knowing they all had to be eliminated or an all out war would
erupt. Since then I’ve made my first professionally paid hit. It
came off good, except I know of some mistakes I made and I need to
correct those. My experience is minimal, so I'm here to learn. I
guess I really don’t have any expectations because I don’t have
anything to judge by. I don’t know how a professional like you
operates. I don’t know what skills I should have, and I don’t know
what weapons are available besides the common pistols, rifles,
shotguns and so on. I did use some M-14s and incendiary grenades on
the Chicago job and thought those were far out.”

“Apparently you already have your mind set on
becoming a hired killer. I’m not encouraging you; it’s your
decision and you’ll have to live with it. Since you haven’t been in
the business long enough to be aware of the skills you need I’ll
take the liberty of teaching you the things I think you need to
know. You’re probably wondering why we’ll spend four weeks out here
in the woods when most of your work will undoubtedly take place in
urban areas. First, the skills you’ll learn here will be vital
anywhere, in rural or urban settings. Second, we have privacy here
and the ability to move around undetected, space to target
practice, all out of the view of prying eyes. I’ll teach you the
basics; you’ll need to continue your training on your own to gain
proficiency.”

“You’ll learn proper firearms handling, close
up targeting as well as how to hit a target up to half a mile away
with a rifle. I’ll teach you about explosives; how to use readily
available materials to make powerful bombs; how to rig timers and
trip wires. I’ll show you how to kill an opponent in one blow, snap
a neck like a dead stick, stun a man so he’s helpless to fight back
effectively, fight with a knife, and use a garrote to silently
strangle a victim. We’ll practice stealth tactics; how to approach
a target without arousing attention or suspicion, even in a city.
There will also be training on how to identify and disable security
systems. We’ll talk about poisons and how to procure or create
them.

Now let’s have supper, relax a bit and turn
in; tomorrow morning we’ll start with hand to hand combat, and move
to classroom instruction in the afternoon. Set your alarm for five
thirty; breakfast is at six fifteen and we start training at seven.
If you decide to go outside at night for any reason start talking
when you open the door; the dogs stay outside and may attack you
since you’re new here.”

 


By the end of the third week Clay felt like
his head would explode if he crammed anymore information into it.
During the first two weeks he and Joe had spent ten hour days in
the metal building at the back of the compound. The building
contained a kitchen, two classrooms, a large training room for
hands on exercises with mats on the floor, storage lockers for the
various equipment to outfit a half dozen trainees and a bunk room.
Most days started at seven in the morning with whatever physical
training Joe had planned for the day. After lunch they would go to
one of the classrooms where Joe would present information on
subjects from pre-planning a hit to planning the escape route.
There was so much more involved than Clay had ever imagined. He
learned when using a small caliber pistol from several feet away
the victim should be shot through the ear or the eyes because the
low power bullets may not penetrate the skull with enough force to
do lethal damage to the brain. Or, when possible, plan a hit with a
stone or concrete wall behind the victim so bullets passing through
a body would be too damaged to get a good ballistics match. And
with a knife, how to inflict a killing wound without getting
covered with the victims blood. Clay learned how to disassemble a
pistol or rifle until he could do it in the dark, or blind folded.
He learned how to destroy a house or building using natural gas
piped into the building, flammable liquids, and solid fuel like
wood and common household products. At the beginning of the third
week they had started discussing sniper training. Joe removed
a.30-06 Winchester Model 70 rifle from a compartment in one of the
storage cabinets. He handed it to Clay to get used to the feel and
weight of it. They spent the rest of the day shooting at 100 and
200 yard distances and discussing the merits of the Winchester
Model 70 and Remington 700 rifles as well as some foreign made
rifles.

The remainder of the week was spent in the
forest, dressed in army fatigues and carrying a lightweight
backpack and rifle. Clay remembered the first two days in
particular.

Early the first morning he and Joe had left
the compound in the Ford pick up and were deep in the forest before
seven o’clock. They left the truck and were following an animal
trail in a valley between two mountains. Leaving the trail the two
men began to climb up a hillside to their right. The slope was
steep and irregular, with varying degrees of difficulty in the
ascent. As they rose higher the climb became increasingly harder,
until Clay found himself lagging behind. The weight of the pack and
awkwardness of a rifle made climbing very difficult. Hurrying to
catch up he began to climb with all his strength and endurance,
taking changes on dubious footings, and grasping small trees and
bushes for leverage and support. Climbing like a man possessed he
gained ground steadily; he felt this was probably a test to see
what he was made of. Short of breaking a limb or sliding all the
way back down to where they had started, he intended to reach their
destination when his leader did. After ten minutes of climbing at a
furious pace, he felt he was gaining on Joe. In another fifteen
minutes they were close enough to touch, just as they breached a
flat rocky area near the top of the mountain.

The panoramic view before them was
spectacular. The sun, well above the horizon, had not burned off
the mist in the tree-covered valleys below them. It looked like
clouds had fallen from the sky and filled the valleys, clinging to
and obliterating the vegetation. When Clay glanced at his watch he
could hardly believe they had been climbing for thirty minutes, but
it fit and explained why he was tired and breathing heavily.

After removing several items from the
lightweight backpack he was carrying, Joe laid it at the edge of
the small clearing, and indicated for Clay to do the same.

Leading the way to a rock over hang at the
edge of the clearing, Joe settled in under the branches of a large
pine tree. Pointing to a mountain to the south he said “There’s
your target; remember what you’ve learned about shooting this
rifle.”

Clay thought to himself he could hardly miss
hitting the mountain, so there must be some smaller target he
couldn’t see. Lying down in a prone position, he began to scan the
mountain through the adjustable twenty power riflescope, looking
for his target.

Joe broke the silence “The slope we're facing
on the mountain is just under half a mile away. This is a long shot
for a beginner; but I want to see what you can do and learn if you
have what it takes to be a sniper. The scope has been adjusted for
this distance, but you’ll need to make some minor corrections to
make it fit you. I’ll coach you until you develop a feel for
it.”

Clay finally spotted a wide ledge two thirds
of the way up the mountain. He counted a dozen plastic milk jugs
placed on the ground, on boulders, and stuck into crevices in the
vertical rock face behind the ledge. Some were clear and others
were shades of red, green or blue; the coloring, along with shadows
cast by the early morning sunlight, made some harder to distinguish
than others. Clay loaded the rifle and concentrated on remembering
the instructions given during the past days of training.

Joe removed a spotting scope from a case and
prepared to watch Clay’s first target practice. “Remember,
compensate for wind, take a breath, let it out, and squeeze off a
shot smoothly. Which jug are you aiming for?”

On his first four shots Clay missed the
chosen target, but came increasingly closer. Joe appraised each
shot, coaching Clay and making suggestions on how to correct what
he was doing wrong. On the fifth shot the plastic jug tumbled
backward, as the force of the .30-06 caliber 150 grain bullet hit
the shale filled container. After rolling backward several yards,
what was left of the jug came to rest at the base of the vertical
cliff. After his initial hit, Clay missed the next two, and then
hit two in a row. After two hours he had taken twenty seven shots,
and all of the containers had been hit.

The two men ate a cold lunch sitting on the
rock ledge under the shade of pine trees, far above the floor of
the valley below.

Between bites Joe said, “Congratulations on
your marksmanship. You have a natural ability very few people can
develop even with extensive practice. Our next move will be to
descend the mountain on the opposite side we climbed, into some of
the most rugged terrain in this part of the forest. I’m afraid the
noise and the length of time elapsed during the shooting, might
have caused someone to alert the local authorities about the
gunfire; we’re not supposed to be in this section of the forest,
it’s a game preserve. The authorities in turn may relay the
complaint to federal law enforcement. We’ll move deeper into the
forest to evade any possible contact. Tomorrow morning we’ll be at
your target mountain to clean up all signs of your practice
session.”

Clay noted, “If the authorities do search for
us, the pickup will probably be found.”

Joe laughed and said, “Come on kid, you need
to have more faith in me. After we left this morning, Joan rode a
100 cc motorcycle out to where we parked the pick up, loaded the
bike in the bed, and took the truck back to the house.”

After descending the mountain the men spent
the remainder of the afternoon moving silently through the thick
forest, practicing the arts of natural camouflage and tracking. At
dusk they ate food from their backpacks; cold rations designed for
Army soldiers in combat zones where fires couldn't be built.

Overnight they slept out in the open in
sleeping bags, awaking the next morning before dawn under a heavy
layer of dew. The humidity was high, even though the air felt cool,
and their clothing was damp from the moisture in the air. Both men
stowed their gear, drank water from their canteens, relieved
themselves, and were on their way as soon as there was just barely
enough light to see. Joe took the lead through the dense shadows,
moving silently, taking care with each step to avoid breaking
fallen branches underfoot. Leaves on the ground had been softened
by the heavy dew and made scarcely any sound. Clay assumed this was
just another exercise in stealth techniques. He barely saw Joe’s
hand motion him to stop, but noted the man had frozen dead still in
his tracks. Joe’s hand slowly motioned for Clay to move ahead
cautiously and quietly. When he was so close to Joe they almost
touched, he saw shadowy forms in front of them. The shapes didn't
blend into the vertical tree lines of the forest and moved
occasionally. One of the six shapes he could define raised its
head, glanced around, and lowered its head again to continue
feeding on the meager plants growing in a small clearing.

Joe moved his right hand in extremely slow
motion to indicate what he and Clay would do, communicating without
making a sound or saying a word. Joe crouched down, removed his
backpack, and began to move to the left in slow, prolonged,
stealthy movements. Clay watched as the big man moved away quietly
and effortlessly through the shadows amid saplings and small
bushes. He removed his own backpack and laid the rifle with it,
crouched, withdrew his knife from its sheath, and began to move
ahead toward the small herd of grazing deer. He couldn’t believe he
was about to try what Joe had indicated to him; a month ago he
wouldn’t have thought it even possible. But, if Joe was confident
it could be done, then he would attempt it. The deer were still
about twenty five feet ahead and Clay moved as slowly and as
quietly as he could. Even so, he began to notice agitation among
them. They sense something is amiss he thought while managing to
move ten or twelve feet closer to the shadowy forms. He knew they
had to be hearing the occasional twig breaking under foot and the
rustle of bushes being parted. Still in a crouched position, he
stopped often as he continued to see heightened agitation in the
half dozen animals. From twelve feet away he could see the animals
were spread out over a distance of thirty feet, mostly to his left.
His heart was pounding so loud he was sure the deer could hear it;
an adrenaline rush had sharpened his senses, honed like a razors
edge. Everything else faded from his conciseness as he focused all
of his attention on a single target before him.

The stillness suddenly exploded with a loud
screaming sound and the noise of something crashing through the
sparse vegetation and debris on the forest floor. The startled deer
herd froze for an extended instant. At the same time Clay recovered
from his own momentary shock at the sudden but expected noise and
lunged forward. As the frightened deer reacted to the initial
source of attack they attempted to turn and run away. Clay reached
the nearest doe moving in front of him as it was turning from the
danger. On its outstretched rear legs, its body bent almost double,
the deer was attempting to make a desperate leap to safety. As he
sprang toward the animal it was already committed to its initial
evasive action. In three strides he hit the deer broadside, wrapped
his left arm around the base of the animal’s neck and hung on,
slowing its forward motion; at the same time he thrust the knife in
his right hand deep into the deer’s throat, forcing the knife away
from himself and the deer in a slicing motion. The deer faltered,
stumbled, and fell over on its left side, with Clay going down on
top of it. Instinctively he moved to position himself on top of the
doe’s warm body, away from the hooves flailing aimlessly and feebly
to his right as the deer bled to death. What remained of the small
herd had disappeared into the shadows and the only sounds he heard
was his heart beating loudly over the gasps of the animal dying
beneath him. Looking into the eye inches from his own head he
sensed the fear and utter helplessness of the dying doe as he
pinned it to the ground.

Joe had caught a small yearling, not many
months past being a fawn, and had broken its neck before it could
follow its mother in retreat.

Joe nodded his approval to Clay, saying “This
is a lesson in survival, in case you have a job go bad and need to
disappear in order to escape. Remember you can do this, or
something similar in a pinch. Now, we’re about to have a warm and
nutritious, though highly unorthodox breakfast.” Joe extracted a
length of light rope from his backpack, tied one end of the rope to
the doe’s hind legs and tossed the rope over a low tree branch
eight feet off the ground. After pulling on the rope and raising
the deer to the vertical position, he tied the rope off. Digging
around in his backpack he found a collapsible metal cup, extended
it in the open position and held it to catch blood draining from
the neck. He motioned for Clay to do the same, and drank down the
thick warm liquid. Taking his knife in hand, he rose and cut
through the deer’s hide to expose the tenderloin running along the
backbone. Clay watched as Joe sliced off a chunk of bloody meat,
placed it in his mouth and began chewing.

Clay had heard his brother-in-law, Tom, tell
stories of watching old farmers in Wisconsin catching the blood of
cows while butchering and drinking the blood, but never dreamed he
would be called upon to do the same. Putting his cup under the
deer, he caught the dark stream of draining blood until the cup was
two thirds full. Standing up, he felt the warmth of the crimson
liquid transferring through the metal cup to his hand, and said out
loud, but to himself more than to Joe, “Well, here goes.”
Swallowing a small amount of the thick fluid, Clay found he could
over ride the squeamishness he had learned from society by
concentrating on Joe's comment, “This is a lesson in survival.”

After emptying the cup, he stood by the deer
carcass and carved off a small chunk of meat. The meat was firm,
and chewier than he had anticipated, but not at all bad
tasting.

Joe stepped over to the deer and said “Eat
up; this is all you get for breakfast. The whole point of this
exercise is to show how you can live off the land for weeks; and
exist without building a fire or firing a shot. Chances are you
will never need to do it, but if the occasion should arise,
remember: you can live a long time on animal meat, raw fish, bugs
and some native plants. You don’t even need much water if you can
drink enough fluid from other animals. In this business you’ve
entered into you can quickly go from being the hunter to being the
hunted. Don’t ever forget how quickly your roles can change.”

After both men had eaten what they wanted,
Joe untied the rope suspending the deer, let it drop to the ground
and returned the rope to his backpack. Before moving on, they
carried the carcass about fifty feet and laid it behind a fallen
tree trunk, out of sight.

Having again donned their backpacks, the two
men continued following the animal trail. The darkness had given
away to lighter shadows cast by the rising sun, still hidden behind
the taller mountains. After a quarter mile walk they came upon a
small stream running through the valley. Joe dropped the young deer
he had been carrying and gutted it near the edge of the stream.
Clay washed both hands and his left sleeve up to the elbow to
remove the blood. The small deer was suspended from a tree to skin
the carcass, and then washed in the clear cold stream. Cutting
enough meat from the carcass for their supper, he wrapped it in
cheese cloth and butchers paper, before carrying all the waste over
to an area of dense weeds growing in an area open to dappled
sunlight. The scraps, bones, and hide were tossed into the middle
of the weeded area off the normal pathway. Joe spent the remainder
of the day teaching Clay more about the art of camouflage, how to
move silently thru the dense forest and discussing edible plants
and insects.

 


Early in the evening after the last day of
training Joe and Clay were sitting in the living room in front of
the fireplace, reminiscing and saying their good byes. Joan was in
the training building cooking supper.

Joe paused while taking a swallow of beer,
“Joan will drive you back to the airport to your car in the
morning. I want to emphasize several pieces of advice, even though
we’ve already discussed all of them at least once.”

“First, no drinking or drugs before or during
a hit; stay focused on the job at hand. You wouldn’t believe how
many men I’ve seen who need to have a few stiff drinks before a
hit. Second, know when to postpone and regroup when conditions
aren’t right. Follow your instincts; they’re usually right on.
Third, know when to quit when the job is beyond salvaging.
Sometimes it just isn’t worth the risk. If the job is impossible to
complete, admit it to your self and move on; don’t take unwarranted
risk. Fourth, pay attention to details, details, details. And last,
but above all else, don’t get involved personally with the
victim.”

Clay watched and when Joe finished his beer,
got up and went to the kitchen for two more. Sitting back down
across from Joe he said, “I can’t believe how fast the time has
gone bye since I came here. I really appreciate what you’ve taught
me. I sense a lot of the material was from your actual experience;
it wasn’t just book training you had received earlier. Several
times I could feel how difficult it was for you when you were
recalling particular tactics. I thought those memories likely led
you to leave the CIA. What I’m trying to say is I value the effort
you’ve put into passing this information on to me, even though I
understand you don’t really want me to use it the way I’m going
to.”

“You’re very perceptive” Joe replied, as he
opened his fresh beer. Then, after taking a long swallow he
continued, “And, yes I have taught you a few things the agency
doesn’t use in their training. And, yes some disturbing memories
were resurrected by those actions. If you had been in the Agency
when I was younger and at my peak I would have asked to have you as
my partner. You’re very good at all of this.” Joe shifted in his
chair and for several seconds stared into the flames of the fire
burning in front of him. Clay remained silent, watching this man
who, in his eyes, was larger than life struggle with what he was
about to say.

“What you’re embarking on is a very lonely
life. I doubt you’ll be able to have a wife and family and continue
this line of work. There will be too many secrets in your everyday
routine to have intimate relationships. It was different with my
wife because what I was doing was legal and in the interest of
national security, or so I was told.

“I mentioned once before how the people I
worked for know what I'm doing, but don’t approve of it. They only
allow me to continue because from time to time they have need of
some very low-level grunts of the type I provide training to. They
would not condone the level of training I’ve passed on to a person
of your aptitude, mainly because of what you intend to do with the
skills you’ve learned. They don’t want highly trained killers
preying on the public, primarily because of the negative publicity
it would generate. But, I did it for the money. I shot your sponsor
an extremely high price, thinking he would hang up; but I
underestimated him. I didn’t think anyone would pay thirty thousand
dollars for a months training. When I reach the dollar amount I
feel is needed to retire I‘ll shut down all of the training, sell
this place, and move to another area my wife and I have picked out.
I’m very close to my magical number, and in the next year or so I
anticipate making the move.”

“You told me one night about your criteria
for accepting jobs; you will only consider people involved in
crime. I believe you, and am trusting in what you told me. How are
you going to handle keeping this part of your life from your
family?"

“I’ve been thinking long and hard on how to
do it. Soon, I’ll need to move out of their house and be on my own.
Also, I need to find a business where I can be free to travel and
create my own schedule as a cover.”

Joan came in carrying a pan of food and
asked, “Which one of you is going to get the rest of our supper
from the kitchen and bring it over to the house?”

 


The next morning, after breakfast, Clay shook
hands and said goodbye to Joe, then got in the truck for the ride
back to Knoxville. They made small talk for a short time and then
both fell silent. After riding for an hour Clay turned to Joan.

“The day we met, after we got off the bus,
you asked me who I am, and what I’m doing here. I’ve thought a lot
about those questions even before you asked them. I guess the only
answer I have is I’ve changed a lot in the last several years.
Changed enough for my values to have modified from what they were
that short time ago. Tragic events occurred and they caused me to
see things from a different perspective than I had previously. I
arrived at where I am now because I chose to get involved. At any
point I could have chosen to stay uninvolved. Instead, I decided to
ruin the legitimate, but insignificant career I had, and instead of
finding another low paying line of work I proceeded to be a
professional killer. The reason I did is because I discovered I’m
good at it, and the moral issues don’t prevent me from accepting
and living with the results. I also discovered I can exist in this
sub-culture in spite of the view of society in general, and their
attempts to eliminate it. The thing making this new found way of
life acceptable is I can draw a line between people who are, say a
serial killer, and what I intend to do. A serial killer attacks
people for the pleasure of killing and chooses innocent people to
harm. The act against the people I’m paid to kill brings me no
personal pleasure. It’s just business. The targets are guilty of
criminal acts, and are not innocent victims. The reason I am
telling you this is because during the last month I’ve developed a
great respect for you and Joe, and I hope you don’t think too badly
of me."

Joan replied while keeping her eyes on the
road, “I married Joe when I was seventeen and he was twenty; we
both were young and innocent back then. I watched him advance in
the Army and then in the C.I.A., and I assured myself what he was
doing was justified because he was serving the interest of our
country. I watched him change and then have to reconcile what he
was doing, and what he had become, with the man he still was deep
down inside. The problem I have with you is I see a copy of Joe.
You’re going against society’s laws and telling yourself it’s
justified and you have the right to do it. But I watched as my
husband came to accept what he was doing was not morally acceptable
to him. Slowly a piece of him began to die each time he fulfilled
an assignment. You can’t imagine how he suffered and struggled to
come to terms with himself; the sleepless nights and self
examination he went through should not be borne by anyone. I don’t
want you to go there.”

A car cut in front of the pickup , and Joan
tapped the brakes while cussing the aggressive driver. They were
getting into heavier traffic, so she stopped talking and
concentrated on driving. Once they were stopped inside the airport
parking lot she continued talking, “During the time you’ve been
with us Joe and I have grown fond of you too.” Joan laughed and
continued, “In spite of sometimes being a smart assed, cocky kid.”
Reaching toward Clay, Joan placed her hand on his left shoulder,
“We like you, and having gone through this already, I just would
like to make you see what is very likely to happen to you later on.
I’ll stop preaching to you and just hope you quit before you get
too hardened; or before your spirit dies and there isn’t enough of
your soul left to care anymore.”

The truck was parked in front of the space
where Clay had parked his car the month before. Joan opened the
door and helped him get his gear loaded in the trunk. When Clay
closed the trunk lid Joan gave him a hug and kissed him on the
cheek, “Good luck Joseph, use what my husband taught you wisely and
be careful. You’ve chosen a very dangerous occupation and I wish
you well. I hope you remember all of the things Joe and I have both
tried to caution you about; and I pray you’ll see the warning signs
early enough to save yourself.”

Clay tried to laugh off the warnings by
saying, “Come on Joan, stop being so gloom and doom about all of
this. It’s a job, nothing more or less. Just a job. I’ve enjoyed
meeting you and Joe, and I’ll remember both of you as long as I
live.” Clay was facing her and continued in a serious tone, “Thanks
for watching over me like a mother hen. I appreciate it”. Joan
kissed Clay on the cheek again, “Good by and good luck Joseph,
you’re going to need it.” She then turned and walked away without
looking back.

Joan got in the truck and drove away from the
lot while Clay stood watching her. After contemplating her solemn
attitude, he finally shrugged it off for the moment, got in his
car, and made his way toward Chicago.

Once he was out of Knoxville and on Highway
75, he settled in for the drive ahead of him. As he drove, Clay
kept reflecting on the ominous warning Joan had laid on him. He
still had bouts of uneasiness and inner qualms about admitting,
even to himself, the harsh reality of the course of action he was
pursuing. Killer! Murderer! Assassin! These titles were the lowest
and harshest characterizations to describe what he was willing to
be. And it didn’t bother him. Joan had described in clear detail
what he would become. And still it didn’t bother him.

“I have one big factor in my favor, Clay
rationalized, I know exactly who my targets are and why they are
being eliminated. Joe simply had a name, a picture and a directive
issued due to a political reason. I don’t think I’ll develop the
emotional problems Joe has, but if I do, I can also quit and do
something else, just like Joe.”

Pushing all of the emotional concerns out of
his thoughts, he focused on contemplating his next moves during the
remainder of the all day drive.

A major decision needed to be made. How could
he create a legitimate day job and allow his schedule to be totally
flexible, while providing him with a cover for his illegal income?
He had thought about starting a small construction business, but it
wouldn't allow the freedom he required. He would need to be there
daily to manage it or the business would fail. Most other types of
small businesses had the same problem. He was close however, to
finalizing another option; buying and selling antiques. It wouldn’t
be lucrative, but could pay for itself.

A year earlier he had dated a girl for
several months whose parents collected antiques; antique furniture,
glassware, pottery and the like filled their house. Clay discovered
he had a fonder appreciation for those old things than for their
late model daughter. When he grew bored of having sex with her and
with listening to her incessant talking, he gently broke off the
relationship; but continued visiting with her parents. His
continued acceptance by her parents offended her more than their
break up. In a few months he had learned all the parents could
teach him about antiques and continued to learn on his own.

He had started hanging out at antique shops
and auctions, and attending antique shows when they were held
within two hundred miles. He began to learn prices of a wide range
of items he liked, as well as the trade jargon. During the week he
started a routine of going to yard sales early in the morning in
hopes of getting the best items available; before they were bought
up by other professional pickers. He soon developed his skills in
buying, and of necessity, in reselling to antique shops whose
owners didn’t have the time or inclination to do the buying
themselves. He had started to earn almost enough money to cover his
monthly expenses when he took the job in Memphis.

With the Memphis money he had added to his
bank account and his vision of an antique shop, he felt he was
developing a viable business plan. Even if it only broke even the
business would provide a tax shelter for his real livelihood and
would provide legitimate reasons for him to be away for extended
periods. But, he would need to find a suitable store front in a
good location and hire help he could depend upon to run the shop
while he was away.

Clay arrived home late Sunday afternoon and
carried his bags downstairs to his room. He was in time for supper
with the family, and learned Walter Jr. and Hazel were stopping by
to eat with them. During supper, after numerous questions about his
job hunting trip, he steered the conversation to his step-brothers
new Oldsmobile and then excused himself from the table.

The following months were uneventful, but
busy. Clay continued his routine of buying items at yard sales,
auctions, and antique shops. He rented a double car garage from an
elderly woman who was unable to continue driving; she had
advertised it for rent in the classified section of the evening
newspaper. There he began to store the best of the antiques he was
finding. He also found older guns to be available, and accumulated
seven semi-autos he could eventually use. His skills at identifying
good articles and dickering for a low price were improving to the
point where some of the antique shop owners almost cringed when
they saw him approaching their businesses. The early morning hours
of the new antique venture dictated a change in the rest of his
routines, forcing him to switch his work outs at the club to mid
mornings and afternoons.

 


 


 



Chapter 16

 


 


On a Friday evening
in July he received a call from Tony. He had only phoned Clay at
home on three occasions, and all three of them related to work.
This time it was different. And Tony was so excited he was almost
hysterical.

“Guess what? I did it. I really fucking did
it.”

“What do you mean, you did it? Is this a good
did it, or a bad did it?”

“I finally bought the big white yacht I've
been telling you about wanting. Let’s go for a boat ride tomorrow,
O.K.? It’ll be just me and you and the boat out on Lake
Michigan.”

“O.K. What time?”

“Tomorrow morning at nine. It’s being
delivered today to the Illinois Yacht Club up near Zion. The boat
dealer arranged for a one year membership with the sale and gave me
three driving lessons already. See ya in the morning. Ha! Why don’t
you drive over here and pick me up so we can talk while we ride
there together. Come by at eight. Damn it kid, you aren’t gonna
believe this beautiful fucking boat.”

“Does it have a name yet?”

“Sure it’s got a name. I christened her “Chi
Lady. You know, C-H-I like in Chicago Lady”

“O.K. Tony, I’ll see you in the morning at
eight.”

The next morning Tony was standing outside on
the porch waiting when Clay drove up the driveway. Once inside the
car Tony babbled on and on about the new boat. Clay had never seen
him like this. He was like a kid on Christmas who just opened the
biggest, reddest, greatest fire engine in the world.

“This boat is the Cadillac of boats Clay.
It’s got twin diesel engines; and wait till you see the Grand
Saloon. Yeah, yeah, I know it’s called a salon, but to me it sounds
better if it’s called something I can relate to. I’m from saloon
people not the salon crowd."

As they approached the yacht club parking
area Tony directed him to drive to the far end of the parking lot
to a gate where an attendant was on duty, wearing cute little white
shorts and a jaunty sailor’s cap. Tony flashed a pass at her and
she smiled widely at both of them as she raised a gate arm to let
them pass. Following the directions he was given, Clay drove down a
pier with the biggest yachts he had ever seen on both sides of him.
“Tony, these aren’t boats, these are God damn ships!!! Some of
those must be a hundred feet long!”

“Well, mine isn’t as big as some of these,
but it’s the best looking. Look! There it is. Over there, on the
left.”

Tony was right. It wasn’t the biggest but it
was the best looking, hands down. Not that it was small either.
“How big is it, fifty feet?”

“Sixty three feet; isn’t she the sleekest
thing you’ve ever seen? Hurry up and park over there in one of
those spaces reserved for slip fifty one.”

Standing on the dock at the stern of the ship
Clay couldn’t help but exclaim, “Damn Tony, you’re right, you
really did it. Congratulations Skipper."

During the six hour ride, Clay learned he was
the first person to know about Tony’s new boat, Anna hadn’t even
heard the news yet. Tony had ordered a gross of specially designed
caps, and handed one to Clay as he put his on. The caps were very
nautical looking; navy blue with gold embroidered anchors and
roping on the bills. Chi-Lady was stitched in the center of the cap
in gold outlined in red.

By the time they berthed the boat back in
slip fifty one, the men had discussed intimate details of their
lives never before spoken of to anyone else. Clay hadn’t even told
Jimmy some of the things he shared with Tony. A strong bond had
formed and a secure sense of trust was shared by each of them. Clay
felt it appropriate for his deceased best friend’s father to evolve
into being his best friend also. When they parted after dinner,
they had made plans to attend a baseball game together the
following Tuesday afternoon.

 


 


 



Chapter 17

 


 


On a Saturday
afternoon in October Clay went home after attending an antique
show. As he passed by the garage he noted his parent’s car was
gone. Inside the kitchen he checked out the fridge for a snack.
Grabbing a cold piece of polish sausage from one container and a
cold pancake left from the morning’s breakfast, he made a sandwich
to go with the beer he stuck under his elbow. Walking by the T.V.
he switched it on, changed the channel from 5 to 2 and started to
sit down. While the set was warming up he thought he heard a sound
like crying or sobbing. After quickly flipping the T.V. off before
the sound came up, he eased down the hallway leading to the
bedrooms. The door to Lizzy’s room was about two inches from being
closed and he strained to listen to a conversation she was having
with someone, apparently on the phone.

“Johnny, you’re a lying bastard.”

“Damn it Johnny, you and those two friends of
yours raped me!”

“Yes you did. You set me up. You put
something in my drink, because I don’t remember much afterward. But
I do remember you unbuttoning my blouse and playing with my tits in
front of them, and I vaguely remember you holding me down while
Greg fucked me on the couch. Damn it Johnny that’s rape! I’ve got
bruises all over. What the hell did you bastards do to me?”

“Oh No! Stop it, you weren’t drunk and
neither was I."

“No, Johnny, I did not ASK for it, or enjoy
it.”

Then there was silence while she apparently
listened to Johnny, followed by more crying and sobbing.

“Stop doing this to me! Why couldn’t we just
make love like we used to? I love being with you except for when
you start this kinky crap. No! Yes, I want you to leave me alone.
Listen to me; I’m not going along with what you did to me last
night. I won’t be a gang bang for you and your filthy friends.”

“Then get somebody else to do the sick crap
you want, and don’t ever call me again, you perverted son of a
bitch.”

He heard the receiver drop on the phone set
and heard more crying and sobbing.

Moving down the hallway and back to the
living room, he switched the T.V. back on, sat down, opened the
beer and started eating the sandwich. After the sound came up, he
heard the door to the bathroom at the end of the hall being closed.
What the hell kind of trash had his sister gotten involved with
now?

Thinking of the one sided conversation he had
just heard caused him to feel pity, along with a sense of
protectiveness for his sister. But at the same time, he knew she
was one of those emotionally weak people who are taken advantage of
by scum like her “Johnny”. She should have been able to see what
kind of person he was before getting suckered into a situation like
last night.

Listening to the phone conversation had
aroused feelings of anger and hatred for a man who would drug and
then gang rape someone he strung along as his girlfriend. The
bastard doesn’t deserve to live, he caught himself thinking. Get
those thoughts out of your mind, he quickly told himself. I can’t
go around killing every jerk I take a dislike for. If Lizzy is
strong enough to stay away from the bastard it will be over.

Lizzy walked through the living room on her
way to the kitchen and spoke a muted “Hi Clay” as she passed.

“I heard crying a few minutes ago, is
something wrong?”

“No, nothing’s wrong. I just broke up with my
jerk of a boyfriend. So nothing new is it?"

“It’s what dating is all about Sis; finding
the right person for you. Hang in there, you’ll find the right guy.
Just be careful; there’s some real trash out there waiting to take
advantage of a beautiful girl like you.”

“Yeah, tell me about it, those are all I ever
find.”

“Maybe it’s because you’re looking in the
wrong places and keep finding the same wrong types. Find a guy like
Tom or Walter, move to the suburbs and start a family.”

“Thanks, big brother, but I’m not ready to
spend the rest of my life with some nerd and a bunch of whining
babies.”

Lizzy went to the kitchen, got a Coke and
returned, heading toward her room. On the way past Clay, she
stopped by his chair, leaned down and gave him a kiss on the cheek.
“Thanks for listening and caring, big brother.”

“Lizzy, I do care. But I can’t solve your
boyfriend problems. You have to make better choices up front. Maybe
you should back off from the type of men you’re seeing and start
finding someone more like yourself.”

“Yeah, maybe I should, and maybe someday I
will. I’ve got to learn who I am and what I am, and maybe then I’ll
do something different. But I will promise you, I’ll at least think
about what you’ve said.”

He had finished eating, but couldn’t get
interested in the golf match being televised. Lizzy’s last
statements had carried a hidden message he was certain. Maybe a
shrink could make sense of it, but he couldn’t. As a big brother he
felt he should do something about this Johnny character and his low
life friends. But what?.

 


Clay thought the episode with Lizzy and
Johnny was over, until he went to get the mail late Tuesday
morning. In with the usual letters, bills and advertisements was a
business size envelope addressed by hand to Lizzy, without a return
address. Whatever was inside was thick and had required extra
postage.

After laying the family mail on the
countertop just inside the kitchen, he took his mail and the letter
addressed to Lizzy to his room. Inside the envelope he found a
packet of color photographs wrapped in a piece of lined tablet
paper with a rubber band around them. The pictures were of three
men having sex with Lizzy. In several of them it was hard to see
her face because there was a man’s naked torso in front of it. In
several other shots she was made up in leather harness’s and
leather restraints with the men all over her. Her facial expression
wasn’t of pleasure or distress, but rather of numbness. Throwing
the pictures aside he read the note.

“Lizzy, we’re having another party at my
place Saturday night and you had better be there. You belong to me.
If you don’t show up, these pictures and more like them will be
sold to a magazine and copies will be delivered to your mom and
dad. See you Saturday, or suffer the consequences.”

By the time Clay finished reading the short
note his blood pressure was soaring; he had developed a feeling of
rage never experienced before. So, these dumb bastards won’t take
no for an answer, he muttered under his breath. And according to
the note, he had until Saturday night to put a stop to this mess.
Those pictures would be enough to break his Mom’s heart; if it
didn’t give her a heart attack on the spot.

If he would talk to Lizzy and get their
addresses he could go talk to them and put a stop to their games.
To go that route he would need to confront Lizzy with the pictures
and embarrass her. And if this Johnny lies and sells even part of
the pictures to a magazine like he threatened, someone could
recognize Lizzy and it could get back to Mom and Dad. I’ve only got
until Saturday to resolve this mess so I had better get it right
the first time. I’ll handle Johnny in a way I know will finish
it.

Lizzy was at school or at work and his mother
had gone shopping. Upstairs in Lizzy’s room Clay opened drawers
until he found one with several bundles of pictures with rubber
bands around them. Some loose pictures on the top were of Lizzy and
a man in his late twenties or early thirties. The man was handsome
in a rough, roguish way, with a sort of self assured sneer in his
facial expression. Several of the pictures were taken at a park,
and in one of them they were leaning against the trunk of a new red
Cadillac Eldorado with dealer plates on it. Several other shots
were of Johnny and two other men throwing Frisbees; the same two
men in the porno pictures.

Clay spent the next hour thinking about an
initial course of action, then left the house and drove to the
Twelfth Street Saloon.

After grabbing a beer from Mickey, Clay
approached Tony. He was standing by the open front door. The
temperature had been in the seventies around two in the afternoon,
but was beginning to cool down with evening approaching.

As they exchanged greetings Tony said “I was
just debating whether to call you now or later tonight. Let’s step
outside for a minute”.

Moving away from the entrance, but still on
Twelfth Street Tony said, “I’ve got a cop on my payroll who says
another cop, who I’m also paying, has been the target of an
investigation and is going to spill his guts to internal affairs.
They’ve pulled him off patrol and put him on a desk where they can
watch him and lean on him daily. I need the bastard hit, and fast.
Will you do it?”

“You know I will; and don’t try to pay me.
But, I came to see you for an important favor too. I need
information on a guy. All I know about him is his first name, the
make of car he drives and the license number of the dealer tags.
Will you have your police contact get me the info? I’ll pay what
ever he charges.”

“Yeah, I can do it, but you won’t pay shit.
Must be pretty important, huh?”

“Yeah, it’s important. Some guys set my
sister up and have some very embarrassing pictures they’re
blackmailing her with. I need to make the problem go away before
this weekend.”

“Give me the mother fucker’s license number
and I’ll have a name and address to go with it in the morning. My
good cop can get the dealers name and who the car is assigned
too.”

“I never thought something like this would
happen, I mean a situation in my personal life where I’d have to
kill someone. But here it is. I know mixing business and personal
problems isn’t supposed to be done, but this thing needs to be
resolved.”

“I never look at it in those terms. A problem
is a problem. Some people you can talk to, others need to be hit up
side the head to get their attention; and the real hard heads need
to be whacked and buried. It’s their choice as much as mine. Such
is life, kid.”

“The irony of this whole situation is three
years ago I would have stayed out of this or found the guy and
confronted him, or gone to the police. Now I have no qualms about
killing three more people, because it’s the simplest and most
direct solution. I keep telling myself I haven’t changed, but there
are times like this when I know damn well I have, and it kind of
scares me. Things are happening too fast.”

“You have changed. So have I. We all change
constantly. Some changes are slow and deliberate while others are
forced on us quickly. Yours was forced upon you and it was quick.
But look around you. Neighborhoods change, cities change, societies
change, hell the boundaries of countries all over the world are
still changing. Everything changes over time, nothing is permanent
and forever. You made a life altering decision when you chose to be
a hit man. Now you understand this is what I was warning you about.
Not all the jobs are going to involve strangers. Over the years a
few are bound to be people you know or people who have ties to
close friends or favorite relatives.”

“I guess. When I accepted the Memphis job I
prepared myself emotionally to do people I didn’t know and had no
ties to; a detached, emotionless connection, if you understand what
I mean. This is different. It’s more like when I did O’Neil. There
are feelings and emotional ties to someone I love and care about. I
wasn’t prepared for this to be an ongoing part of it. Even though
my sister would agree she was shit on and these bastards deserve to
be punished, I doubt she would want me to kill them. It’s just one
more secret I can’t discuss with anyone but you.”

“Look kid, you’ve found the power to make
permanent and decisive changes to alter situations, whereas before
you might just chip away at the edges and hope they turned out the
way you wanted. Listen, we’ll talk anytime you need to, except for
right now I’ve got to get to the airport and meet Anna. She’s been
visiting Adrianna and is due to land in an hour.”

“Thanks, Tony. And say hi to Anna for
me.”

Both men walked back inside the bar and Clay
stopped to have another beer with Joey while Tony went out the back
door to his car.

He and Joey had developed a strange
relationship since working together. Each respected the other, even
though they would not describe themselves as good friends. There
were no common ties to bind them except for their past working
relationship. But in the end they could talk amicably and each felt
he could trust and count on the other for support if needed.

 


The following morning Clay was at the bar,
after spending from seven to nine hitting some promising yard
sales. He had found three pieces of cut glass and a set of four
matching oak chairs at good prices, plus a good Winchester 30-06
hunting rifle with a scope.

“I’ve got the information you asked for,”
Tony informed him when they had gone upstairs. “The guy you’re
looking for is named John Allen Rocco. Here’s his address. He’s a
punk, been involved in some minor shit, got a two page sheet and
has three previous charges of sexual abuse, one of a minor. He’s
never been convicted because the victims always drop the charges
and won’t prosecute.”

“Well, he’s going to get worse than charged
this time. I’m getting an idea for solving both of our problems at
the same time. I’ll need a couple of days to work out the details
but I think I’m close to a solution.”

“The information on my problem is in this
envelope with your guy. Here, and don’t take any more time than you
absolutely need to; my snitch say’s internal affairs is leaning
real hard on this guy and he’s ready to crack. If he talks I’ll
probably be able to avoid jail time, but some other high ups might
not. According to my snitch the bastard thinks he has real
incriminating testimony. The snitch doesn’t think he has any hard
evidence on me, but he might on the others.”

“He’ll be taken care of soon. Something else
I need is a hot pistol with a silencer. Is it possible to get one
linked to some other serious jobs in the short time we have? I
could use a car too; a fast one.”

“No problem. I have such a gun put away and
can lay my hands on any time it’s needed. And you know the car’s no
big deal. In fact, if you have a particular make, model and year in
mind just name it.”

“Just get me something fast and agile; and
not too conspicuous. Here’s a list of two other items I’ll need
also. Could you have Joey get these for me?”

Clay continued, “One thing I am concerned
about is police surveillance on this guy. If they’re pressuring him
to flip over, they may be watching to see he doesn’t run, or to
avoid the very thing we’re planning for him. I don’t want to walk
into a situation I can’t get out of. But I also want to use his
death for my own purpose also.”

“Be careful you don’t get these things too
complicated by trying to tie them together. Two separate and clean
hits would be a lot simpler.”

“Yeah, you’re right. But I want this Johnny
bastard to suffer longer than just killing him would
accomplish.”

“Just be sure you don’t screw up.”

“If I have any doubts about any part of it
I’ll hit him independently. Have the gun and hollow point bullets
here tomorrow and let me know where to pick the car up. I’ll have a
plan together by then. I’ll come by before noon. I’m going to stick
around a little while and study what’s in the packet.”

Tony went back downstairs and Clay began
looking through the file on the crooked cop. His name was Ronald
Weaver, fifty one years old, married with three kids, living in a
small sub-division four miles from the police station he was
assigned to. The man worked a rotating shift and the enclosed shift
schedule indicated he was working evenings through the coming
weekend. A picture showed him to be a little overweight with a
slight paunch, a pleasant looking fellow. Three commendations had
been awarded to him over his career, the last one nine years ago.
He was a patrolman, with no special skills or job enhancing value.
Looked like an average cop who had taken the bait of easy extra
money. The information on John Rocco gave an address in a good area
of town, in an apartment complex. His rap sheet ran from early
teens to his present age of twenty eight. He had graduated from
minor thefts to a charge of receiving and distributing stolen cars.
Johnny had turned against his accomplices and testified for the
state in exchange for not being prosecuted. His last listed
employment was a Cadillac dealership where he was a salesman. At
least with him, Clay knew what his plans were for Saturday night.
His personal section showed two ex-wives and three kids.

When he drove down the street where the
Weavers lived Clay found it to be a well maintained neighborhood.
Yards were mowed, bushes trimmed and woodwork on the houses
painted. Most of the houses were ranches with brick fronts and
attached single car garages. At the house number he was looking for
a 57’ Chevy hard top with big rear tires and a hood scoop was
parked on the street in front of the house. Most likely it was a
teen aged son’s car. A small single bulb yard light on a post stood
near the sidewalk and thirty feet from the house. Thick, mature
bushes ran along the side of the garage and continued down the side
of the house toward the back yard. There were no side yard fences,
but a chain link fence stretched across the back yard. Tall
evergreens stood guard on each side of the garage, crowding the
entrance. Across the street and down two houses a dark blue sedan
contained two other guards. The cops on surveillance duty were
trying to look casual, but why the hell else would two men spend
the day sitting in a car in this neighborhood? As he drove by them,
Clay turned his head away and down, as if adjusting the radio and
maintained his speed to the first corner. Turning right, he drove
to the next street, and again turned to the right. On the right
side a community swimming pool took up most of the block, with a
playground extending to the chain link fence behind Weavers house.
A parking lot was located behind the west end of the pool area and
adjacent to an asphalt basketball court. Having seen enough, Clay
left and drove to the address listed for Rocco.

Apartments lined one side of the street while
upscale single residences hid across the street, out of sight
behind eight foot high brick walls. The apartment complex contained
at least twenty separate three story units, each with sixteen to
twenty four apartments of various sizes. This was one of the higher
priced rentals in the area and catered mostly to professional
people. Johnny Rocco must be involved in more than selling cars to
live in these surroundings. Clay located the apartment Rocco lived
in and parked in a space at the rear of the adjacent building.
Uncovered parking was available in front of and behind the
buildings, while garage parking was available to tenants behind
each building.

Walking over to Rocco’s building Clay
followed a couple in front of him through the locked entrance and
down a wide hall way toward the front of the building. All of the
doors to apartments had entrance locks with deadbolt locks mounted
above them.

A credit card won’t open these, he thought to
himself. The building had twelve units in it, four on each of the
three floors. Rocco’s apartment was on the second floor at the rear
of the building. Another apartment entrance was across the hall
from Rocco’s, and two more were at the front of the building.

After leaving the apartment complex, Clay
found a pay phone and called the dealership where Rocco worked to
inquire about making an appointment with him for eight o’clock one
evening during the week. The secretary who took the call informed
him Mr. Rocco would be available every night the remainder of the
week and was scheduled to closing, nine o’clock.

Clay decided to go by the club to work out,
and then drove home for dinner with the family.

 


At eight thirty he drove to the Auto Center
dealership and located the red Caddy. Since he had time to kill he
wandered through the luxury foreign car showrooms and ended up at
the Cadillac showroom just before closing. The salesmen were easily
discouraged at this late hour and left him alone after feeble
attempts at striking up conversations. As the salesmen gathered in
groups preparing to leave, Clay exited the showroom and walked out
to his car. Five minutes later Rocco left the building with several
other men who separated as each went to his car. After driving off
the lot Rocco made a left turn and drove three blocks to a titty
bar. Several of the other salesmen pulled into the parking lot and
the group went inside together.

Clay parked across the street and went into a
diner, bought a newspaper and ordered a cup of coffee. On his
fourth cup he saw the group come out of the bar and head for their
cars, laughing and cutting up with each other.

Following the red Caddy was no problem. Rocco
drove the speed limit and was cautious not to arouse attention from
the patrol car they passed At the apartments Rocco drove around to
the garages and into number 2306. Clay parked in a reserved parking
slot and watched as John Rocco came out of the garage, flipped a
half used cigarette butt to the center of the driveway, closed the
overhead door and walked toward the building entrance. As Rocco
entered the building Clay got out of the car and retrieved the
still smoldering butt Rocco had just disposed of.

It was now close to ten thirty and there was
just enough time to drive to the police station and see if Weavers
car was still in the parking lot. Clay passed the lot and drove
further down the street, made a “U” turn and parked where he could
see the exit. I’m starting to feel like an under cover cop myself,
with all of this surveillance and tailing he mused. At nine minutes
past eleven, Weavers dark blue Chevrolet Biscay sedan went under
the raised exit gate arm and headed in the direction of his house.
Ten seconds later another unmarked car left the lot and turned in
the direction Weaver had taken. Clay waited until the second car
was almost out of sight before he pulled out. He followed at a
discrete distance all the way to Weaver’s street and turned off two
blocks from the house. The die was cast. He had a plan. Earlier he
had watched the evening news weather segment and learned
intermittent rain was predicted for the next two days.

 


Thursday night at five minutes past nine John
Rocco left work and stopped at a bar for thirty minutes with
another salesman. By ten Clay had followed him to the Woodlands
apartments and watched as he entered his building for the
night.

At ten forty five Clay parked a stolen, black
Pontiac Firebird in the swimming pool lot and sat looking at the
house occupied by the Weaver family. A light was on in the kitchen
at the back of the house. An hour earlier a light rain had started
and had continued sporadically since then. He was dressed all in
black but would not be wearing rain protection. He anticipated
getting wet and believed he would be alright in the low fifty
degree weather for the short period he would be out side. He was
simply dressed: black running suit, black Ked tennis shoes, one
size larger than his usual size tens, a black stocking cap and
brown jersey gloves. An old 9mm pre WWII Italian automatic was in
his right jacket pocket and a new .38 caliber S & W revolver
was in his left pocket. Leaving the comfort of the car he kept to
the shadows and made his way to the chain link fence separating the
community area from his targets home. Jumping over the fence he
landed on both feet in the shadows behind a metal shed at the
corner of the yard. The only lights casting shadows were back at
the far corners of the pool area.

Crouching low, he quickly moved to the back
of the house at the corner leading to the garage and took refuge
under the roof overhang. He assumed the wife and son were still up
watching TV. The neighbor’s house was fifteen to eighteen feet away
and he would need to stay cognizant of any movement from there. It
shouldn’t pose any problem because the bedrooms were on the other
end of the house and all of the lights were off. Staying between
the house and evergreen bushes Clay cautiously eased toward the
front of the garage, squatting down before reaching the brick
front. Approaching the corner, he peered over the shrubbery into
the darkness looking for the police car assigned to harass Weaver.
He spotted the dark shape two houses away and quickly evaluated the
view they had from their car. The light rain was in his favor,
causing the policemen to keep the car’s windows closed. The only
light came from pole mounted street lights at each end of the block
and three yard lights standing like sentinels offering protection
against evil lurking in the encroaching shadows. Clay determined if
he stayed low while moving around the corner and into the garage he
wouldn’t be seen by the men in the parked car. The large mature
bushes would block their view and the dim single bulb yard light
didn’t cast enough light to help them see through the light rain
beading up on their windshield.

Checking his watch he noted it was twelve
minutes past eleven. Weaver should be home in another four to eight
minutes. Clay took the cigarette butt he had retrieved after Rocco
flipped it away out of a small plastic container and rubbed it
against the brick wall as if putting out the fiery end. It was
dropped on the ground against the wall where it was protected from
the weather. He was chilly because his clothing had been dampened
by the light rain while he approached the house. But now, in the
dry area under the overhang of the garage roof he was prepared for
a short wait.

In the distance a dog barked faintly several
times and then was silent. A car passed the house and the police
car, continued on to the second corner and turned to the left. The
dog barked again several times, and then another dog, closer than
the first, took up the anguished howling. Clay’s leg muscles were
beginning to ache from the position he had imposed on them. He
began to move slowly, keeping his torso low but straightening and
stretching his legs.

At twenty minutes past eleven he checked his
watch. No need for alarm, he told himself, Weaver is just a little
late getting away after being relieved. But, in spite of his
rationalization, he felt butterflies begin to swarm in his
stomach.

Eighteen minutes later headlights warned of a
car approaching from the direction Weaver should arrive from. Clay
checked his watch; eleven thirty eight. The car approached slowly,
and without using a signal, turned into the driveway. The car
tagging him pulled in behind the surveillance unit on duty and
turned off its lights. The cops whose shift was finished turned on
the car’s headlights and quickly drove past Weaver’s house and to
the end of the street.

Clay’s apprehension over Weaver being late
evaporated as he took a deep calming breath while crouching low in
the shadows. It’s show time. He felt a surge of energy flow through
his body in anticipation of the kill as he removed a stubby
silencer from his pants pocket and screwed it onto the
semiautomatic. He was three feet from the garage corner and had
shortened the distance as the door opener groaned, the door rattled
in its tracks as it rose, and a light in the garage turned on. When
the door stopped, the car advanced and entered the narrow opening.
As the front half of the car passed by him Clay gained the corner
and waited impatiently for the sound of the driver’s door being
opened and then closed. Brake lights on both rear fenders lit up,
the car stopped, and the engine died. The glow from the headlights
was extinguished and after eight to ten seconds the driver’s door
finally opened.

Ron Weaver held a brown paper grocery bag in
the crook of his left arm, and pushed the car door closed with his
left elbow. Clay pivoted around the corner of the building when he
heard the anticipated thud. His movement took him into the garage,
still crouched low, gun in hand.

In the dim light cast by a single 60 watt
bulb encased in opaque yellowed plastic, Weaver saw a crouching
figure spin smoothly around the edge of the entrance with eyes
peering at him through a soot black face. He froze in his tracks in
surprise and heard the muted Thump Thump Thump of three shots being
fired. The impact of the slugs shattered his ribs and breastbone
causing him to stagger and slowly collapse to his knees as the
intruder, still crouched low, approached closer. Weaver fell
backward, losing his grip on the bag of groceries he had just
bought at an all night market. His mind commanded his right arm to
release the keys in his hand and reach for his service revolver,
but the arm ignored his minds urgent plea. Instead he watched a
carton of eggs roll over the top of the crumpled sack and fall onto
the garage floor. Three eggs bounced out of the gray pressed paper
carton, two breaking and the other rolling under the car. He fought
with the knowledge his wife would be disappointed he had dropped
the groceries, while at the same time trying to deal with the
frightening spectacle in front of him. His left arm slid along the
side of the car, attempting to stabilize his fall. In silent horror
he watched as if hypnotized, as his demonic assailant placed a
silencer to his forehead and fired the gun again.

Clay leaned forward over the prone body,
while the head twitched several times, flexing his right wrist as
the gun was placed near Weavers right temple area he pulled the
trigger. The action was repeated on the left side of the head. The
six spent bullet casings were scattered around and under the car
after being ejected each time the weapon was fired. Crouching over
the inert body he spotted an unanticipated trophy. Weavers shield,
mounted on a leather backing was slipped over his belt in front of
his left hip. He grabbed the shield and then saw and removed a
revolver from Weaver’s holster at his side. Both trophies were
slipped into his jacket pocket.

Wheeling around he moved back to the
entrance, still crouching like a tree frog with his legs extended
horizontally from his body to stay low. He slipped back around the
corner staying between the bushes and the brick wall, figuring he
had ten minutes maximum before the men watching the house became
suspicious and came to investigate, or the wife went to greet her
husband. Slowly straightening up he looked again in the direction
of the new surveillance team and then moved just as slowly and
cautiously away from his work site as he had approached it. Taking
his time he moved from shadow to shadow, surveying each area before
moving ahead.

Reaching the stolen car he got behind the
wheel, started the engine, and pulled away from the parking lot
with out hitting the breaks or turning on the headlights. Turning
to the left he drove down the street in the opposite direction the
guards had been pointed in. At the corner he made a full stop and
flipped on the headlights. Pulling through the intersection he
again checked the time; eleven forty five. Seven minutes had
elapsed since the blue sedan entered the garage. The police should
be getting curious as to why Weaver had not walked around the end
of the car and closed the garage door. They would move their car
forward to be in front of his open garage. The light on the door
opener would have turned itself off, and one of the officers would
enter the garage to check. An officer down call would be sent and
back up units would be dispatched.

By the time the radio call was made, Clay had
left the residential neighborhood and was on the approach to
Highway 290 heading east. A damp towel placed in the floor earlier
had been used to clean his hands and face of the sooty camouflage
makeup. With the heater on high the chill from his wet clothing was
being countered. Another adrenaline rush started to build and he
had to concentrate on maintaining his speed at the posted limit. An
urge came over him to accelerate and drive as fast as the car would
go in celebration and sheer ecstasy.

He had done it; another successful job. No
evidence left behind, no loose ends, no witnesses. Only a corpse
left in silent testimony to prove he had been there.

Now he could finalize the rest of his plan to
deal with Johnny Lover Boy Rocco.

 


The next morning Clay slept in until nine and
then went to the gym for a work out. After hitting the weight
machines and working through a yoga session he spent an hour in the
lap pool. Later, a soak in the hot tub and a long hot shower left
him feeling refreshed and rejuvenated.

While sitting in the hot tub he watched a
special televised news report recounting the previous night’s
murder of local policeman Ronald Weaver. Weaver, the subject of an
internal police investigation, had been shot to death at his home
shortly after his arrival last night. An investigation was being
conducted into how Weaver was killed while police surveillance was
positioned across the street at the time of the execution style
murder. A statement released by the Police Commissioners Office
said the authorities had no leads and no suspects in the death.
Anyone having information pertaining to the crime was asked to call
a hot line number set up specifically for the case. Clay smiled,
confidant no one could ever provide the information needed to lead
the police investigation to him.

After leaving the health club he drove by the
Twelfth Street Saloon to see Tony. He joined Tony and several other
men at the round table and drank his first glass of beer while
listening to their small talk. Tony brought up the subject of last
nights shooting. To the group in general he said, “I guess you read
the article in this morning’s paper about a cop getting whacked
last night?”

Donny Palmotto said, “Yeah, and I saw a
report a little while ago on the television about it too. It took
some cool mother fucker to hit a cop right in front of those other
cops while they was watching his house. They still aren’t releasing
any details about how it was done.”

“Because the dumb bastards haven’t figured it
out yet,” mused Charlie Rosen. “Give them a couple of months and
they might have a clue.”

Donny leaned forward, “It had to be somebody
from out of town; Chicago doesn’t have a hitter of that caliber. Do
you know of a local who could have done it Tony?”

“Whoever it was knows what the hell he’s
doing and probably made a real killing on his fee. It took balls to
whack the fucker right under their noses.” Tony looked over at Clay
and said, “What do you think about it, kid?”

“This is all way over my head Tony. But I
agree it was a pretty brazen piece of work.” The men at the table
all knew about Clay’s role in dealing with the Russians and Donny
and Joey Tadono both looked at him with a quizzical expression.

Later, after Tony had dismissed the others he
said, “Damn good job Kid. I gotta hand it to you; you’ve certainly
got a talent for it. By the way, when the other boss’s who were
being fingered learned about Weavers timely demise, they insisted
on contributing to pay a part of the fee. I didn’t tell them you
were doing me a favor. When they get the money to me there’ll be a
forty grand payment for your work. Plus, I’m certain there’ll be
more business from them. They were all very impressed.”

 


Clay left the bar and headed home for supper,
where of course, the main topic of discussion during the meal was
the recent killing of a policeman. Walter had learned from his
customers the man was considered a dirty cop who was about to
testify against some of the local criminal leaders.

“I swear,” Walter remarked, “the Chicago
criminal element is getting as bold as they were in the twenties.
The mayor had better start getting things under control before the
crooks take over the whole city and decent folks start moving out.”
Clay just smiled and excused himself. After glancing through the
evening newspaper, he kissed Margaret good bye and told her he was
going to visit his girl friend and might not be back until late, or
possibly in the morning. Lizzy just smiled at him and said, “Good
night and good luck big Brother.” Margaret cocked her head and gave
him a disapproving frown as he grabbed his jacket and headed out
the back door.

Clay drove to a pay phone and once more
called the dealership where Rocco worked. Rocco was with a
customer, so Clay gave a phony name and requested an appointment
with him for later at eight. Continuing on to the warehouse where
he had returned the stolen Firebird the previous night, he prepared
for the next step in his plan. Items he had purchased over the past
two days were placed in the car along with those furnished by Joey
Tadono. Several of the items were put in a large cardboard box in
the trunk, and the others were placed in a brown paper grocery bag
on the passenger’s seat. Changing his clothes, he put on a light
weight charcoal gray sweatshirt, another used running suit, a pair
of cheap black tennis shoes and jersey gloves. Only one job
remained before he could leave. After disassembling the Italian
Glisenti automatic used to kill Weaver he carefully wiped down all
surfaces, including the clip and the remaining five cartridges.

Leaving the warehouse at six o’clock, he
drove to Rocco’s apartment, found a parking space behind the
building three cars down from garage number 2306 and backed into
it,. Looking in the rearview mirror he applied a shaggy fake
moustache to his upper lip, and pulled the hood of his jacket up
and tied it loosely below his chin. A pair of clear glass
non-prescription safety glasses without side shields completed his
disguise. In less than thirty minutes a car pulled in to park and
he exited the car. Following an elderly lady he hurried to enter
the apartment building close behind her and went to Rocco’s door
where he rang the bell three times. When no one answered the door
he removed a set of lock picks from his pants pocket and worked on
both of the door locks.

Inside the apartment he turned on lights as
he began a search for photographs of Lizzy. His plan called for
finding them in an hour or less and then exiting the apartment. In
less than ten minutes he found two eight inch square containers of
pictures of young women being subjected to the same type of sexual
abuse Lizzy had endured. Taking a plastic bag from his pocket he
loaded the containers into it. Continuing his search he found nine
more containers and a spiral bound notebook with personal
information on thirteen women. Lizzy was the last entry. Checking
through each of the nine containers, he learned Lizzy’s pictures
still had not been located. In most of these pictures Rocco was the
lone male assailant. As he sorted through the pictures before him
he was amazed Rocco had been able to gain the confidence of so many
beautiful young women to take advantage of them. He would like to
spend a night with several of them, but not in the way Rocco had
used them. The notebook and all of the pictures were placed in the
bag with the others. Checking his watch, he noted his allotted time
was running out.

In a night stand beside a king sized bed in
the larger bedroom, he found what he was looking for; two more
plastic containers, one of them full of pictures of Lizzy. On a
shelf in the clothes closet, he found a box with packages of
negatives labeled with each woman’s name, along with a 35mm camera.
After collecting the remaining containers of pictures, negatives
and the camera he finished checking out the other rooms. After
stepping into the kitchen he removed two cans of Coke from the
refrigerator and put them in his pockets. Turning off lights as he
went he made his way toward the front door, making sure nothing was
out of place.

Out in the hallway he again used the picks to
set the dead bolt, left the building with the bag over his shoulder
and put it in the car trunk. While there he picked up a small bag
containing Weaver’s badge and service revolver. Since this was
Friday night he had no idea how long he might have to wait for
Rocco to come home. The fake moustache and the plastic rimmed
safety glasses were put in the glove box for temporary safe
keeping. One Coke was opened and the other was placed under the car
on the asphalt to keep it cool. From the sack in the seat he
removed two brass knuckles, one for each hand. Being as it was
close to Halloween he had one other prop to remove from the bag; a
full face rubber mask. The only other items he needed were the gun
used to kill Weaver and his own gun, both of which he placed in his
pants pockets.

By ten o’clock he had finished the first
Coke. At midnight he had finished the second Coke. At one a.m. the
temperature was twenty seven degrees and he was standing behind the
Firebird getting rid of both Cokes. Five cars had entered the lot,
two parked in garages and three in open stalls.

A Mercedes sedan entered the lot a few
minutes past two o’clock and parked in an open stall. The man and
woman, who were dressed formally, staggered unsteadily yelling and
laughing loudly as they entered the building through the far
entrance.

At three thirteen the red Eldorado carefully
rounded the driveway entrance. The door on garage 2306 began to
open as the car swung wide to line up with the opening. Rocco had
arrived home, and he was alone. Clay pulled the Halloween mask on,
stepped out of the car, looked both ways and hustled over to the
line of garages to the open doorway. Standing against the siding
separating the two adjacent garages he waited. The car engine had
been shut off and the lights turned off. The driver’s door opened
and he heard cursing interspersed with other muted conversation.
“God damn bitch. Feed her drinks all fucking night and then she
decides she doesn’t FEEEEL like fucking. If a fucking police car
hadn’t been outside the bar I’d have fucked her ass right there in
the parking lot.”

Rocco stepped up to the doorway and Clay
threw a hard right into his mid section. Rocco had caught sight of
Richard Nixon as the figure stepped in front of the opening and
started his punch. There was a look of startled amusement when he
saw the rubber mask, but the expression quickly changed as he saw
the arm moving and then felt the blow. He exhaled strongly as the
wind was knocked out of him and couldn’t make a sound, except for a
raspy, gasping attempt at breathing.

By then Clay’s left hand had landed on his
right jaw and he heard the jaw bone shatter under the impact of the
brass knuckle. Rocco went down on his back and Clay continued to
land blow after blow to his head and mid section, until the man lay
still on the concrete floor between the wall and the car. The door
opener light was still on; Clay straightened up, stepped past Rocco
to the doorway, glanced outside and couldn’t see anything to alarm
him. He tugged on the rope attached to the release mechanism on the
door traveler unit. With a tug he moved the garage door downward
until it was two inches from being closed.

Taking the 9mm bullets and magazine from his
pocket he put each bullet between Rocco’s right forefinger and
thumb. The loaded magazine got prints on it next and then it was
inserted back into the Italian automatic pistol. The gun and
silencer was placed in Rocco’s right hand for prints and they were
put in the Caddy’s glove box. Weaver’s badge and Smith & Wesson
service revolver got his prints and were placed into Rocco’s right
jacket pocket.

By then Rocco was stirring and starting to
moan softly. Clay put a brass knuckle back on his right hand and
hit his victim again, knocking him unconscious again. Spotting a
five gallon bucket against the wall, he moved it over near Rocco
and placed the man’s right foot up on it. Then he stomped on the
extended leg and heard the resulting crack as the leg broke. Rocco
whimpered at the sudden additional pain, but failed to regain
consciousness.

“I bet you don’t wander away from here now
Lover Boy” Clay said to his inert victim. As he put the bucket back
where he had found it the light bulb went out. Feeling his way over
to the door in the darkness he raised the door, stepped outside and
closed the door softly, so as not to engage the automatic track
mechanism.

Back at the Firebird he removed the blood
covered jacket. After removing the sweaty mask he put the bloodied
gloves inside it and wrapped the mask in the jacket. He was
breathing heavily from the exertion and the excitement of the
attack. Inside the car a new pair of gloves was removed from the
paper bag, and the rolled up jacket was placed inside the empty
bag. Clay started the car, pulled out of the parking space and left
the apartment complex. At an all night gas station three blocks
away he used the pay phone at the edge of the lot to call the local
police dispatcher. Anonymously he reported seeing a man being
beaten in garage 2306 behind building 2300 in the Woodlands
Apartment Complex.

At the warehouse Clay took everything out of
the trunk including the explosives Joey had provided. The small
bomb was placed on the rear floor and two five gallon cans of
diesel fuel were set in the back seat. The car was driven six
blocks from the warehouse and parked under an elevated highway
exchange. Both side windows were lowered and the timer on the bomb
was set for five minutes. Clay started away from the car at a fast
jog and was two blocks away when he heard the explosion. The fire
behind him was reflected in the window glass of an office building
across the street as he continued jogging back to the
warehouse.

Once again inside the building he changed his
clothing and put his work clothes, shoes, and the mask and gloves
in a pile, and then sat down with the pictures and negatives. After
separating Lizzy’s images from the rest he picked up the clothing
and walked outside to build a fire in a burning barrel at the back
of the building. Slowly he fed the pictures and negatives of his
sister and her abusers into the flames, except for one photo in
which the faces of both of Rocco’s friends was clear. The camera
body was opened and it and the film inside were fed to the flames.
Then the bloody clothing, gloves, and mask were put in the barrel.
When the flames receded he used a narrow piece of a board to stir
the ashes, so no visible evidence remained to speak of the
episode.

Back inside the building he sorted through
the remaining pictures and found one of each nude woman where she
had been posed alone, standing, kneeling or laying on a bed in
suggestive poses. He wrote the name of the girl in the photo on
each picture and those, along with the notebook, were placed in his
car under the floor mat. The remaining photographs and negatives
were placed in a large gym bag and put in the trunk. By then it was
after six in the morning. Stopping at the first pay phone he saw,
he dialed the number of the girl he had been seeing and woke her
up.

“Hi Carol, this is Clay. Are you alone? I’m
lonely; I’d like to come over.”

“Yeah, now.”

“Yes, I know what time it is; but I’d like to
be close to you this morning.”

“No, I haven’t been drinking.”

“Good, I’ll be there in fifteen minutes.”

 


At two the next afternoon, after Carol had
fed him a late breakfast, Clay found a payphone where he could make
calls from his car. He started down the names of the women listed
in the notebook calling each one. His plan was to let them know he
had the photographs and negatives in his possession. He promised
them the pictures would be destroyed if they did as they were
instructed. They were to deny any involvement with John Rocco and
deny the existence of the photographs taken of them. To conceal his
identity from Lizzy he put five marbles in his mouth and talked
around them. Luckily he only swallowed one and had a short choking
coughing fit while on the phone. He was able to reach four of the
twelve women listed besides Lizzy.

By then the evening newspapers were on the
stands and he read an article under the headline “Suspected Cop
Killer in Custody”. The police had John Allen Rocco in protective
custody at the intensive care unit of SAINT MARY’S HOSPITAL. He had
been stabilized in critical condition due to a severe beating he
had received by an unknown assailant. An anonymous source had
reported the attack. Several pieces of incriminating evidence had
been discovered when Rocco was taken into custody and the District
Attorneys office was waiting for the results of ballistics test
currently being run.

Stopping at the bus station, he took the gym
bag inside and placed it in a rental storage locker. It would be
safe there until he was ready to destroy the remaining
photographs.

 


 


 



Chapter 18

 


 


The next stop was at
St. Mary’s Hospital. After waiting almost fifteen minutes, he got a
parking space near the front of the parking lot and close to the
main entrance. Getting directions to the intensive care unit was
easy, even before he spotted a guard sitting outside the main doors
leading into it. Taking a seat in the waiting area assigned to the
I. C. U. he settled in and read magazines until five thirty when he
recognized Rocco’s friends approaching the nurses station. The tall
one asked what room John Rocco was in and the nurse on duty told
them Mr. Rocco was not allowed to have visitors. He then inquired
about the patients condition and was told “Mr. Rocco is stabilized
and resting, but still in very critical condition.”

As the men walked away and toward the hallway
leading back to the main entrance, the short one said, “What should
we do now Greg?”

The reply was straight forward, “Now we get
the hell out of here and wait for Johnny to get better before we
talk to him.”

“How long do you think it will take?” the
short one asked of his friend.

“How the fuck should I know, Charlie? I ain’t
no God Damn doctor.”

Charlie ignored his foul tempered friend and
continued talking, “I can’t believe Johnny killed a cop. He ain’t
no killer. There’s got to be a mistake about him being
involved.”

Clay followed the two men out of the building
wondering what intelligence level their friend Johnny must be on.
Or, maybe he couldn’t find anyone with a brain to go along with his
scheme so he settled for these two.

The men left the hospital and walked back
five rows, toward the center of the parking lot before both got
into a four year old green Dodge pick up truck. Clay had been
watching the two men from the hospital entrance area before heading
for his car. When they drove out of the parking area, he was behind
them at a discrete distance.

Several miles from the hospital the pick up
entered a residential neighborhood and pulled into the driveway of
a small, older frame bungalow. Clay drove past and continued into
the next block where he backed into the driveway of a house with a
for sale sign in the overgrown yard. He recorded the number of the
house the two men had stopped at, and the street name on a pad of
paper and turned on the radio, preparing for a wait. Instead, the
pickup backed out of the driveway and headed back the way it had
come. Clay followed slowly until he saw Charlie enter the house,
and then sped up to catch his prey. Less than a mile away, the
pickup parked at the curb in front of an old two story house. Clay
was following far enough behind to be able to pull into the
driveway of a house on the other side of the street and watch as
the man entered the building through a side entrance. After backing
out into the street he drove past the man’s pickup and circled the
block on his left, parking at the corner where he could see the
green pickup at the curb. The house had two address numbers on the
front porch and one at the side door Greg had entered.

He must rent either the basement or a
converted attic apartment, Clay thought as he wrote down the
address and the truck’s license number. At eleven the pickup had
not moved, so Clay headed for home to get a few hours sleep before
returning.

At five thirty the next morning he was parked
down the street from Greg’s truck, sipping on a large cup of coffee
and eating the first of three donuts.

He sat hunched down in the seat, questioning
himself about what he was planning for the two men who had taken
part in raping his sister. He had used Carol the previous morning
for his own personal needs. He had no deep and tender feelings for
her. She was just one more available and pleasant person to spend
time with and use for a sexual outlet until he tired of her; or she
of him. But she had the opportunity to say NO. If each of the three
men he was plotting against had allowed Lizzy a choice he would
have no quarrel with them. It would have been a shared copulation
where each party benefited in there own way, not necessarily equal,
but beneficial to each. Both individuals could have shared some
level of feeling for the other and would have the option of
breaking off the relationship simply by saying NO. Instead they
chose to take her by force, under a stupor of drugs, knowing she
would object to what they intended to do to her. The acts they
perpetrated on her body were to exhibit their power; their control
over her will and body. And, worse than the initial physical
molestation they had attempted to coerce additional participation
through emotional blackmail. They had no intention of a shared
experience where they might possibly touch the soul of a partner
and contribute to the person’s happiness. Or, at the very least,
might fill a basic even short lived emotional or sexual need with
and for a person. He personally knew, O.K., suspected very
strongly, Lizzy had previous one night stands with several men on
the fringe of his circle of friends. Oh, what the hell, he was
certain some of his close friends had each banged her several times
too. But those choices didn’t make her a slut and sure as hell
didn’t give anyone the right to set her up for an all night gang
bang.

The door at the side of the house opened,
Greg stepped out into the early morning coolness, closed and locked
the door, and headed for his truck. Clay followed him in the
pre-rush hour traffic for nine miles to a small manufacturing plant
where he parked on the street instead of in the small employee’s
parking lot. The time was six forty five and the lot was filled
with cars from the night shift and the day shift early birds who
had previously arrived.

He still had time to attend yard sales and
visit several antique stores, pursuing his new legitimate business,
small as it was. Twice in a single month he had picked up older
automatic pistols, two of foreign manufacture. He seldom bought
pistols smaller than 9mm, but did have two in the .22 long rifle
caliber and a .32 caliber pistol. He was beginning to appreciate
the .32 caliber for up close work.

Before three thirty he was back at the
factory where he timed Greg’s walk from the tan metal building to
the perimeter fence and on to his truck.

Clay followed Greg for three more days until
his day shift ended and he had two days off. Greg consistently took
between twenty eight and thirty two seconds to reach his ride,
depending on the location of his parking spot.

Wednesday morning at five thirty Clay was
parked down the street from Charlie’s house eating what was
becoming his routine breakfast. At six forty Charlie moved a small
tricycle out of the driveway and backed his copper colored Fairlane
sedan out of the single car garage. He drove seven miles to an auto
parts store where he parked in an asphalt area across the alley
behind the store. There were four other cars in the lot besides
Charlie’s. Shortly after seven he carried several packages out the
back door and got in a delivery truck. Clay followed him from the
store to various auto repair garages until noon and then called it
quits for the day.

After lunch he again started calling the
remaining women who had been assaulted by the Three Lover Boys as
he had begun thinking of them. At six fifteen the following two
mornings he parked in a fast food restaurant parking lot along
Charlie’s way to work, followed Charlie to the store, and then
watched his deliveries for the morning.

By then Greg had started the evening shift,
from three to eleven. He had been selected to be the first target.
Greg was always one of the first to exit the building at the end of
his shift and Clay decided it was the time to hit him.
Literally.

He drove to the plant late the next morning
after going to eight promising yard sales. He was looking for a
spot down the street from the plant where he could park
inconspicuously fifteen minutes before the shift changed. Then he
drove past the area where Greg had always parked and continued down
the street. This area was unfamiliar to him so he drove around for
two hours, covering all the streets in a two mile area on the south
side of the plant. Driving back down three of the streets he
reviewed features he had noted, parked to walk through several
parking garages on those streets, and then went to the gym for an
afternoon workout.

Leaving the gym at four in the afternoon, he
drove to the Twelfth Street Saloon to solicit Tony’s help, and then
went home for supper.

After eating supper with the family, watching
the evening news and reading the newspaper, Clay drove to a near by
train station where he could catch the Metro toward the inner city.
A man he recognized walked over, shook hands with him and as he
passed a set of car keys into Clay’s hand said, “Black 69’ Chevelle
with a 300 horse 327 cube engine, just like you requested, parked
at space 364. The other items are in the trunk. You owe Tony two
grand for my services. See ya kid.” Clay wasn’t wearing gloves but
had a pair in the left pocket of his jacket with two extra
magazines. A 9mm MAB Model:D automatic was in the right pocket and
a silencer which had been modified to fit the French pistol was in
his right pants pocket.

At nine thirty he got off the train and
casually walked three blocks to a tow truck business he was
familiar with. The business closed at five each evening and the
owner took after hour’s calls at his house, just three miles away.
The wrecker he selected was a mid size, plenty heavy for what he
intended but also not too slow. Getting inside was easy enough and
pulling the ignition switch was no problem either. In minutes he
had the truck off the lot and was heading toward his destination.
In the rearview mirror he again positioned the fake moustache on
his lip and took the safety glasses from his shirt pocket. Pulling
up the hood on the maroon colored sweat shirt completed his
disguise.

Traffic was light and even with driving just
over the minimum posted speed limit he arrived at his destination
at ten twenty. Passing by the factory he spotted Greg’s truck and
then drove his escape route for twelve minutes before turning
around and heading back to the factory.

He double parked the tow truck on the same
side of the street Greg was parked on, and several hundred feet
behind him. The time was ten fifty. From the big truck he could see
over the other parked cars to the door through which the employees
would exit. Traffic was light now on the street which served mostly
industrial businesses but a few cars had to pass him as he sat
blocking traffic in his lane. The trucks flashers were on, but
several cars still honked in protest of the inconvenience he was
causing.

Shortly after eleven two men left the
building followed by Greg. The first two men were parked in the
lot, and before Greg was to the fence four other men had exited the
door.

Clay put the truck in gear, turned off the
blinkers and started moving ahead slowly when he saw Greg emerge
from the building. His timing over the next ten seconds would be
crucial. As the target walked down the sidewalk and approached his
truck Clay was picking up speed and getting closer to his
destination.

Greg stepped off the curb and started around
the back end of his truck. Clay was pushing the trucks engine and
had the speed up to forty.

As Greg rounded the end of his pick up, he
looked up the street for approaching traffic, and saw a red tow
truck hugging the center lane leaving plenty of room for him. He
had his black metal lunch bucket in his left hand and was pulling
his keys from the right front pocket of his Levis. Reaching the
drivers door he inserted the key in the door lock, turned, withdrew
it and wrapped his fingers around the door handle. In the same
moment the sound and movement of the red truck caught his
attention. He stayed near the side of his truck, waiting for the
wrecker to pass. Common sense told him he was safe.

Clay had been pushing the tow truck to
increase speed and had stayed to the left side of the lane,
actually a little over the line and into the other lane. As he
neared the green pick up he started edging over toward the cars
parked by the right curb. He could see Greg take the key from the
lock and move his hand to the door handle. He watched as Greg
glanced over his shoulder at the approaching truck; saw the
questioning look as Greg judged the approaching truck to be to
close to open his door and enter his truck.

As the front right bumper of the tow truck
got even with his target, Clay cut the wheel sharply to the right,
pinning Greg between the two trucks. He saw the man’s upper torso
go by the passenger's window, and could see the right side of his
face wearing a shocked and bewildered expression. He heard a
rumbling sound as the man was dragged along the front end of the
green pick up, then felt his truck bounce as the rear wheels ran
over his victims upper legs where he had fallen at the front end of
his own truck.

The front fender of the wrecker was now into
the rear quarter panel of a car parked in front of the pickup. Clay
cut the steering wheel sharply to the left to get clear of the
impediment to his escape and put the gas pedal to the floor with
the gear shift lever still in third gear. While up shifting to
fourth he looked for the right side mirror, but it was gone. By the
end of the next block he suspected the headlights behind him were
someone giving chase to the perpetrator of the hit and run accident
they had just witnessed. Slowing the truck just enough to make a
high speed right turn Clay headed for the freeway entrance ramp two
blocks away. The car behind him made the same turn and slid over
into the left lane, fishtailing as it came around. He definitely
was being chased.

Getting out onto the freeway he ran the truck
up to eighty five, weaving his way through light traffic to pass.
There were now two cars trying to catch him. Swerving over into the
right lane to go around two slower cars in the two left lanes he
hesitated before switching lanes again just long enough to let one
of the chase cars pull along side of him and then pass. As the
white Buick sedan passed and then pulled over in front of his truck
Clay first floored the gas pedal, bumping the car hard, downshifted
into third and popped the clutch while jamming on the brakes,
causing the car tail gating his truck to run into the back of the
wrecker. At the same time, with his brakes locked and his speed
dropping, he swerved to the right aiming for an exit off the
freeway. The timing of his cut had been off by a fraction of a
second and the left rear end of the truck scraped the entrance
wall, bouncing the truck off the ground and throwing it to the
right. The truck fishtailed for thirty feet in the single lane exit
as he fought to regain control and stay off the side walls.
Reaching the top of the off ramp, he slowed and then ran the red
light, turning to the left in front of two oncoming cars. Crossing
the overpass he checked the mirrors and saw what looked like a
white Buick make a high speed turn off the exit, following in his
direction. Two blocks from the freeway he made a right turn into a
narrow side street with parking lanes on both sides of the deserted
street. In the second block on his left he saw his destination, an
old eight story parking garage.

As he neared the garage entrance, he
exclaimed, Oh Shit. A car was blocking the entrance while the
driver attempted to get his parking tag out of the machine. As he
passed his blocked escape route he mentally flipped the offending
driver the bird and continued accelerating to the next corner.
Glancing in the left side mirror he could see the driver of the
white Buick was staying far enough behind so he too wouldn’t get
trapped into running into the back end of the wrecker. At the
corner he turned left and at the end of the block turned left
again. At the opposite entrance to the garage an overhead metal
gate was lowered across the opening, blocking access.

Clay silently cursed himself for not
anticipating the other entrance being closed during off hours as he
continued around to the first entrance. Rounding the last corner he
edged to the right slightly as he approached the opening, hit the
brakes and began his left turn into the now open entrance. The big
truck hit the curb with the rear left duel tires and crashed
through the lowered gate arm at the same instant. Downshifting, he
accelerated through the approach and up the entrance ramp to the
second floor. Locking up the brakes near the top of the ramp, he
stood on the pedal until the truck slowed and made a complete
momentary stop. After throwing the gearshift to neutral, he opened
the driver’s door and leapt from the truck, moving quickly to the
front end as the truck began to roll backward. The white Buick had
just turned into the entrance and was at the base of the ramp. Clay
placed both gloved hands on the trucks bumper, put his shoulder
against the fender, and pushed the truck backward with all his
strength. As the truck started rolling faster he continued to push
until the truck picked up speed. The Buick had started up the ramp,
but stopped suddenly when the driver grasped what was happening. In
his haste to back up he killed the engine.

Clay could hear the driver attempting to get
the engine restarted to escape the approaching truck, as he was
running away from the ramp and heard the loud crash when the
wrecker hit the stalled Buick. Moving up the inclined parking floor
he approached a hand rail, stepped up on the mid and then top bar
and reached for the base of the railing on the floor above.
Climbing up and over the railing he was on the third level and
quickly ran to space 364 where the black Chevelle was parked.
Driving down the exit ramps he approached the ticket booth where
another wood gate arm was lowered. He could see the attendant was
not in the booth; the guy must be over at the entrance checking out
the commotion there. The Chevelle hit the gate arm, breaking it off
back to the operator while Clay continued through the opening and
out to the street.

The white Buick was setting at an angle to
the entrance with the wrecker up against its crushed front end.
Steam was escaping from the ruptured radiator and eight or ten
people were gathered at the wreck site. At the sound of the
Chevelle crashing through the gate arm the group as a whole turned
toward the source of the new excitement. One man, who must have
been the garage attendant on duty, threw up his arms and started
shouting and waving for Clay to stop.

Making a right turn onto the street Clay
burned rubber getting away from the area. At the next block he
slowed, made a left turn and drove just over the speed limit the
rest of the way to an abandoned hulk of an old warehouse where he
parked the car inside the building.

Removing the glasses and moustache he settled
back in the driver’s seat to try to sleep for a few hours. The
split second image he had caught of Greg, what ever his last name
was, as he was pinned and being dragged and crushed between the two
trucks was vivid in his mind. The man was trapped and totally
helpless to stop what had happened to him. Surprise, fear and pain
were apparent in his facial expression; but something was lacking.
Clay regretted letting the man die without his knowing why. He
needed to see the man reconcile what he had done with the
punishment being imposed. The fact that the man was dead was only
one segment of his satisfaction. The victim should have been made
to accept his act of violence being the cause of his own
demise.

It would be different with Charlie.

Clay awoke at four in the morning and before
leaving the safety of the warehouse, performed the task of changing
license plates. A set of plates from Iowa replaced the local
plates, just incase the witness’s at the parking garage had thought
to get the numbers as he drove away. Then he opened the trunk,
removed a shiny gray Rayon jacket from a bag, and threw the maroon
sweatshirt in the back seat.

His first stop was to park at the side and
toward the back at an all night fast food restaurant. After buying
a newspaper, he stopped in the bathroom to wash his face and comb
his hair. Looking around, he decided on a booth where he could see
both the black car and the entrance. When a sleepy kid on night
shift appeared he ordered coffee and breakfast. He had read most of
the newspaper the night before, but wanted a reason to keep his
face down with his features out of sight.

After eating breakfast he headed for
Charlie’s work place. He thought it ironic these two men had known
his sister intimately, had touched her entire body inside and out,
knew her full name, her address and God only knows what else; and
he was killing them and didn’t even know their middle or last
names. He judged his contact with them to be just as personal as
their contact with his sister, yet he would have to read their
names in the obituary column to learn who they were and who they
left behind. He was still too early to intercept Charlie on his way
to work, so he drove through the service lane of another fast food
restaurant and bought another large cup of coffee. Twice he had
passed police cars and twice he had gotten butterflies in his
stomach, each time hoping they weren’t looking for his stolen black
Chevelle. Approaching the Clark Oil Refinery he thought of pulling
into the employee parking lot. It would be a safe place to hide
instead of traveling on the roadways. Finding a spot at the back of
the lot was easy and he backed in so he could watch the street and
the entrance to the lot. With some effort he slipped the coat off
and reached in the back seat for the sweatshirt. Now he was ready
for action again.

At six fifteen he left the refinery and drove
toward the parts store where Charlie worked. Six blocks away from
the store he found a parking spot on a side street right at the
corner and waited for Charlie to approach. After an eleven minute
vigil he spotted Charlie’s copper Fairlane coming down the street.
Two other cars were close behind Charlie and Clay fell in behind
them. Charlie would turn in at the street before the parts store,
so Clay passed the three vehicles in front of him, drove on by the
parts store, turned right and turned right again into the asphalt
alley behind the row of stores. There was no one else insight close
enough to cause a problem. Charlie had just parked with four other
cars when Clay pulled up behind his car and rolled down the window
glass. The silencer was on the pistol, in his right hand, on the
seat at his hip.

As Charlie got out of his car he saw Clay
parked behind him, nodded, walked over to his car and said “Hi”,
with a quizzical look on his face.

Clay spoke up, “I was following you and
noticed your license plate is about to fall off.”

Charlie was standing next to Clay’s car and
turned partially around to look at his license plate. “I don’t
see…"

Clay shot him three times in the small of the
back with the .32 cal. automatic and watched him crumple and fall
to the ground; sure he had severed the man’s spinal cord. Getting
out of the car he knelt down over the man who was lying on his side
and moaning loudly. Grabbing him by the hair and pulling his head
around, Clay looked him in the eyes “Greg is dead. I could leave
you like this and let you live paralyzed, for your wife and kid to
look at everyday with loathing and disgust, after I let them know
you’re a rapist. Yeah Charlie, rape is what this is about. You,
Greg and Johnny raped my sister. And now all three of you are
paying a high price for the ass you got.” Charlie’s eyes widened
and his jaw dropped. He was in a state of mental shock because of
what was happening to him so unexpectedly. Clay dropped Charlie’s
head, stood up and used his left foot to roll the man’s upper torso
over onto his back. Clay pointed the gun barrel at Charlie’s right
eye and said “Rot in hell, you filthy bastard,” before pulling the
trigger. Charlie’s upper torso flinched and jerked then relaxed.
Clay crouched down, and fired three more hollow point bullets into
Charlie’s shattered head, changing the angle of entry before each
shot. A puddle of blood had already begun to form on the asphalt
from the exit holes made by the bullet fragments.

Before getting back in the car he looked
around slowly. A hundred and fifty feet away a woman was scurrying
against the wind toward the row of stores, shoulders hunched,
looking straight ahead. No one else was in sight. He pulled away
from the body, drove quickly to the end of the lot, and made a left
turn onto the side street.

“So far, so good” he muttered to himself as
he drove back to the warehouse. Inside the empty shell of a
building he again took off the sweatshirt and put it in the car. He
cleaned out the car, putting the pistol and everything he had
brought with him into the empty sack. Finally, he took a five
gallon can of diesel fuel and a box of wood scraps from the trunk
and placed the wood along with his bag of trash in the front seat
of the car. After pouring the fuel over the interior of the car he
left both doors open, struck a match and ignited the kindling in
the wood box. When he was sure the fire would continue to
accelerate, he put on the coat and left the old building. Without
looking back, he walked quickly toward a bus stop two blocks
away.

Switching buses to get back to the train
station where his car was parked took over two hours and at a
quarter past ten he pulled into the parking lot at the health club.
After a long and strenuous workout he joined an aerobics class and
finished the session with half an hour in the lap pool. Then after
a hot shower and a shave he soaked in the hot tub while watching
T.V. The time was approaching two o’clock so there were no news
reports being televised. By then he was hungry and when he left the
club he went by Tony’s bar for a beer and a sandwich.

“You don’t happen to know anything about two
guys getting killed last night and this morning, do you?” Tony
asked with a knowing grin on his big face.

“Should I?” Clay queried while grinning and
trying to eat a huge thick ham sandwich.

“Well when two guys get whacked and the cops
don’t have a single lead I start thinking of you. And take it as a
professional complement from one fella to another.”

“First, yes I did, and second, thank you, I
accept your complement.”

“One of the cops who went to the morgue for
the guy last night said he was ground up like hamburger. And he
said this morning's guy would’ve been crippled for life if the
hitter hadn’t given him a coup de grace; blew the whole back of the
guys head off. The cops can tie them together but don’t know why
somebody had real hard feelings for both of them.”

“Well, I’m not going to tell them.”

“And the escape! Was it planned or was some
of it luck?”

“It was mostly planned. Rolling the wrecker
down the ramp at the posse was impromptu; but it worked.”

“I’ll say it worked. The passenger in the car
was trying to get out of it after he saw the wrecker coming
backwards at him. When the wrecker hit he was outside the car and
the open door hit him, knocked him down, and then the front tire
ran over his damn foot.”

“The foot was luck, his bad luck.”

“Not much of it was luck. You’re good kid,
real good. And if you ever catch me giving your little sister the
eye, just warn me before you whack me.”

Clay reached over and punched Tony on the
shoulder, “Leave my sister alone you big Sicilian Casanova or I’ll
start chasing your old lady.”

“Kid, my old Anna is more woman than a kid
like you could handle, trust me, I know.”

“Yeah, you’re probably right, Anna would end
up giggling and laughing at me and then I’d have to shoot her
too.”

They both laughed, and then Tony invited Clay
to a football game he had been given tickets for on the following
Sunday afternoon.

Clay said his good byes and left the bar
thinking it was a damn good thing Tony didn’t know about the night
Anna spent with him or Tony might tear him apart; and he wasn’t
sure he could shoot Tony to prevent it. But, just as Greg and
Charlie could attest to, no piece of ass is worth dying for.

 


At home he ate a small serving of food at
supper time with his mom and dad, during which he was grilled by
Margaret about where he had been all night again. He put her off by
saying he had met up with an old high school friend and had ended
up at his apartment instead of coming home late.

“I don’t mean to pry into your personal life,
but I worry about you when you stay out all night and I don’t know
if you’re hurt or something.”

“Mom, Gary and I met in a bar and started
dancing with a couple of girls and it just kind of got later and
later. When we left he invited me to stay over with him instead of
waking you up at two in the morning. And then this morning I went
to the club and spent the day there.”

Walter chimed in then, “Well it certainly
isn’t safe being out on the streets in this town anymore. There
were four more killings last night. One was a family dispute,
another involved a knifing between two friends who got drunk and
started arguing outside a tavern. But the other two are more
bothersome and the police don’t have a clue about them. One young
man was run over by a truck and another young man was gunned down
on his way to work this morning. He was shot in the back and then
executed after he was injured. By God I don’t know what the hell is
happening in this town. We need more policemen and stricter judges
to get these killers off the streets.”

“Calm down Walter, those people were probably
involved in something criminal; drugs, gambling, prostitution or
something. I don’t think just because they were killed it follows
they were honest law abiding citizens.”

“Clayton!” Margaret was surprised at his
opinion and retorted with, “How can you say that? No matter what
they did it is the job of the police and the courts to punish them,
not some killer lurking on the street.”

“I won’t argue the point. But if you wait for
the police to catch them we’ll all die of old age. And as long as
they’re killing each other I’m not as concerned as if innocent
citizens were being killed.”

“Well, I don’t agree with your kind of
thinking, killing is killing and it’s wrong.”

“Walt, we had better change the subject
before I get kicked out of the house.” Clay grinned at both of his
parents and got up from the table and went to the living room. He
was finding living at home more and more difficult. His attitudes
and ideals were constantly slipping out, and they were so radical
in the eyes of his parents he knew with out a doubt the time for
him to move out and be on his own had past. He made up his mind to
be in a house of his own within a year. He would take as many jobs
as possible and be on his own by the following October.

The evening paper was on the coffee table
where Walter had placed it before supper. Clay read the sports page
first and then picked up the “A” section where he read two separate
articles about the two deaths he was interested in. Gregory Robert
Alcott had died in a hit and run accident the police were still
investigating and would only classify as suspicious. Details of the
chase by witnesses at the scene of the accident were described,
including the first car being rammed and disabled on the highway,
and the injury of the passenger in the car at the parking garage.
Clay flipped to the obituary columns and learned the man was
divorced and had no children, but was survived by parents, one
brother and two sisters. “I wonder if the bastard abused them too,”
Clay thought as he read.

Flipping back to page three he read the
article about Charles Elva Rhinholt. The police had classified the
death as a professional style killing. The unarmed man had been
shot in the back and then murdered with shots to the head at point
blank range. Investigators were looking into the man’s background
for ties to organized crime, but had no leads or suspects. No one
had seen the man arrive in the parking lot, and his body was
discovered by an employee of a nearby business when she arrived for
work at ten minutes after seven. Rhinholt was survived by his
mother, a wife and a two year old daughter. As Clay finished
reading the obituary a thought went through his mind, I hope the
recently widowed Mrs. Rhinholt does better picking a new father for
her daughter than she did the first time; not many women get a
second chance without having a crummy ex to deal with.

 


 


 



Chapter 19

 


 


With the money
donated by Tony’s peers and the bank roll he had been able to save
over the previous year, Clay moved ahead with plans to open an
antique shop.

A real estate agent familiar with the area he
wanted to locate in began the search for a suitable business
location in November 1973. While this process was going on Clay
found a small building to serve as a temporary warehouse and began
buying antiques in earnest, especially furniture. He also purchased
a five year old delivery truck with a twenty foot long cargo bed.
The truck had a power lift gate on the back for loading and
unloading, and boasted a diesel engine for extra power and
longevity. Walter and Margaret tried to be supportive of his plans,
but Clay knew their support was shallow.



At the end of January an office and warehouse
combo came on the market in the upscale Elmhurst area, on the West
side of Chicago. His agent had been searching the listings for
almost three months and it was the first location he had seriously
considered. The property was an older brick structure and had
initially started out as just a warehouse. Later, a single story
addition had been built onto the front for a retail business. The
building was much larger than Clay actually thought he needed, but
he greatly appreciated the layout and the location. Not having
enough money to purchase the building outright, Clay called on Tony
for help with financing. Tony was a majority shareholder in a small
legitimate savings and loan business. He was instrumental in
getting Clay a mortgage with only five per cent down and at a whole
percentage point below the prevailing rate.

Before the deal had even closed Clay hired an
interior designer to assist with selecting the colors to be used,
and the procurement of additional decorating accessories. Another
role she assumed was coordination of the remodeling effort. Since
the building was empty the closing could be expedited to as soon as
the title search was completed; and Tony leaned on the title search
company he owned to get it done.

She suggested flat black paint on the twenty
one foot high ceilings, along with several contrasting wall shades
in various areas. The showroom was large enough to exhibit
different moods and periods, and she took advantage of the abundant
space. The designer also had working ties to a lighting designer
who suggested scrapping the original hanging industrial lights to
install numerous small high intensity lights; they could be quickly
and easily directed to specific locations for accent lighting as
well as general illumination. However, his lead designer rejected
scrapping the industrial lighting, and instead suggested using both
systems to complement each other.

Finally, after a month of intense work, the
shop was ready to open the first week of March 1974. The shops name
had been painted on the plate glass windows on each side of the
front entrance; Clayton & Associates was spelled out in
fancy multi colored script, filling both windows and large enough
to be visible from the busy street. The antiques in storage were
moved to the newly remodeled store for the grand opening. Clay’s
family and friends couldn’t believe he was starting a business,
especially to “buy and sell used furniture”, as several of them
stated it.

Margaret was now his primary supporter,
saying “I’m sure what ever he chooses to do, he’ll do well.” Since
she only dealt with the fact her son was starting his own business
and never mentioned her opinion of its real chance for success, her
pandering didn’t cause much of an impact with anyone, including
Clay. He understood how and why his family felt the way they did.
Hell, he wasn't positive the business would ever pay for itself;
but then, only he knew it wasn’t a requirement.

Walter was more skeptical, “Looks to me like
you could find a business where there’s a real need, like a grocery
store, gas station or a barber shop. Sell some product or service
people need on a regular basis. Even if customers will buy this old
stuff, how much of it can one family use; and will they buy this
over groceries when times get rough?”

Lizzy thought the whole idea was intriguing
and said to Margaret several times, “Mom, I can’t believe it. My
brother has his own business. Clayton and Associates. This
is so neat. I’m so proud of him.”

Finding good help had been the hardest task
of the whole endeavor. His mother had suggested several women she
knew who might be willing to work part time, but he wanted to stay
away from family ties of any sort to his business. He had placed
ads in the newspaper and interviewed over eighty applicants before
settling on seven who might work out for both full time and part
time clerks. The most important requirements were for them to be
honest and dependable; and for them to be totally unattractive to
him. One thing he didn’t need was to start having affairs with his
clerks and end up loosing good help, or having a messy and costly
separation.

He had located a delivery service which, if
the usage amounted to enough business for them, would give a hefty
discount for transporting items to the store and to customer’s
homes.

The number of people he barely knew who had
braved the cold twenty five mile an hour winds on opening day to
offer support amazed him. A lot of his friends from the bar had
come to the opening too; Tony with Anna; Joey and his wife and
quite a few others. Dan and some of the assistants from the club
had stopped in also. He was impressed at how many items had been
sold during the opening and knew he would be spending all of his
free time on purchasing new stock.

He had responded to Tony’s summons once while
setting up the antique business, leaving for a week on a job
assignment. The windfall had been unexpected, but very welcome, as
it provided extra cash to let the designer incorporate some
additional features he originally didn’t feel he could afford.

 


 


 



Chapter 20

 


 


On the third
Wednesday in May Clay took a call at the shop on his private line
from Mickey, asking him to stop by the bar as soon as he had time.
Since it was just after one he decided to drive over to the bar for
lunch.

As soon as he got into the main room of the
bar and got a beer and a sandwich from Mickey, Tony motioned for
him to follow and headed upstairs.

Once they were in the office with the door
closed Tony laid out the reason for the summons. “There’s a problem
in New York City people want addressed. You might have read about
it or heard on TV, a lieutenant from one of the families there was
in a shoot out with a bunch of cops, killed two of them and then
got shot and caught before he could get away. In exchange for
escaping the death penalty and getting into the witness protection
program he’s agreed to testify against his bosses. The top of the
family structures of at least two, and possibly three of the most
powerful families in the state are at risk. Needless to say, they
want the bastard taken out.” Clay had followed the story in the
national news and motioned for Tony to continue.

“There are three problems. One is they’ve
expedited the trial process and have already started jury
selection. They expect it to finish up next week and then the
opening statements will be heard. They want the guy hit before the
lawyers start making those opening statements. You've got ten days
max.”

“Then there’s problem number two; the big
one. The Feds are running the show. They’ve taken over the entire
top two floors of a fourteen story motel and have the guy hid out
there. They move him to a different room on the top floor daily.
Rumor has it sometimes he moves twice a day. Nobody gets access to
those two floors except federal agents. They have a small army of
agents around the clock and they even prepare all of his food and
carry it to him from the kitchen. Even the legitimate registered
guests are screened before they can stay in rooms on the other
twelve floors. The drapes on all of the windows on both floors are
kept closed twenty four hours a day, and there’s no other tall
building close enough to hit him from, even if you could see him,
which you can’t. You can’t get to the roof, and window cleaning has
been suspended. Short of blowing up the whole damn building and
killing hundreds of people, I don’t see how this guy can be hit
while he's in the motel.”

Clay sat silently thinking, and then said to
Tony, “Are they certain the target is even in there?”

“Yeah, they’ve enlisted several of the staff
and cleaning people and are positive the guy is still being held
there.”

Tony continued with his original summation,
“And problem number three. They’ve selected three hitters to get
this bastard because of the time constraint, and who ever gets to
the guy first gets the fee. The problem is one or two of them could
get killed if they get in the way of the better hitter. And, if one
of the three is found dead, seen in the area or caught, the Feds
will move the guy in a heart beat."

Clay sat quietly thinking for several minutes
and then asked, “What’s it worth?”

“You ain’t gonna believe this; the fee is
three hundred thousand; a hundred grand from each family.”

“Damn, a hundred grand is a lot, even for an
impossible job.”

“Then, you’re not going to attempt it? Good,
declining is the sensible thing to do.”

“I didn't say I wouldn't do it Tony. The job
sounds very difficult, but challenging. The families involved are
only putting up big money because THEY think it’s impossible. Did
they send a package?”

“Kid, this is big league. Are you sure you’re
ready for this? You won’t just be going up against the Feds. Two of
the top hitters in the country will be watching for you also. And
for this much money they’d whack their own mothers.”

“Tony I’m ready for it. I’ll think of some
way to get to this guy. Where’s the package?”

“It came this morning: I put it in my desk.
There ain’t much.”

“I need a ham sandwich and another beer. I’ll
be right back. You want a beer?”

After Tony had gone back downstairs Clay
removed the information from the envelope and read while he ate.
There were three items. Dominick Michael Trezzini, age 52 was
written at the bottom of a 5” x 7” black and white photograph.
Next, he read a single typed page with most of the same information
Tony had told him earlier. The third item was a New York City map
with a red circle showing the location of the Allegheny Inn in the
borough of Yonkers, on the north side of the city. Before leaving
the bar he asked Tony to make a couple of calls to line up
equipment he might possibly need. Then he asked Tony to call his
contact in New York City and request two legitimate cars to be at
his disposal once he got to the city. And he wanted to know how
long the Feds had been holding the snitch at the hotel.

After supper and a trip back by the bar for
the items he had requested, he was on the road driving in the dark
to Tony’s farm. He had told his mother he was going to roam the
area between Illinois and Pennsylvania for a couple of weeks to buy
antiques for the shop. Walter again reminded him he thought a
twenty five year old man should have a steady and permanent job,
instead of trying to peddle junk furniture. He knew his step father
meant well and was justified in his way of thinking, but he’d had
enough lecturing and replied louder and harsher than probably was
necessary.

At the farm he spent the next morning putting
targets in a field across the river from a fifty foot high bluff on
Tony’s property. He had set a makeshift flag by the targets to gage
wind speed and direction. Using the techniques he had been taught
he set about adjusting the scope for approximately a eight hundred
yard distance. After thirty five shots with the Military XM21
sniper rifle he felt he was ready and left the ART 3X-9X adjustable
range setting scope where he finished. Before dark he was on his
way to New York City.

 


On Thursday June 6, 1974 Clay arrived in New
York City for the first time in his life. He had taken highway 80
all the way from Chicago and got on route 95 just before crossing
the George Washington Bridge into New York. Past the bridge he
watched for highway 87 north and took it all the way to Yonkers,
getting off at Memorial.

Before looking for a motel he searched for
and located the Allegheny Inn. Sure enough, the tallest structure
within at least a mile was a six story building being constructed
on a corner across the street north and west of the motel. The
framework was up, the exterior skin had been installed and the
doors and windows were almost completely set in place. It appeared,
as he drove by, work to finish the interior was in progress.

Clay drove back the way he had come to an
area he had passed through earlier, about a mile and a half from
the Allegheny Inn, where he had seen motels of several medium
priced nationally advertised chains. Selecting one, he checked in,
found a place to eat, went back to his room, and fell asleep.

 


Day One - Friday

The long drive had worn him out so he didn’t
get out of bed until eight the next morning. The entire day was
spent driving all the streets within a half mile radius of the
Allegheny Inn. He kept a notebook of promising sites he saw for
further consideration and checking out. While driving around the
area, he located the used car lot for which Tony had given him the
address and phone number. After a late supper he drove around the
Allegheny, parked three blocks away and watched the lights in the
building until after midnight.

 


Day Two - Saturday

The next morning he was up at six for a jog
around the A. I., as he had taken to thinking of the Allegheny Inn.
He would jog for a short distance and then find a place to sit and
watch the area while massaging a thigh or calf muscle. By taking
his time and watching carefully he spotted six people standing in
front of stores on the street, sitting in restaurants not eating,
and in a car and a truck just sitting there. After two and a half
hours he went back to his car and drove to a park on a small hill
ten blocks from the A.I. Sitting in the driver’s seat he had
positioned the car so he could look through the passenger side
window and see the top of the motel. With a pair of army surplus
binoculars he could clearly see two men moving around the top of
the building. Each had binoculars and a radio, or one of the new
portable telephones he had heard about. He prayed his assumption
was correct and staying on the opposite side of the car in the
shadows, they should not be able to see him watching them. The fact
sheet he had received about the job was right. There was indeed a
small army of guards assigned to protect Trezzini. There surely are
at least two guards in the room at all times with him plus another
one or two out in the hallway he thought. They must open two
connecting units at a time so Trezzini can sleep while the guards
talk or watch TV or do something to pass the time.

His next stop was at a phone booth where he
called the number at the car lot. A woman answered, “Franks used
car lot, this is Sally, what’cha need?”

“How late are you open tonight?”

“Franks gonna be here till seven
tonight.”

“This is Joseph; I want to speak to
Frank.”

“Hang on a sec; he’s out side, he’s been
expecting you to call.”

After a few minutes a man spoke, “Hey!
Joseph. I understand you need some wheels. I got just the thing for
you, nice late model sedans. You’ll like them. Come by and pick
them up at your convenience.”

“I want them delivered. The first one goes to
the Princess Theater on Euclid Street. There’s a parking…”

“Hey, pal. I don’t deliver. You come here and
pick it up or go somewhere else.”

“Did the people who lined this up agree to
pay you?”

“Yeah, they did. They paid me for the use of
two cars for a month.”

“Then quit fucking around wasting my time and
do what I’m telling you or the deals off. Of course you understand
the goons won’t be happy if they have to visit you again,
asshole.”

“Hey fella, listen to me, I don’t have to
take any crap from you.”

Very calmly Clay told Frank, “You can either
do as I’m asking or die if I have to come down there. Make up your
mind quick; I don’t have time to play your silly fucking games. A
deal was made to get two cars to me and you had better make good on
it damn fast.”

“O.K., O.K. I get the picture, where do you
want them.”

“Thank you. There’s a parking lot beside the
Princess theater on Euclid off of the one way street in front of
it. Park there at three forty five, leave the keys on the floor,
buy a ticket for the four o’clock matinee and go inside for at
least fifteen minutes. What kind of car is it, and what color shirt
or jacket will you be wearing?”

“I’ll send Sally with a 71 Oldsmobile; a gray
four door sedan. She’s thirtyish, brunette, plump, and wears a red
coat. Where do you want the other car?”

Clay replied, “I’ll call you,” and ended the
conversation.

By then it was a quarter of three so he found
a local deli where he grabbed a poorboy and a Coke and then drove
to Euclid Street. He left his car on the parking lot of a grocery
store two blocks away and devoured the sandwich as he walked toward
the theater. When he placed the moustache on his lip he must have
gotten it a little low because it kept getting in his food. As he
neared the street in front of the theater, he donned dark
sunglasses, slapped a long billed cap on his head and pulled up the
hood of his sweatshirt. Standing on the corner of the “T”
intersection he watched for the gray Oldsmobile with a brunette in
a red coat, to come down the through street and turn into the one
way side street. After twelve minutes he spotted her. She was in
the right lane, slowing to make the turn around the corner.
Maneuvering to the edge of the curb he stepped off just as she
started to turn and walked in front of the car as she jammed on the
brakes.

He reached the drivers side of the car while
she was still cussing him and leaned close to the window to say,
“I’m Joseph, open the door Sally.”

The door opened and Sally said, “But I’m
supposed to park and go in the theater.”

“Change of plans sweetie, here’s twenty
dollars, take a cab home. Bye.”

Cars behind him were honking and people on
the sidewalk had curious looks on their faces as they observed the
scene in front of them. Clay slid behind the wheel and quickly
drove away. In the rear view mirror he saw Sally standing in the
middle of the street, still clutching a twenty in her hand and
still wearing a dumbfounded look on her face.

Not knowing the players involved in the
arrangements made for him, he had decided not to take any chances
with his identity being revealed. If the other hitters had also
requested cars he could easily be set up if one of them made a deal
with the car lot owner; assuming all the cars had been furnished by
Frank. Tony was correct in assuming the other hitters may be as big
a challenge as the Feds. After parking the Oldsmobile at the motel
parking lot he took a taxi back to the grocery store where his own
car was parked. Inside the store he went to the deli and bought hot
food, and cold beer to take back to his room. As he ate a roasted
chicken and drank two beers he considered his next move. This one
also could be tricky.

Leaving the motel he walked to a phone booth
and called a local cab for a ride to Frank’s car lot. Before the
ride arrived he donned the moustache and glasses again.

The cabbie was directed to let him out at a
corner with a phone booth one block away from the car lot. As the
cab pulled away he was making another call to Frank.

“Frank’s used cars,” answered a voice Clay
recognized from the earlier call.

“This is Joseph. I’m ready for my other
car.”

“Hey Joseph, what the hell was the switch
about? Poor Sally was all confused. Of course it don’t take much to
confuse her. Anyway, she already left for the day so you’ll have to
get the other car tomorrow.”

“Sorry Frank, but I’m ready for it tonight.
Drop it off at the bus station parking lot over on twenty second
street when you leave tonight.”

“Hey, wise guy, this is Saturday and I’ve got
a hot date.”

“Then you had better close up and leave now
so you won’t be late.”

Clay hung up the phone and quickly started
jogging to the car lot in the next block. As he approached the lot
he saw a man inside the office gesturing with his left arm before
hanging up the phone. Next the lights in the office went out and
the man stepped outside the door and locked it. He carried a set of
license plates in his right hand and walked to the nearest exit
where he stretched the chain across the entry and snapped a padlock
on it. Turning around he began walking toward the other end of the
lot. Clay jumped the low slung chain at the edge of the lot and ran
toward the tall heavyset man who appeared to be about thirty eight.
The man heard him running and turned toward him.

“I’ll take the keys Frank, I’m Joseph,” Clay
said.

“God damn it, don’t you ever follow through
with any arrangements you make? What the fuck kind of deal is
this?”

“Go cry to somebody who gives a shit, I’m in
a hurry.” Shoving the man up against the side of a car he put the
pistol, still in his right pocket, against the man’s stomach where
he could feel the barrel poking into him.

Frank carefully pulled keys from his jacket
pocket and said, “Here pal, the green New Yorker is yours.”

“Who were you talking to on the phone a
minute ago?”

“I wasn’t on the phone I was out here locking
up.”

Clay pushed the pistol harder into the man’s
stomach to distract him and at the same time removed his left hand
from his jacket pocket and hit the bigger man with an uppercut to
the jaw with a brass knuckle. The man went down, falling to Clay’s
right, cursing and raising both arms to protect his head from the
additional blows he anticipated. Squatting down between the cars
and over Frank, he put the gun to Frank’s forehead and said,”
You’ll tell me or I’ll kill you right here, make up your mind. You
have two seconds.”

“Alright, you crazy son of a bitch. It was
some gal. She picked up a car too. Said I was to call her if
anybody else got one. She was pissed because she missed you
yesterday and said if I didn’t call her again she’d kill me. What’s
with all you fucking wackos wanting to kill everybody?”

“What does she look like? Quick, talk.”

“She must be about thirty two, medium height,
a little bit chubby, black hair, lots of makeup, dressed real nice,
had on a business suit with pants, and she wore wire rim
glasses.”

“What kind of car did she get?”

“A new red Monte Carlo.”

“Were arrangements made for anyone besides
her to be provided with a car?”

“No. You two were the only ones.”

“You’d better not be lying to me. If you see
her or hear from her again, tell her you didn’t see me, I knocked
you out and took the keys as you stepped out of the office. If you
tell anybody about me I’ll come back and personally beat you to
death; one punch at a time. Do you believe me?”

Frank was nodding his head affirmatively, his
wide open eyes fixed on Clay’s face when Clay stood up, turned
slightly away while Frank lowered his arms, and then hit him on the
side of the head, knocking him out. He pulled Frank behind the line
of cars and left him lying on the ground, then clipped the dealer
plates to his car. Driving the Chrysler through the remaining
unchained exit, he drove off the lot in the direction of the bus
station.

Two blocks from the station he parked on a
side street and walked to his destination warily. Knowing Sally may
have described his appearance to Frank earlier, before his
competitor called, he pitched the sweatshirt and removed the
moustache and glasses. When he was approaching the station he
pulled a can of beer from his pocket, opened it and took a hefty
swallow. Walking erratically he imitated the stumbling drunk
patrons he had seen many times leaving the Twelfth Street Saloon.
The red Monte Carlo wasn’t parked on the street or at the small bus
station parking lot reserved for drop-offs, pickups and ticket
buyers. He really didn't expect to see one but looked anyway.
Stopping often to lean against a support or to sit on the sidewalk
he slowly make his way down the street. Clay surveyed the
businesses across the street as well as the activity around the
station but didn’t see the woman he was searching for.

Since Frank had been used to provide cars to
at least one of the other hitters competing for the grand prize
Clay decided to ditch both of Franks cars after three or four days
and start stealing his own. It was impossible to tell how much
information had been passed to the woman driving the red Monte
Carlo, or to anyone else.

For the next hour Clay played the homeless
drunk; pan handling for change to buy his supper and a beer. All of
the people on the street were of interest to him, but the women
held special interest, especially those of medium height who were a
little overweight. Down the street a police cruiser with two
officers in it pulled up to the curb near where he had been
accosting people for hand outs. Across the street from him a
slender blond of medium height, wearing a dark blue skirt and a
yellow blazer, had just stepped out of a small diner. She stood on
the sidewalk for several minutes watching the activity in front of
the bus station. She began crossing the street at an angle to take
her past the main entrance to the bus station; she too was casting
her glance in several directions, as if looking for something or
someone. Her pace was quick, and as she reached the sidewalk she
continued to walk past and away from Clay. He began to follow her,
but was approached by the two policemen.

“Hey fella, you weren’t mooching money from
people outside the bus station just now, were you?”

“Yeah officer I was. I’m out of work and down
on my luck and just need some change to buy a meal.” Clay spoke
softly and hesitantly, keeping his head lowered.

“I ought to run you in for being a public
nuisance.”

“Please don’t officer, I want to work but
times are just rough for me right now.”

“Well, you can’t beg here or I’ll run you in
for vagrancy. I haven’t seen you here before and don’t want to see
you again. Get away from here and go find a job. There’s a homeless
shelter over on George Street, two blocks over and down two blocks
where you can get a meal and spend the night for a quarter. Here’s
the quarter. Now get out of my sight before I lose my good Irish
nature and change my mind. And get rid of the beer can. You know
you can’t drink on the street in public view.”

“Thanks officer, you won’t regret letting me
off. I’ll go there tonight, I promise.” Clay pocketed the quarter
and kept his head down as he moved around the cops heading in the
same direction the blond had taken. He had taken about fifty steps
when he saw a red Monte Carlo pull up to the stop sign at the
corner two hundred feet away. Only the car was driven by a red head
wearing a yellow jacket. As he suspected, Frank had been on the
phone setting him up. “Damn it, I wonder if she spotted me and
knows what I look like now? Surely not,” he answered himself, “or
she wouldn’t have continued to look around the area as if searching
for someone.” He still didn’t know exactly what she looked like,
but had learned she could change her appearance at will. The broad
certainly wasn’t plump and could prove to be a real danger.

It was almost eight thirty and fully dark, so
he drove over to the A.I. again. He parked three blocks away and
observed the top floor of the motel on the east side until after
eleven o’clock. He made a note that the drapes on all of the
windows were closed, but he could see light through slight openings
at the ends of the curtains in about half the rooms. They were
leaving lights on in some of the unoccupied rooms. A clever way to
prevent anyone from knowing which room was currently being
used.

 


Day Three - Sunday

The next morning he was up at six thirty and
at the A.I. before seven thirty. He parked under the top floor of a
four story parking garage two blocks away on the West side of the
motel. Sitting in the passenger seat he was able to scrunch low in
the seat and use the binoculars to observe the top floors of the
building. At five minutes past eight the drapes of a room near the
north end of the building opened fully. At eight sixteen the
curtains of the window to the right were opened. Clay watched a
woman in a service uniform walk away from the window each time. At
eight thirty eight the curtains on the window to the right were
closed and two minutes later the same woman closed the coverings on
the other window. Clay felt he had learned a major piece of
information until he realized he didn’t know if the rooms were
being cleaned before or after being occupied.

 


Day Four - Monday

At seven thirty the next morning he was again
observing the A.I., this time from an outdoor restaurant located to
the East of the motel. At three minutes past eight and again at
nineteen minutes past eight he watched as the drapes opened at
adjoining rooms near the south end of the twelfth floor. At
eighteen minutes of nine the drapes were closed again. The windows
had been uncovered a total of thirty eight minutes.

 


Day Five - Tuesday

Clay was at the parking garage on the West
side of the motel at what had become his usual morning starting
time. At one minute before eight the first of the drapes on two
windows were opened. On a hunch Clay quickly started the car, left
the garage and drove through heavy early morning traffic to a spot
on the east side of the motel where he had a clear view. Crawling
over the seat into the back seat he again scrunched down and hoped
the guards or passersby’s wouldn’t notice him in the unlit interior
of the car. He had barely gotten in position when the curtains on a
room near the middle of the top floor were opened. They remained
open for approximately fifty eight minutes before closing again.
Now he had something to ponder. What did the timing of the curtain
openings indicate?

After dark he noticed shadows flash across
light seeping around the window coverings in one of the rooms on
the West side where curtains were opened and closed the previous
morning.

 


Day Six - Wednesday

At sixteen minutes before nine the next
morning, Clay observed the drapes open on the same room he had
observed shadows breaking the slivers of light the previous night.
Both windows were hidden again at nine forty two. He figured there
was a total open time of fifty two minutes.

After finding a small restaurant he ordered
coffee and breakfast. Copying the times and duration’s of the
curtain movements from his notes he tested a developing theory.

He drove back to the area of the A.I. and
again drove the streets around the motel, within a radius of a half
mile, stopping several times to take notes. At a spot inside the
perimeter of his search area he parked the car, sat looking at the
motel, and pondered his ability to make a killing shot at the
distance. There was no other choice, he had to make the shot and be
successful on the first and only attempt.

The man he wanted was in there. How could he
get Trezzini to show himself? What would it take to cause him to do
something dumb? They’ve been in there for almost seven weeks; even
the FBI gets complacent and sloppy after a long period; it’s human
nature. But what will it take to make something happen now? Think,
Clay, think. Clay wrestled with himself to come up with an answer;
a key to the situation facing him. I can’t shoot what I can’t see.
How do I make him visible? Having seen enough for the day, he went
back to his motel, pulled the license plates from both loaner cars,
drank a few beers and cleaned up. Looking spiffy in dress slacks
and a blue summer weight sport coat, he felt like going to a good
steak house for a quiet dinner where he could relax and forget his
work problems, even if only for a few hours.

Driving his own car, he followed the
directions provided by the desk clerk to a recommended steak house
and entered the establishment after turning his car over to the
parking attendant. A waiter had just brought him a bourbon on the
rocks when he saw a man wearing a tall white chef’s hat and white
jacket wheeling a cart across the dining room to a table on the far
side. Most patrons were talking or eating and likely didn’t notice
the man setting up to make a flaming desert at a customers table.
When it was time to light the gas burner the cook waited too long
to ignite the gas, letting it accumulate under the pan and around
the burner. With a loud WOOMMSH, a fireball shot up five feet high
as the gas ignited. A man at the table behind the preparation cart
almost turned his table over, knocking over all the wine and water
glasses while reacting to the unexpected explosion. Everyone in the
dining room was caught off guard and turned to see what the
commotion was. Gasps and Ohhhs permeated the room as people reacted
to the unanticipated fireball.

Clay grinned and made a silent toast to the
chef. The chef had solved his dilemma. To celebrate the event he
had two more drinks, ordered the best steak on the menu, and sat
grinning from ear to ear planning what would be required to pull
off the plan starting to form in his mind.

After supper he again drove to the A. I. and
sat until almost midnight watching the lights. On his way back to
the motel he lifted a set of license plates from a car sitting on a
self pay parking lot and then removed a set from another car to
replace the first. Most people don’t know their license number
unless it’s a vanity plate, so odds were good only the missing set
would be reported to the police. He was almost ready for the next
step.

 


Day Seven - Thursday

Since too many people could have the
description of the loaner cars he was driving, he got up early the
next morning and spent an hour moving both cars to another motel
three miles away. They would be picked up in a few weeks and held
until Frank paid the storage fee.

After moving the last car he had a taxi take
him to a large nearby factory. When the taxi left he walked to the
far end of the parking lot and found a car he liked. He removed a
tool from the gym bag he carried to unlock a two year old black
Buick Wildcat. After pulling the ignition switch he drove it to a
park where he installed the license plates stolen the night
before.

At seven he was at a construction supply
business where he bought a white hard hat, a pair of safety glasses
with side shields, a pad of green engineer’s graph paper and a
clipboard.

Now he was ready to visit the construction
site of the five story building across from the A. I. He located a
small parking lot for visitors at the site and left the Buick
there. Donning his hardhat and carrying the clipboard he entered
the fenced area behind two craftsmen, noting the locking method. To
his left he saw a ten foot by twelve foot guard shack manned by two
security guards. The two craftsmen ignored the guard shack and
headed for the main entrance. He emulated their lead as if he were
being escorted by them and tagged along closely behind them. Inside
he wandered through the building occasionally making official
looking notes and sketches on the paper pad. Mentally he noted what
he was really there for. The first floor was being utilized as a
storage area for materials for the rest of the building. On the
second floor he located an area near the center of the floor where
oil based paint, solvent and painting equipment were being staged.
The remaining upper floors were in various stages of final
finishing. Having seen enough, he left the building and walked the
perimeter. Behind the building there was another drive through
gate, held closed by a chain and cheap pad lock. This area was
partially obscured by six, thirty cubic yard capacity roll off
trash boxes, staged inside and outside the fence, some full or
partially full, some empty. A temporary roadway led from the fence
to the basement of the building.

Back at his car he wrote down the details he
had noted while they were still fresh in his mind and then drove to
a gas station with an outside phone booth. After Tony answered he
said, “The problem you feared is real. Can I call you on the other
line in fifteen minutes to discuss it some more?” Hanging up he
moved the car to a pump and filled the gas tank, paid for the gas
with cash and walked back out to the phone. Dialing the phone again
he got Tony at the phone booth they had arranged to call in case he
needed a secure means of communication where the police wouldn’t
have a bug.

“Tony, you were right, one of the other
people here did try to set me up. It’s a damn woman. But don’t
worry; I’m taking care of it. I need some things; a lot of things.
Is there someone here you can trust, or will you need to send
someone out from Chicago? Good, tell him to get a three quarter ton
van and leave it in the parking lot of the Princess Theater at six
tomorrow evening. It’s on Euclid Street; tell Tracy to park in the
back of the lot. The things on my shopping list aren’t going to be
easy to get on short notice. Yeah? Well, you’re right, if anybody
can get it my moneys on you pal. Here’s what I need.”

"Call Ernesto Martinson for a one pound PETN
shaped charge with a timer detonator for the explosive trigger.
Tell him not to substitute another explosive unless it's as stable
and as powerful. I'll need two empty fifty gallon drums, ten
gallons of diesel fuel, ten gallons of high octane racing fuel, and
twenty fifty pound bags of ammonium nitrate fertilizer. Don't
substitute with any other fertilizer. You better have the
fertilizer stolen from distributors so there won't be a sales
record. Got all that, or do I need to go over the list again?"

"Got it. Clay, what the hell is this stuff
for?"

“It’s something I learned in War School as
you called it. We’ll soon know if it’s enough and if it’s as
powerful as I was told”. In closing he told Tony “Make sure the
truck can’t be traced; it won’t be coming back. Tell Tracy to leave
the keys in the floor and take a cab to the train station to get
back home. Pay him well and I’ll settle up with you when I get
back.”

“O.K. Clay, if Ernesto has the bomb stuff on
hand I’ll have it there. Be careful and good luck kid.”

“Thanks Tony. Hey, there is one other favor I
need. Check with your contact again to ensure Trezzini is still in
the motel. If he’s been moved there’s no need to send the truck. If
it doesn’t arrive tomorrow I’ll know why.”

He drove by the construction site again. It
was deserted except for a solitary guard he could see sitting in
the guard shack, facing the building listening to a radio. From a
parking spot where he could see the guard in the window he watched
for four hours. The guard never moved from the trailer.

 


Day Eight - Friday

The following morning Clay was in position to
observe the eight o’clock ritual at the A.I. Everything was falling
into place. At six o’clock in the evening he was in the parking lot
at the Princess Theater, leaning against the side wall of the brick
building. At five minutes past the hour a white Ford utility van
moved slowly down the driveway and parked at the end of the lot.
Clay had dropped down behind the car in front of him and watched
the entrance to the lot to see if anyone was following his supply
run. Even if Tony was in charge of the arrangements he wasn’t
taking any chances. The driver of the Ford van had gotten out of
the truck and was stretching while looking at the area around him.
He glanced at his wristwatch to assure himself of the time, and
then turned and walked out to the street and flagged down a cab.
Clay waited another fifteen minutes, then stood up and walked
briskly to the van. After driving back to his motel he parked the
truck under a light fixture where it was visible from his room. By
then it was time for supper which he decided to eat in the small
chain restaurant attached to the motel. Before going back to his
room he went to his car and got his rifle, rolling the gun case up
in a sleeping bag to conceal it. He went to bed early but was
absorbed for over three hours in going over last minute details of
the next days plan.

 


Day Nine – Saturday

At three in the morning Clay woke to the
sound of the alarm clock, dressed and carried a garment bag out to
the white van. The rifle was hanging vertically between shirts in
the bag He needed to get it out to the van without being seen and
this was a good time. Besides, he had another errand to run.

Later he stopped for breakfast and was in
place at the parking garage at seven thirty for his last
observations. As anticipated draperies opened on two rooms a few
minutes past eight and closed on both by eight thirty seven. He
felt sure he knew the room Trezzini would be sleeping in. He was
betting all his chips on the first draperies to be opened each
morning at around eight o’clock were in the rooms getting a final
prep for occupancy; thus the shorter duration. The later and
extended duration in rooms on the opposite side of the motel were
while the staff cleaned the just vacated rooms after the tenants
moved their personal belongings each morning. The F.B.I. was
careful to keep window coverings closed while they were in the
rooms, but had neglected to frequently reinforce the requirement on
the cleaning staff.

Get ready to die Dominick Trezzini I’m coming
for you. The next part of his plan was to put a set of stolen
plates on his personal car and leave it in a residential
neighborhood until after the hit was accomplished. He didn’t want
anyone to associate it being parked near the get away car he would
dump there after the hit.

At a bus stop Clay selected a route, and rode
five miles into the city to steal another car. He had stashed the
Buick and felt a need to change cars again, just to be safe.
Although he hadn’t seen the woman in the red Monte Carlo since the
bus station sighting, he was willing to bet she was keeping an eye
on him. He wanted something faster this time, so he found an almost
new Chevrolet Camero. Prior to taking it he popped the hood to
assure it had the big block V8 engine. After switching plates with
another car the Camero was left in a parking garage a block from
the constructions site. Wanting to make a detailed final review of
his plan and then exercise in the swimming pool, he took a cab back
to his motel to spend a few hours trying to relax.

Saturday night at eight, Clay parked the
white truck outside the back gate at the construction site. He was
dressed from head to toe in black and wore a black ski mask. After
cutting the pad lock with bolt cutters he slipped through the gates
to survey the grounds inside the fence. From outside the guard
shack he observed one elderly gray haired man in a black security
uniform. The old man was sitting in a swivel desk chair with his
legs propped up and his shoes off, listening to a radio and reading
a magazine. The shack had a large window with a view of the
building project. A radio sat on a counter top on the opposite
wall. The guard was facing away from the building and wouldn’t be a
problem unless the radio broke. He made his way to the basement and
spent a full twenty minutes moving boards, scaffold parts and waste
barrels out from an area near the center of the basement. After
opening the back gate he again checked on the guard and then drove
the truck down the gravel drive into the basement. Once the truck
was inside he turned the parking lights on using the dim yellow
light to position the truck just where he wanted it.

In the back of the van he dumped ten bags of
fertilizer into each of the drums, and divided the diesel fuel and
racing fuel between them. The timer on the PETN explosive charge
was synchronized with his watch and set for ten thirty. After
placing the timed charge between the drums Clay locked the truck,
grabbed the garment bag and carefully moved out to the back gate.
He wound the chain through both gates to hold them closed and hung
the cut pad lock back in position. His watch indicated the time was
nine thirty. One hour to complete preparations.

While gingerly carrying the garment bag he
pulled off the ski mask as he hurried to the parking garage to
retrieve the Camero. After removing the rifle and bolt cutters from
the bag and placing them in the car he found a trash dumpster and
left the bag in it. He drove to a location a half mile from the
A.I. and parked on a street running in front of a municipal water
tower. He felt the distance was just at his maximum shooting range.
If Trezzini hadn’t been moved to the water tower side of the A.I.
the hit would have had to be postponed for a day, but Sunday would
have worked just as well. The one hundred and twenty five foot tall
tank had been built on a low hill, which provided enough elevation
to give him a clear view of the top floors of the A.I. To the left
of it he could see the top of the new building under construction.
An even better view of it would be had from the top of the tank.
The time was nine forty seven.

A single ladder without a protective safety
cage ran up one of the support four legs to a small platform on
top. Four spotlights on the ground, ninety degrees apart,
illuminated the tank at night. Much earlier in the dark someone had
used a ball peen hammer to smash the lens and bulbs on two of the
lights aimed primarily on the ladder side of the tower. The same
unknown person had also used bolt cutters to cut the chain securing
a gate in a small fenced area to keep unauthorized people away from
the ladder. He felt certain the vandalism wouldn’t be reported or
repaired until Monday at the earliest. As he began the climb he was
glad he remembered to ask Tony for cotton gloves with small rubber
bumps on the palms and finger gripping areas. The time was nine
fifty eight.

A hand over hand climb up a narrow vertical
ladder one hundred and twenty five feet high hadn’t seemed like
much. But by the time he had reached the point where the ladder
began to bend to the curvature of the elliptical top of the tank he
was breathing heavily. He was thankful he didn’t have a fear of
heights, or this plan couldn’t have been undertaken. The heavy
rifle slung over his shoulder had become burdensome and awkward
during the climb. Halfway up the curved surface the ladder
flattened sufficiently for him to stand erect and use the hand rail
starting there to continue his ascension to the platform.

On the platform he sat and took deep breaths
and suddenly realized he was hot and sweaty despite the cool
breeze. The mild five to seven MPH breeze coming out of the west
would be at his back. He rechecked the rifle before again looking
at the time. It was nine minutes past ten. He took time to marvel
at the impressive light display around him in all directions as far
as he could see, and then used the rifle scope to locate the two
rooms he expected Trezzini to appear in. Unzipping the right pocket
of his charcoal gray sweat shirt he removed the .38 caliber
automatic and placed it out of the way in the corner of the
platform to his right. He removed the sweatshirt and a two inch
thick by twelve inch square piece of foam rubber from inside the
waist of his pants. The two of them would have to provide adequate
padding while he lay on the metal grating to make the shot. His
mouth had gotten dry since the climb and he wished he had some
water. Glancing at his watch he noted the time was ten seventeen.
Thirteen minutes to wait.

This was his most vulnerable period in the
job. Someone could have seen him climbing the ladder and might have
called the police. And after taking the shot, even if he were
successful, he still needed to reach the ground to escape. Many
people would still be up on a weekend night. And with the distant
explosion and the report from the large caliber rifle most were
sure to come outside to investigate. Luckily there were only nine
houses on the other side of the street and four down the street on
the same side as the tower. Others were around the area, but too
far to be of any immediate concern. And, in his favor, this was
Saturday night and a lot of cars were on the streets. He could gain
precious minutes to escape while the authorities tried to reach
this spot. His watch showed twenty one minutes past ten.

By synchronizing his watch and the timer he
felt comfortable they would be well within a minute’s time. There
was no need to be more precise than a minute. His thoughts went to
the image of the man he had studied for the past nine days. He was
sure he could recognize him, but would only have a second or two
for a definite go or no go decision. Another thought clamored for
attention in his mind. He had almost forgotten the redhead in the
Monte Carlo. Where did she and the third assassin stand in all of
this? Time was running out for all of them. Did either of them have
a viable plan put together? Was he ahead of them, or could Trezzini
already have been attacked? Was he still in the A.I. or could he
have been killed or moved? It would be ironic if he blew up a
building and his target had already left the motel. Walking around
the platform he checked the ground area around the aging tower in
all directions for any sign he had been seen, but saw nothing to
concern him.

It was ten twenty six. Clay laid down on the
rubber pad and the folded sweatshirt, assumed a prone position and
moved around until he was satisfied with the support they provided
between his arms and the steel grating. Focusing the scope on the
flag in front of the motel he watched for a minute to check for air
speed and direction. The flag barely moved. His visit to the
Westchester County Clerks Office maps section had provided him with
an estimated distance to be around seven hundred seventy yards,
plus or minus twenty. The scope had been readjusted for the
distance; he wished he had time to go and test the settings to be
sure. He rechecked the scope for drop and drift and was satisfied.
The rifle was held loosely in the position it would be fired from
and he was breathing slowly but deeply, sweeping the new building
and the motel through the scope until he was satisfied with the
feel. Without consulting his watch he knew there was one to two
minutes left before the explosion would occur in the six story
building. He wished he had a better feel for how big the explosion
would be. The paint and solvents stored on the second floor were a
key part of his plan. The detonation had to be severe enough to
penetrate the two concrete floors above the blast zone to cause the
fire and smoke he was expecting.

Suddenly and without warning his left eye
caught images of debris flying through the air. Lots of things;
chunks of concrete, smoke, dust and Lord only knows what else.
Shifting his head slightly and giving his full attention to the
exploding building he watched as smoke and debris flew out windows
of all six floors. Then the sound of the blast hit his ears; and it
was loud, deafeningly loud. The entire side of the building facing
him collapsed and flames soared high into the night air. Sighting
on the motel he began to quickly scan both target rooms. A figure
came into view at the center of the drape in the room to the left,
and then another figure appeared next to him; both guards. The bulk
of the smoke and dust was blowing past the north end of the motel,
but a billowing cloud was making the view to the A.I. hazy.

Clay scanned to the right just as another
figure parted the draperies at the left side of the right window.
After a fraction of a second hesitation he was certain Dominick
Michael Trezzini was in his sights. Without hesitation he slowly
let out the breath he had just taken, adjusted the position of the
crosshairs and squeezed the trigger. His plan was to shoot slightly
low, and as his prey fell down the bullets would run up his chest.
The rifle butt kicked against his shoulder and he kept focusing and
firing until the five shot magazine was empty; then he waited for
an indication of a hit. The seconds seemed like minutes, but then
Trezzini suddenly fell backward and down before disappearing from
view as if he were a puppet on a string pulled behind the stage
curtain by his puppet master. Glass immediately rained down from
the shattered large window and the drapery fell back into place,
once again blocking his view into the room. He shifted the scope to
the left and saw one of the FBI agents pointing in his direction.
He must have seen the muzzle flashes and was sounding the
alarm.

Clay laid the rifle aside, stood up and
slipped the sweatshirt on and zipped it. Then he pulled the ski
mask on his head and rolled it up. Lastly, he put the pistol back
in the pocket and zipped it. Glancing around the platform, he made
sure only the rifle and pad were left behind. Quickly he began to
make his way down the ladder. Reaching the end of the hand rail he
turned and bent over, grasping the ladder rungs to begin the hand
over hand decent down to the vertical section and then to
grade.

When he reached the base of the ladder he was
breathing deeply as he turned to exit through the gate. Walking
quickly but not running toward the car he unzipped the sweatshirt
pocket. He removed the pistol, held it behind him, and stayed under
the branches of nearby trees, out of the open area around the
tower. Across the street at least a dozen people had gathered on
the sidewalk outside their houses to see what had caused the noise.
They had surely heard the rifle shots. One of the men in the group
had spotted him and was pointing in his direction. As he neared the
car he exclaimed, Shit. The car’s tires were flat. Clay was trying
to decide on a course of action when he saw a car pull away from
the curb down the street to the right of him headed in his
direction. As he was thinking about the merit of trying to stop the
driver and steal the approaching car, it suddenly swerved to the
left into the lane near him. Then he saw it was a red Monte Carlo.
The car stopped abruptly at the end of his escape car, near where
he was standing in the shadows. Across the street two people had
turned in his direction when the car stopped.

A red head had the glass down and her left
elbow extended through the opening. “You want a ride out of here!”
she said. Clay was walking toward the car and hesitated only a
split second before raising the pistol and squeezing the trigger
twice. From twenty feet away the first slug hit the woman in the
forehead and the second in the left cheek below the eye. At the
sound of the two shots people started screaming and yelling and
several headed for their houses. The red head jerked and thrashed
and then slumped with her face coming to rest on the steering
wheel. Tthe pressure on the brake pedal released and the car began
to move forward slowly. Shoving the dead driver out of the way, he
reached through the window for the console mounted gearshift and
shoved it into park. Using his left hand he opened the driver’s
door to pull the woman out of the car by her hair, and had a red
wig come loose in his hand. Grabbing a handful of blonde hair he
dragged the corpse onto the street and shot her again in the head.
A small nickel plated automatic fell to the ground with her. With a
smooth fluid motion he slid into the seat, shoved the gearshift
into drive and was hurtling down the street before the driver’s
door was closed.

As he sped down the street Clay was thinking;
the bitch had a gun in her hand; she was going to shoot me when I
got closer. Then she would have said we were partners and claimed
the fee. In the rear view mirror he could see several people moving
across the street toward his last victim.

Although he had made an initial escape he
knew within minutes every on duty policeman in New York and the
entire FBI detail assigned to the Allegheny Motel would be alerted
to the description of the car he was driving. He had to assume the
witnesses to the blonde’s murder more than likely got the car’s
license number along with the description. If he had ten minutes
without being spotted odds were even on eluding his pursuers. All
of the on duty police would have been dispatched to the A.I. and
would need to be redirected. He suddenly realized he was in the
left lane of a main street doing over sixty five, weaving in and
out of traffic to past cars and still had his ski mask on. Hitting
the breaks he slowed until he was running with the other traffic
and pulled the mask off his head. Up ahead, still three or four
blocks away he saw multiple flashing red lights coming toward him.
Flipping the left turn signal, checking the rear view mirror and
hitting the breaks in succession, he made a tire squalling left
turn through traffic onto another major thoroughfare. The urgency
of the last fifteen minutes had forestalled his adrenalin rush, but
he was in the midst of one now. He was positive he had pulled it
off! Of course the collateral damage amounted to at least several
million dollars. Clay wallowed in the delicious thought of telling
Tony all about the hit. Tony will just shit when he sees the
newspaper reports in the morning. He needed to concentrate on
getting to the Gottlob Manufacturing Plant as quick as possible and
put rejoicing out of his mind for the time being. Stay calm. Stay
focused. Stay calm and focused. He had stashed the Wildcat there in
the employee parking lot when he was finished with it. Hopefully it
would still be sitting in the back of the lot and all four tires
would still be holding air.

After winding his way through moderate
traffic to the plant without picking up an escort, he pulled into
the parking lot. The time was ten fifty five and the evening shift
was just about to get off work. Following an employee who was
reporting for the night shift, and would obviously clock in late,
he drove at the same speed and stayed with the car until it turned
for an empty parking spot. As he made a left turn onto the last row
in the lot he spotted the black Wildcat where he had left it. He
braked abruptly and backed into a parking spot two cars away from
his new escape car. Before exiting the Monte Carlo he removed the
rubber tipped gloves and put on brown jerseys; the rubber dots were
fine for climbing steel ladders, but hell to drive with. Next he
took a small round file from his sweat shirt pocket and ran it down
the pistol barrel to roughen the rifling. The altered revolver was
left in the car for the police to find.

He was again hot and sweaty, so after leaving
the Monte Carlo he removed the sweatshirt. Staying behind the line
of cars he made his way to the Wildcat while looking at the plant
exit into the parking lot. People were beginning to run from the
exit toward their cars. Hurriedly he hot wired the car, and when
the 430 cube engine roared to life, headed for the exit and out
onto the four lane street.

In another twenty minutes he was parked in a
residential neighborhood behind his own car. After making certain
nothing had been left behind he locked the Wildcat and put all his
gear in his car and drove back to his motel.

Inside his room he stripped off all his
clothes and put them in a plastic bag. The next morning he would
distribute the clothing, shoes, cap and gloves to dumpsters away
from the area. He filled a plastic cup with ice cubes and bourbon
and headed to the bathroom for a long hot shower. Jesus, he
thought, what a day. This had been by far his biggest and most
publicized hit. The precautions the authorities had imposed called
for extreme measures. Now, maybe Tony would stop thinking of him as
an amateur; a kid playing at a man’s job. He was sure he would be
in demand after he was linked to this hit. The bosses who hired
people like him required positive results and no loose ends.
Someone might complain about the blonde getting bumped off, but
they would have to agree her actions had warranted it. To relax
before going to sleep he did an analysis of the entire job deciding
what he could have done differently to improve the outcome. He was
very pleased when only minor issues came to mind.

The next morning he slept late, getting out
of bed after eleven. It was past noon before he made it over to the
restaurant at the motel, bought a Sunday paper and settled in to
wait for breakfast. He drank his first cup of coffee before reading
the story under the banner headline, “Key Government Witness Shot
and Killed!” The article stated Trezzini had been rushed to an
undisclosed hospital in critical condition with a gunshot wound to
his chest and had died en- route before surgery could be started.
He hoped the reporter knew what he was talking about when he wrote
“the FBI and local authorities have no clues as to the identity of
the attackers.” They also didn’t have a confirmed positive identity
for the blonde found dead in the street at the municipal water
tower on Seiler Street, but surmised she was part of the conspiracy
to kill government witness Dominick Michael Trezzini. Tentatively
she had been identified as Irene Rizzo Calipio, wife of a deceased
mob figure. She was reputed to have been involved in the brutal
murders of several individuals linked to organized crime.

Another part of the article dealt with the
destruction of a building under construction near where the witness
had been interned and the suspicion of it being used as a diversion
to cause the witness to expose himself. Clay thought, no shit, now
that's brilliant reporting. A guard at the blast site was also
killed when debris from the collapsing building buried him while he
was inside a porta-john next to the building. Clay chuckled out
loud as he thought about the guard getting the shit scared out of
him when the bomb went off. At least he was in the right place at
the right time.

After lunch Clay got rid of all the trash in
the bag and put his own license plates back on his car. The rest of
the afternoon was spent sight seeing, visiting local attractions
listed in brochures displayed in the motel lobby. Monday was spent
sightseeing in Manhattan; visiting the Statue of Liberty, riding
the Staten Island Ferry and walking down Wall Street. At a local
tavern near Wall Street he stopped for a beer and met an attractive
woman. For three hundred dollars the prostitute took him to her
nearby apartment and entertained him the rest of the afternoon and
well into the night.

Tuesday morning he checked out of his motel
and headed for home; resisting the urge to pass by the A.I. one
last time.

He arrived home midday Sunday after stopping
at antique shops in Pennsylvania, Ohio and Indiana; picking up good
pieces of glassware at the right price. He found three French Cameo
art glass vases by Galle, two cut glass pitchers in a pineapple
pattern and seven hand painted R.S. Prussia plates and bowls of
outstanding quality. In addition he had bought seventeen pieces of
oak and walnut furniture and had to rent a trailer. With his newly
earned fortune he could have bought ten truckloads, but of
necessity he forced himself to hold back. But in the near future he
would find ways to funnel his cash horde into his new business
address and would locate a house in a good neighborhood. It was
past time to move on, although he would miss his Mom and Walt more
than his ego would let him admit.

Monday morning, after opening the shop and
moving his newly acquired antiques into the display area, he
reviewed the books for the period he had been gone and met with the
help. In the afternoon he decided to visit Tony.

“Clay, you are definitely number one! Those
pictures of the building you blew were something. Who the hell
would have thought some diesel fuel and fertilizer like I use at
the farm would do so much damage?”

“A year ago I wouldn’t have believed it
either.”

“I heard from my contact in New York, they
got a confirmation on the guy you shot really being dead. The
families were concerned he might not have died and the F.B.I. could
be hiding him out while he recovered. They convinced both of the
paramedics who responded to tell them about the ride to the
hospital after they picked the patient up. The guys swore your
target was dead when they picked him up. Three bullets hit him; two
would have been serious and one was definitely fatal by itself.
You're some marksman Clay.”

“Thanks Tony, but as much as I hate to admit
it there was a lot of luck involved. I don’t think any lone shooter
could guarantee a shot at the distance I had. But it turned out
well in the end. I don’t like the fact of the old guard at the
construction site getting killed but it’s the risk they take in
their line of work.”

 


 


 



Chapter 21

 


 


Three months after
his return home, on a Saturday afternoon when he was at the shop,
Lizzy stopped by to see him.

“Hi brother, I need to talk with you. Are you
free for a while?"

“For you, of course I’m free. What do you
want to talk about?”

“It’s personal. And I don’t want to talk
about it here. Would you mind leaving with me so we can talk in
private?”

“Sure, we can leave if you’ll feel better
talking somewhere else.”

“Thank you, I’d feel much better. I don’t
want your employees or anyone, especially mom or dad walking in
during what I have to say; I’m not even very sure you’ll
understand. Hell, I’m just beginning to understand and accept it
myself. I’ll be ready in a few minutes. I need to make a phone call
before we leave.”

They drove to a gas station where he bought a
large black coffee and she got a large soda. She asked him to drive
to a small public park nearby where they could sit outside in the
sunlight. By now Clay was very curious as to what Lizzy might have
to talk about. Since Rocco had been taken care of what could be so
big a deal she couldn’t tell Mom?

They walked to a park bench, twelve feet off
the walkway and in the shade of a huge black oak tree with limbs
stretching out at least thirty feet. Clay was thinking, Christ I
thought girls told their mothers everything; not their brothers.
What am I getting into?

Sitting down, he said, “O.K. what’s the
problem?”

“It’s not nearly so simple or easy. I wish it
were.” Lizzy took a deep breath and turned to him.

“When I was a little girl, six or eight I
guess, I always felt different from the other kids. But of course,
I had no idea why. When I asked mom about it she praised me and
pointed out all my good qualities and said I’d outgrow the feelings
as I got older. I’m twenty two and I haven’t outgrown them
yet.”

“When I entered adolescence and started
dating I wanted affection from the boys I went out with. Being
immature I associated affection with sex and started doing IT with
my boyfriends; anything to feel loved and wanted. But they didn’t
care about me. They just wanted to get laid and I was easy, so they
took me out. It wasn’t their fault; they were doing what young boys
do at their age. I’m really thankful I at least had enough sense to
be careful and not get pregnant, or contract some venereal
disease.”

“Anyway, during the seven years I’ve been
dating boys I increasingly came to realize I wanted someone, anyone
to really care about ME. Not just having a sexual encounter, but
having someone care about what kind of person I am, what I think
about things and how I feel about myself.”

Clay spoke up, “Are you going to tell me
you’ve finally found the right guy?”

“Sort of; I’ll tell you more about it. What
I'm going to tell you is how something serious happened last
October; serious enough for me to have contemplated suicide.”

“Lizzy!” Clay exclaimed and reached over to
lay his hand on her shoulder. The month she mentioned brought back
vivid personal memories she knew nothing about. He realized and
hated to admit he should have anticipated such a reaction, but
didn’t.

“It’s alright Clay. It’s in the past and I’m
O.K. with it. I’d been dating a guy named Johnny. He was gentle and
kind to me when we first met, but then he started talking kinky
stuff. Instead of just being together he wanted to watch porno
films, talked about group sex and a bunch of quirky stuff. I was at
the point of breaking off our relationship when I went to his
apartment one night last October. We had a drink and he must have
put some kind of drug in mine. A little while later, I remember two
of his friends came in and then the three of them raped me. The
next day we had a big fight and broke up. I was very depressed over
being attacked and used by them, but you were there to talk to me
and showed me you really cared and were concerned about me. It was
just enough to keep me from going over the edge. You might not
recall the rest of the Johnny story, but about a week later the
police charged him with murdering a policeman. I just saw on the
news one night last week where the trial ended and he was found
guilty. I guess I’m lucky he didn’t do something worse to me.”

“Now, on with my story. After last October, I
avoided contact with men and turned away their advances. It wasn’t
because I was afraid they would attack me too; I just realized I
had never been with a man I could really love, and truly be
satisfied with. So, instead of dating, I concentrated on my school
work. And thank you for your support there too. Mom and Dad were
very pleased when I told them my grades had improved, but it just
meant more when you showed a genuine interest too. Thanks. I was
spending more time studying, and actually doing research for my
papers instead of winging it, when I noticed a girl from two of my
classes was in the library a lot too. We got acquainted, started
studying together, and have become very good and close friends. Her
name is Irish Rose O’Conner; she’s twenty four and goes by her
first name, Irish. I hope you’ll like her."

“Lizzy, if you like her, I’m positive I will
too.”

“We’ll see. O.K., continuing on. Irish and I
have spent a lot of time discussing the way each of us feel about
everything we can think of. It’s amazing how our childhood
circumstances and the resulting feelings were so similar. We each
reached the same conclusions about the boys we were dating; only
she was way out in front of me in doing so. I guess I always knew
in the back of my mind what my problem was, but I was afraid to
admit it, even to myself.”

Clay was becoming increasingly uncomfortable
with the way the conversation was going. He wasn’t sure he wanted
his sister to continue, and began to focus his attention on a
lovely young woman who would soon pass right by his vantage point.
Tall and slender, with dark auburn hair; even at the distance of at
least a hundred feet he could sense as much as see how beautiful
she was. Her pace was quick and purposeful, her stride long and
assured. Her cream colored short sleeved blouse was tucked into a
pair of black dress slacks, the legs of which swished to and fro as
she approached their bench.

“Please Clay, I really need for you to try to
understand and accept what I’m about to tell you.”

The beautiful dark haired woman was almost in
front of him now, and he waited in anticipation for the view as she
would pass and continue to walk away.

Instead, she abruptly turned toward them,
strode over to the bench in long purposeful strides, stopped in
front of him and extended her right hand.

“You must be Clay.”

“Clay. Clay.” Lizzy was addressing him and
punched him in the ribs to get his attention. Coming to his senses
he stuck out his hand and enveloped the most beautiful, fragile
hand in the world.

Attempting to think of something with which
to respond to the soft, firm, feminine voice he finally stammered,
“Hi, I, I’m Clay, Lizzy’s brother.”

“Of course you are” she replied softly. “And
I’m Irish; Lizzy’s lover.”

Lizzy said “Irish, I hadn’t told him about us
yet.”

Clay’s hand dropped. His jaw dropped. His
eyes bulged. “I should have seen it coming,” he mumbled aloud.
There was something in the way Lizzy was leading up to this and it
had alerted his brain. One side of his brain had tried to warn him;
but the other side wasn’t ready for this. Not this. For Christ
sake, not this. And then there was his short lived fantasy of him
and the beautiful dark haired vision naked and touching. She’s a
damn lesbian. And my sister’s a damn lesbian, was all he could
think of. Sitting there, emotionally deflated, slouched down on the
park bench, continuing to stare at the beautiful shell of a woman
in front of him, he heard Irish say, “I think he might be having a
stroke.”

“Clay, Clay. For God’s sake, come out of it.
Are you alright?”

“Hell no I’m not alright. I’ve just learned
my sister’s a lesbian, and I should be alright? How the hell do you
know you’re a lesbian? Just because this damn woman tells you
you’re a lesbian?”

Clay was waving his arms, making wild
exaggerated gestures looking as if he had totally lost control of
his senses. Lizzy had her hand on his moving arm and was talking,
pleading with him to try to understand and calm down. Irish
continued to stand in front of him, smiling. Smiling!

“What the hell are you smiling about? Do you
think this is funny? God damn it, stop smiling.”

“No Clay, I do not think this is funny. I
think you are pathetic. Your sister came to you for understanding
and you’re acting like an ignorant fucking redneck. Oh, my God,
they’re lesbians. Lesbians. Everyone, I’m a lesbian, and so
is my girlfriend.” Irish was shouting loud enough for everyone
within hearing range to get an earful.

Cringing from the startled and disapproving
looks cast their way by those people near enough to have heard
Irish clearly, he tried to calm down and assess the situation.
Lizzy is gay. How are Mom and Dad going to handle this if he was
any indication of what to expect as an initial reaction. Thank God
it’s Lizzy’s problem to address.

Since adolescence her relationships with men
had been less than spectacular. In fact they had been down right
awful. But, is sleeping with another person of the same sex worse
than being used by someone of the opposite sex and then cast aside?
He knew enough details from the rumor mill and from talking to
Lizzy to accept she had dated man after man trying to make
something of a normal relationship with one of them. Who was he to
judge her morality? But he and his peers had been raised knowing
gay people were sick perverts to be shunned and avoided if their
sexual preference was found out. However, if he continued to hold
an unwavering stance the sister he loved would have to be
pronounced a social leper; an untouchable.

Clay stood up, rolled his head back and
looked toward the sky through the densely woven oak branches. Even
without the knowledge of how this revelation would eventually play
out he knew in his heart he could not condemn and abandon Lizzy.
Slowly he started to grin from ear to ear while shaking his head
from side to side. Lowering his gaze and taking a deep breath he
said, “Lizzy, I hope to hell you don’t have any more surprises in
store for me today, because I’m not sure I can take anything bigger
than this.”

Lizzy had stood up and moved to stand beside
Irish in front of Clay while waiting for him to continue.

Clay extended his right hand toward Irish,
“Irish, let’s start over. I’m Clay, Lizzy’s brother. I’m pleased to
meet you, even if you are a lesbian. I don’t think I’ve ever met
one before, so please excuse my ignorance and bad manners.”

“Apology accepted. Lizzy has talked about you
a lot, and is quite proud to have you for her brother. I hope this
handshake really means we can become friends.”

“Yes, we can be friends, and just friends.
Part of my initial shock was because I was thinking of what I’d
like to do with you; and then learned my sister is already doing
it. Well, sort of.”

“Clay! I can’t believe you.” Lizzy grinned
mischievously, “But then I didn’t envision us competing for the
same lover either.” Lizzy continued, getting serious again, “I’m
sorry to spring it on you like this. I knew I had to tell you but
didn’t know how. I didn’t think you could hate me for it, but I
wasn’t sure of how you’d react either.”

“Well, if making a fool of myself is
acceptable, I guess I took it rather well.”

“This didn't just happened, and it has
nothing at all to do with last October,” Lizzy continued. “I've
know my attraction to girls was strong starting with puberty. I
also had been taught that it was unacceptable socially and should
be suppressed. Only, it finally became so apparent I wasn’t cut out
to be heterosexual that I had to stop trying to fool myself. Can
you even begin to imagine how confused I was? And then I met Irish.
She had accepted it much earlier than I, and had gone through
basically the same pain and distress I was experiencing. She helped
me to understand and accept what and who I am. And while we were
confiding in each other, we fell in love. I’ve never felt this way
before, or been happier.”

“Now I understand why you didn’t want Mom or
Dad to walk in while we were talking. How are you going to break
the news to them?”

“I was. kind of hoping you would help me with
them. Please.”

“Oh no, not me. This is your problem. I
absolutely won’t do it. No. No way. Stop looking at me. Both of you
stop it. Go away.”

 


Clay and Walter had gone to the living room
while Margaret finished washing the supper dishes. Walter was laid
back in his recliner reading the sports section and Clay was
sitting in an overstuffed chair; fidgeting. Fingers drumming on the
cloth arms, legs crossed with the suspended foot rocking back and
forth. Back and forth. Squirming in the seat. Switching legs.
Closing his eyes, breathing deeply, exhaling slowly. Thinking of
what to say and how to say it. Thinking; will Lizzy be disowned;
will I have to move out? Will Mom have a nervous breakdown, or a
heart attack? Or both? At the same time? How in the hell did they
talk me into this? How should I lead into it? I could talk about
how happy Elizabeth has been recently. Talk about the improvement
in her school grades. Tell them she smiles a lot more than she used
to. Oh yeah. You'll impress the hell out of them.

Margaret finally finished banging things
around in the kitchen and came into the living room. “Are you
alright,” she directed a question to Clay and reached out to feel
his forehead. “You don’t look well. Are you feeling O.K.? I hope
you aren’t coming down with something.”

“Well…I,” he stammered, cleared his throat
and took another deep breath. “There is a situation I want to
discuss with you and Dad.”

Walter had a smug look and was thinking the
business he had no faith in was in trouble and Clay needed help.
“How bad is your financial situation?” he asked.

“I wish it were as simple as money Walt, but
it has nothing to do with money.”

Margaret took a seat on the couch, put her
hands in her lap, turned toward Clay while staring directly at him,
and waited. Walter lowered his newspaper, tilted his head down to
peer over his reading glasses and waited. And waited.

Clay cleared his throat again and blurted
out, “Lezzys a lisbian.”

There was silence except for the tick, tick,
tick, of the brass horseshoe and horse clock on top of the
television. Total silence. Dead of night, graveyard, total
silence.

Walter cocked his head to the right side,
laid his paper down, and squinted with both eyes, still looking
directly at Clay.

Margaret straightened her back, sitting
rigidly frozen on the couch, eyes opened slightly larger than
usual, mouth tightly closed, staring directly at Clay.

“What did you say?” Walter and Margaret spoke
in unison, both still unflinching in their positions. Clay had a
fleeting image of two mannequins addressing him, demanding an
explanation. Pronto.

“Lizzy’s a lesbian.”

Margaret beat Walter by a split second in
regaining her composure. “If you are attempting to be funny, you
are failing miserably.”

Walter, talking at the same time as Margaret,
came out with, “What in the hell are you talking about. Lizzy, a
lesbian? She dates men all the time. What the hells wrong with you
Clay, talking about your little sister behind her back?”

Clay sat in his chair, both feet on the
floor, elbows on his knees, cradling his head in his hands, his
mind racing, Oh shit, did I ever screw this up. Now what do I
do?

Moving from the seat cushion in the chair, he
sat on the left arm of the chair, right across from Margaret.
“Look,” he said, “I’m sorry I blurted it out. It wasn’t supposed to
go this way. Lizzy asked me to talk to both of you about it. I’m as
shocked as each of you. I just learned about it today and she and
Irish talked me into coming to you first.”

Both parents said, “Irish, who is Irish?”

“Irish Rose, Lizzy’s friend”

“What the hell kind of name is Irish Rose?
Who is she and where did she come from? Why haven’t we heard of her
before?” were questions Walter wanted answered.

“Look, they’re both coming over at seven
thirty, you can meet her then. She’s actually a very nice person; a
very nice and beautiful person. Her mother named her Iris Rose but
she changed Iris to Irish, because she is Irish. Look, I know how
you feel; I had the same reaction this afternoon when they told me.
But, whether we like it or not Lizzy discovered she is attracted to
women and not men. And she’s happier now than she’s ever been.
Surely you’ve noticed how she goes around smiling and singing
lately. She’s finally in love for the first time in her life.
Please try to accept who and what she is and be happy for her. I
discovered I don’t care if she loves a man or a woman, as long as
she’s happy. And I’ve never seen her as happy. I know it's
unconventional and it’s going to be embarrassing when friends and
family learn of it and start questioning us about it. Lizzy fought
to be like the rest of us for most of her life but she isn’t like
us. She had to admit it and now we have to accept it or we lose
her. It’s not like she’s become something dirty and evil. She and
Irish are in love and their relationship is as beautiful as any
between a man and a woman. Personally, I’ve accepted it and I can
live with it. The next question is, can you? It’s almost seven now
and they’ll be here at seven thirty. Do you want me to leave you
alone so the two of you can talk?”

Walter had moved his chair to a sitting
position while Clay spoke. He and Margaret now looked at each
other. Walter shrugged his shoulders, rolled his eyes back, nodded
his head and said, “Ohhhh yes, we need to talk.”

Margaret took a deep breath, leaned back into
the cushions and said, “Yes; we definitely do need to talk.”

Clay went to the refrigerator for four
bottles of Schlitz, handed his Mom and Dad each one and carried the
other two bottles out to the front porch swing.

He was just finishing the last beer when a
blue Volvo two door sedan pulled up to the curb in front of the
house. Lizzy was in the passenger seat and Irish was driving.

Both women appeared apprehensive, Lizzy more
so than Irish, as they approached the house, walking hand in
hand.

Lizzy asked, “How did it go?”

“I think alright. They’ve been in there for
thirty minutes discussing what I said. So far I haven’t heard any
loud noises, and no ambulance has arrived. I’ll go in with you for
the introduction, and then I’m going to get another beer and come
back out here.”

Stepping into the living room, Clay saw both
parents standing up, ten feet or so apart. They must have heard the
car pull up, or heard them talking outside. There was a pile of
used facial tissues on the coffee table and Margaret’s eyes were
red and puffy from crying. Walter looked confused, dejected and
like he had been worn down.

Lizzy went to her mom and gave her a hug and
a kiss, then did the same with Walter. Stepping over to Irish and
taking her hand, she led her closer to Margaret and said, “Mom,
this is my best friend, Irish Rose O’Connor.”

Clay had already entered the kitchen to grab
two more beers. On his way through the living room to the front
door he heard his name mentioned, and part of his disclosure
repeated.

An hour later Irish and Lizzy came through
the front door with Walter and Margaret. All were conversing
cordially and Margaret extended an invitation to both women for
supper a week from Sunday. Clay walked to the car with the girls as
his parents went back into the house. Both women hugged, kissed and
thanked him for his help in preparing the parents. After they had
driven off, Clay felt he didn’t get to hug and kiss Irish in near
the manner he still would like to; even if she wouldn’t get
anything out of it, he might.

 


 


 



Chapter 22

 


 


The following
Wednesday Clay met with Jean White, the real estate agent he had
asked to search for the home he wanted to purchase. She had called
on Tuesday to say she had four new listings to show him. At house
number two he knew he was finished looking and would make an offer
for the house they were touring. It was much bigger than he
actually required, having three bedrooms, three full baths, a half
bath, kitchen, dining room, very large living room, a sun room and
a full basement. But those were not the reason he wanted the house.
He had rejected many houses of equal size and quality until he
noticed this one had a very unusual and unique structural feature.
In the rear basement wall a doorway led into an underground room
behind the main house. The original owner had concrete walls poured
to form a room outside the dimensions of the main house. The
reinforced concrete ceiling became a patio behind the kitchen. The
underground room, originally constructed as a bomb shelter, was
thirty feet wide, by eighteen feet deep. Four cast concrete beams
in the ceiling had steel beams embedded in them and there were no
supports down to the floor. The house sat on a one acre lot, giving
it plenty of space from the prying eyes and ears of neighbors.

Before telling anyone he had bought the
house, he ran electric lines and heating and air conditioning ducts
out to his new work room. After adding connections to the water
supply and utilizing an existing drain already tied to the main
sewer, the basic utilities were complete in his new shop. On his
own he created a laundry room outside the shop with a concealed
doorway so the entrance to the work shop would be off limits to
both family and other guest. He was proud of the concealed door
which he had designed to be practically undetectable.

His next project was to rent a backhoe to dig
a one hundred foot long by six foot deep trench and install lengths
of thirty inch diameter concrete drain pipe away from the
underground room. A hole was punched through a concrete wall to
slide the pipe through and then the pipe was sealed in the wall.
Later he would finish the job of making the tube into a firing
range for testing rifles and pistols and cartridge loads.

Then it was time to hire the same
professional contractor who had made changes to the antique shop
building when he bought it. The crew installed perimeter and
interior walls in the basement creating a large family room for
entertaining, along with two more bathrooms and two additional
bedrooms which he would use for additional storage.

During the search for a house he had
assembled a fine collection of Victorian era antiques as his
personal furniture and amenities; they had been stored away until
the right house was located. Although walnut furniture was the
prevailing favorite wood, he found he preferred the vivid patterns
of oak, especially quarter sawn red oak. After having new
appliances and the furniture delivered, he again enlisted the help
of the interior designer to arrange the furniture and amenities and
suggest other items she felt would add to the décor and coordinate
with his oak furniture.

On a Wednesday evening during dinner His
parents were caught totally off guard when he announced he had
bought a house and would be packing his personal belonging to move
out the following Saturday. Immediately after dishes were washed,
dried and put away the three of them drove over to the new house
for a look. Walt and Margaret were both impressed with the size and
location of the house as well as with the manicured lawn and
landscaping. Upon entering the house both commented on the
beautiful job of decorating to the point where Clay felt compelled
to admit he had received professional assistance. Walter maneuvered
him aside to express concern about Clay’s ability in the long term
to make the payments on a house which obviously had cost more than
his parents. Clay assured him he was confident in his ability to
manage the mortgage payments.

Margaret rejoined them, “The house is
beautiful, although it’s much larger than I ever expected you to
buy while you’re still single. However, young man, even though
you’re moving out on your own, I still expect to see you at least
once a week for dinner and for birthdays and on Thanksgiving and
Christmas with the rest of the family at our house.”

“Mom, there’s no way anyone could keep me
away from your house for Thanksgiving Dinner.” He and Walter
laughed and got to talking about the good food they were looking
forward to. Then Clay addressed both of his parents, “But I would
like to invite the entire family to come here for Christmas Eve for
a family holiday party. We’ll still come to your house Christmas
morning to open presents, but I want to start an annual pre party
in the evening.”

 


Clay made all the catering arrangements and
had the house decorated, and personally invited all of the family
members. When the holiday was over he felt very proud of
himself.

 


 


 



Chapter 23

 


 


A year earlier, on
one of her trips home, Adrianna and Clay had exchanged business
cards. He found it and gave her a call at her office. After the
usual chit chat he told her he was flying to Florida for a few days
and would like to stop over in Washington D.C. and take her to
dinner. She sounded pleased and volunteered to pick him up at the
airport. So, on Thursday afternoon he boarded a United Airlines
flight out of Midway for D.C.

Clay wasn’t a novice at flying, but had
butterflies in his stomach as the pilot taxied out to start the pre
flight checks. When the plane turned from the approach onto the
runway and the throttle of the jet engines was increased, he felt
like a kid on his first flight; knowing it had little to do with
flying. He had wanted to spend time with Adrianna for a long time,
much longer than he wanted to admit to himself. Finally, with some
degree of success he was in a position to approach her. Now he
wouldn’t need to be ashamed to be seen with him, and would,
hopefully, take him seriously since he had money and confidence in
his position. He didn’t think Tony or Anna would have mentioned his
other profession to her; he couldn’t think of any reason for it to
be discussed. The view from the small window beside him quickly
became bland once the plane rose above the clouds. Getting relaxed
in the seat, he was content to think about the lovely vision he
would soon see and touch.

As the arrival time came and passed Clay grew
aggravated when the plane remained in a holding pattern. Didn't the
pilot know it was important he be on time? He knew his impatience
was due to the thought of Adrianna waiting for him in the airport
and he didn’t want to inconvenience this special lady. When he
finally stepped into the passenger loading/unloading area he
immediately searched through the faces before him and saw her
standing alone, back from the crowd. She was tall and slim, wearing
navy slacks, a yellow shirt and a medium blue blazer. My God she’s
beautiful, he thought as he crossed through the throng of arrivals
and greeters to approach her.

 


Watching Clay emerge from the tunnel stirred
emotions Adrianna had gradually come to feel for this long time
family friend. She had admitted to herself several years ago she
was drawn to Clay and had finally come to terms with it. After all,
he was nice looking, pleasant to be with and her parents both liked
him. She had never disclosed to either of them her romantic
interest in him, but felt they would be pleased. When her father
was hospitalized Anna had relied solely on Clay for support, and
since the episode Clay was as close to Tony as Jimmy had been.
Maybe, at some point Clay would even be invited to work for her
father in some position of authority. Being attached to her
parent’s life style didn’t bother her, and the cash benefits were
enormous. She had been concerned about Clay’s income level until he
had achieved a measure of success with the antiques business he had
founded. Previously, when he had been a common laborer she had
expelled any thought of sharing a relationship with him. She was a
high dollar catch and had far higher expectations than a
construction worker could ever hope to fulfill. And he would be
expected to provide not only for her, but also for the children she
longed to have. Yes, Mrs. Clayton Albrecht definitely had a
favorable ring to it.

Adrianna suggested an Italian restaurant
close to her apartment, away from the heavy traffic of downtown
Washington. During dinner, and later over another bottle of wine,
they spoke of happenings in their lives since she had left home for
college and a career.

 


At her apartment they sat and continued
talking until two in the morning. During some heavy necking she
silently indicated it was time to move to her bedroom. Both were
apprehensive and held back from the volatile contact they craved,
and felt sure the other could provide.

When the alarm sounded at six thirty Adrianna
woke long enough to dial a number and leave a message saying she
was sick and wouldn’t be at the office, and then returned to
sleeping.

She became aware of a warmth pressing against
her backside and a hand gently exploring the front of her body.
Before opening her eyes she realized the sun was up and filling the
room with light. She was about to attack Clay, and this morning
there would be no holding back. Last night he had proven to be an
adequate lover, soft, tender and considerate. Now she would learn
if he could fuel the wild passion she would demand of a lover and
future husband.
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In late April 1975
Clay received a call from Mickey necessitating a trip to Atlanta
Georgia to make a local black sheriff disappear. He decided he
would have to start charging more to stage accidental deaths; they
required much more detailed planning and introduced a higher level
of risk to him. Shooting someone in the back of the head or from a
distance was much simpler than staging an accident. Since the
Sheriff was known to be an avid sportsman and re-loader, staging an
explosion was simple and let him enter the Sheriff’s trailer alone
to rig the powder storage to explode. Unfortunately for them, his
wife and two deputies were in the trailer with the sheriff when it
blew.

He had driven his truck and stopped on the
way south at many out of the way antique shops. His time was well
spent as he had found some interesting pieces of furniture and
glassware as well as some cheaper collectible items he was sure he
could make several hundred percent profit on. The antique business
was going well and his shop employees were performing better than
expected. Gladys Tucker had proven to be his most dependable
employee and had taken the lead on solving several problems when
they had become evident. She had been the only logical choice to be
promoted to shop manager and he was pleased to be able to leave for
weeks on end with the business in her capable hands. He was so
pleased he rewarded her performance and promotion with a sixty
percent raise.

Knowing everything was under control at the
shop he decided to swing to the east and attempt to find his war
school mentors, Joe and Joan. It had been a little over two years
since he had left them, and he was eager to see them or learn they
had reached their goals and moved on. Knowing his large cargo truck
would be the wrong vehicle on the gravel and dirt roads he would be
traversing, he decided to park it in Knoxville. At the fourth small
car lot he stopped at he talked the owner into renting him an older
four wheel drive ex-military Jeep for a week. Cash does talk. He
took off in search of his friends, enjoying the wind in his hair in
the July heat. He wasn’t sure of exactly where he was going, but
had a vague idea of the location of Joe’s place. If he couldn’t
find the compound in a couple of days he would call Tony and see if
he still had the phone number.

After following the bus route out of
Knoxville he turned north after what he hoped was an appropriate
distance. The rest of the day was spent traveling on blacktop and
gravel roads looking for landmarks to tweak his memory. Near dusk
he found a small fleabag motel and ate cold cuts from a small
grocery store. The store was attached to the only gas station in
the town of one hundred thirteen people. Since the county was dry,
a beer with supper was out of the question. The only good thing to
come out of the experience was when he learned the motel office had
a detailed map of the area on the wall and he was able to make a
rough sketch from it. The map showed not only the roadways but also
the logging and fire trails through the forest. Based on his
assumption of where he and Joan had departed the bus and where he
was staying, he felt he had a fair idea of where he would find
them.

Through out the following morning Clay drove
roads in the area he thought to be in the right location. Shortly
after one o'clock he drove down a blacktop road that turned into a
gravel road. Four miles further on, a dirt trail crossed the road
at right angles. If this was the right road he had overlooked the
compound, which should have been on his left. He had not seen any
buildings resembling those he was searching for. Turning around he
drove back seven miles and then saw a rock outcropping on the left
just across from a private lane. The rock feature was barely
visible from the other direction but was prominent now. He was
positive this was the entrance to Joe’s place.

Half way down the private lane he was able to
make out the skeletal steel frame of a building through the trees.
Then he saw a single white house trailer with a car in front of it
ahead in the clearing. Before he entered the clearing a knot formed
in his stomach and his grip tightened on the steering wheel. In
front of him were the burned out remains of the log cabin, garages
and training building. Clay stopped the Jeep at the edge of the
clearing and sat staring at the ruins, not wanting to accept what
could have happened. As he sat there with the engine running a
figure opened the door of the trailer and started down the metal
steps in front of it.

“Hello there,” a man probably in his early
sixties yelled.

Directing his attention toward the figure
Clay noticed an insignia on the car; a deputy county sheriff.
Warily he replied, “Good afternoon.”

“What can I do for you?” the man asked. He
was a thin wiry man about five feet ten inches, wearing slip on
boots, jeans and a blue chambray shirt with the sleeves rolled up.
Clay noticed a revolver stuck in the waistband of his jeans on the
left side.

“Well, not much from the looks of this. The
people who lived here,” Clay pointed to the ruins, “let me hunt
deer on their property two seasons back. I was hoping to hunt here
again this season; I didn’t even learn their last name.”

“The name was Whitlock; Gerald and Julie
Whitlock.”

“What happened, did they move?” Clay dreaded
hearing the answer to his question, but had to know.

“No, Mr. they didn’t move, both of them died
in the fire. What did you say your name was?”

“Oh, I’m sorry. I’m Joseph Stassi; and
you’re?”

“Sam Hawkins, deputy sheriff for the county.
Bought the place in February and just moved out here two weeks ago.
Lived eight miles up the road toward town and jumped at the chance
to get this place cheap.”

“Is there a chance I could hunt here next
season?”

“No, It ain’t going to happen. I hunt and my
sons and some of my friends will be coming out here too. Got a lot
of cleaning up to do; you know, getting rid of all this trash left
from the fire. My oldest boy has a dozer and a dump truck. He’s
gonna haul the trash off when he gets time.”

“I understand.” Clay changed the subject,
“When was the fire?”

“About ten months ago.”

“Got any idea what happened.”

“Don’t rightly know.”

“Did their dogs survive, and did somebody
local take them in?”

“Never saw any dogs the night of the fire,
and haven’t noticed any since then.”

Clay had been looking at the burned out ruins
as he and Sam spoke. The log cabin had been completely consumed. A
few of the log end pieces had fallen and rolled away from the fire,
but the entire structure and everything in it had been totally
destroyed; likewise with the garage. Looking closer Clay noticed
the remains of the Jeep and the pickup truck were there along with
a small motorcycle and the tractor Joe had used to mow the
clearing. The training building though was a different matter. As
would be expected, the metal building had survived the fire far
better than the wood structures. The steel beams supporting the
walls and roof were warped and twisted and the metal siding and
roofing were gone for the most part. “Seems strange doesn’t it how
a fire could start in one of the buildings and spread to the others
without catching the woods on fire even in October? I’d think it
would take some strong wind to spread the fire to the other
buildings wouldn’t it?

“Yes, it does seem strange. The night of the
fire some teenagers were messing around up on one of the Forest
Service observation towers and spotted the fire and smoke. Went to
the nearest house they could find and called it in at about two in
the morning. I’m on the volunteer fire crew and got here first,
since I lived just up the road. Then, as a deputy I was assigned to
work communications with the Forest Service emergency crews. When
the fires were about out I noticed three strangers roaming around.
Don’t know where they came from, or how they learned about the
fire. Tough looking guys they were; short hair, muscular, looked
like military to me. Later when I got free I looked for them, but
they was gone by then. At first light the next morning two suits
showed up; both of them from Washington. Never could figure out how
they heard about it and got here so fast, or why they were even
interested.”

Upon hearing the last information Clay’s
instincts told him to tread lightly from here on; but he had a
dozen questions he had to have answers to. “Where do you think the
fire started and what caused it?”

“Well, there’s another strange thing. Those
guys from Washington issued a report instead of the state Fire
Marshall. They said gas leaked in the cabin from the line to the
kitchen stove and caused the fire to start there. Then they said
wind carried embers and ignited both the garage and the metal
building. But, like I said, I was the first one here. There weren’t
no wind blowing; barely had any breeze at all, and when I pulled
in, all three buildings were already burning. And they were burning
from the inside out. They didn’t start at one end or on the roof
like they would if embers had blown over there.”

Clay tried to act nonchalant when he asked,
“Would you mind if I look around a bit?”

“Yeah, I sure would mind.” Sam replied as he
pulled the pistol from his belt. “In fact the F.B.I. guy from
Washington said somebody just might come nosing around and we was
to hold Mr. somebody until he could get back here. Now Mr. Joseph
Stassi, how about if you just march over to my sheriff’s car and
we’ll put you in the back seat, after I cuff you.”

“Wait a minute; I was just curious about what
happened to the nice couple who lived here. I didn’t even know
their names.”

“I’m not so sure I believe you. You looked
awful interested when I was talking about the fires. And why would
you want to look at those burned out buildings if you aren’t
involved in this someway? You’re going into town with me; you can
try to convince the government fella about what you know or don’t
know when he gets here. Now walk.”

Clay walked toward the car with Sam about
three feet behind him. When he was near the car Sam said, “Stop
right there and don’t pull any funny business. I will shoot you if
I have to.” Sam moved around the car to the driver’s door, opened
it and reached inside to retrieve a pair of handcuffs. Approaching
Clay he said, “Turn around and put your arms behind you while I
cuff you.”

Clay ignored the directions and kept pleading
with Sam, saying he didn’t know anything. While Sam had been on the
other side of the car he had positioned his right foot slightly
forward in preparation of Sam’s return. When Sam got within three
feet he again told Clay to turnaround, this time more forcefully.
Clay looked past Sam’s shoulder, put a surprised expression on his
face, and yelled, “Oh Shit,” while rolling forward on the ball of
his right foot. Sam was caught off guard and hesitated just long
enough for Clay to grab the gun in the deputy’s right hand and
deflect it just before it went off with a deafening blast. The men
wrestled each other for possession of the gun as Sam was shoved
over against the car.

The old man was stronger than Clay would have
given him credit for and fought back with a vitality belying his
age and appearance. Using the car body for leverage Sam pushed back
and Clay felt himself giving way. Then Clay lost his footing in the
loose gravel and fell down and backward, still clinging to Sam’s
gun hand and left shoulder. Sam landed on top of Clay and was
cussing him while trying to regain control. Sam had some advantage
by having landed on top, but Clay knew he had leverage from the
solid ground while his opponent had to depend solely on weight and
strength. Releasing his grip on Sam’s shoulder he moved his right
hand to slash at the deputy’s eyes with his fingers then grabbed
the man’s throat and squeezed hard. Sam was blinking rapidly while
trying to focus and grabbed Clay’s hand, trying to break his grip,
but in doing so lost any advantage of being on top. With all his
strength Clay pushed his left arm up to maneuver the gun to the
side of Sam’s head. Sam realized what was happening and had a
fearful expression as Clay squeezed the deputy’s trigger finger.
The discharge of the .45 cal. revolver inches from his own head was
thunderous and the bullet’s impact caused Sam’s head to be thrown
to his left before his body jumped and jerked as if high voltage
had him in its grip. Finally the body relaxed and the mutilated
head dropped onto Clay’s shoulder.

Clay quickly pushed the dead man away, rolled
to the left and stood up shouting, “God damn it, damn it, damn
it!!! Why in the hell didn’t you just leave me alone old man? I
didn’t want to kill you!” It was apparent the man was dead because
most of the left side of his head was gone. Clay leaned down,
picked up the revolver and then ran to the trailer and entered to
see if anyone else was inside the three small cluttered rooms. The
rooms were empty and Clay went back outside and dragged the
deputy’s body into the bedroom. In a mirror in the bathroom he
learned he had blood on his right shoulder where Sam’s head had
dropped and even more blood where it had splattered all the way
down his right arm when the bullet exited. He had other clothes in
the Jeep, so he removed the shirt and threw it in the bedroom on
top of the deputy. Pulling a wallet from the man’s jeans pocket he
removed one hundred and fifty four dollars. After locating and
removing keys from Sam’s pants pocket he washed up in the
bathroom.

Walking around outside the trailer he
discovered a new twelve foot by twelve foot metal shed behind the
trailer. Beside the shed was a diesel tractor with a belly mower.
Inside was a push lawn mower, a roto tiller, a chain saw, and three
five gallon fuel cans; one half full of gasoline and two full of
diesel fuel. After moving the deputy’s car behind the trailer he
moved his Jeep there also, hoping passersby’s would not see either
of them.

He still needed to satisfy his curiosity
about what had happened to Joe and Joan. Apparently Sam didn’t know
the cabin was heated with wood, and no one seemed to know all
cooking was done in the metal building. There was no gas piped into
the house. Who ever set the fire assumed every one would believe
there was gas in the kitchen for cooking. Wrong. The intensity of
the fire in the cabin had destroyed everything. Nothing he could
identify remained. The garage was the same. Only the larger pieces
of equipment and some steel hand tools could be recognized.

The training building was another matter. He
remembered where the partition walls were placed and as expected
saw piles of ash where they had burned and either crumbled or fell
over. But in the storage room the ash was four inches deep wall to
wall and all around the equipment storage lockers. With the amount
of ash present additional wood must have been piled around the
lockers to ensure everything was destroyed. He could make out
several gun barrels from the Remington 700 rifles stored in the
lockers. Over in the corner of the room, he found something else he
recognized; the remains of a chainsaw and melted fuel cans sitting
on the floor. After loading the building with firewood the saw had
been left there instead of being returned to the garage. Joe would
never have left it there; it was kept in the garage with the other
tools. At the end of the building nearest to the cabin he found the
remains of two one hundred pound propane bottles. Both had popped
their safety valves and one had exploded during the fire. Looking
over toward the cabin it was just as he remembered; no gas bottles.
Now he knew why the “Guys out of Washington” had gotten there so
fast. They had silenced Joe and then set the fires. The first three
tough looking guys Sam mentioned were probably C.I.A. Clay knew why
they were there. But why had the FBI gotten involved. What was
their role in this? By then he was mad and decided to let them know
someone had figured out what they had done.

He got Sam’s chainsaw and a pair of gloves,
then walked to the woods and started cutting dead trees. When he
felt he had enough he began putting the logs and branches inside
the trailer, under the trailer, into the shed and then crammed as
much as he could into the sheriffs car. Sam’s body was placed on
top of the logs and branches in his bedroom and the chain saw
placed next to his body. On his last trip out of the trailer he
removed a six pack of beer and meat and bread from Sam’s
refrigerator and put them in the Jeep.

He took the five gallon can of gasoline and
set it in the bedroom. After dousing the inside of the trailer,
shed and car with the ten gallons of diesel he moved the Jeep over
to the lane and put on a clean shirt and pants. He had remembered
this place as a tranquil spot in the forest and of times spent with
good friends; now those memories were displaced with one of
bloodshed and death. While taking one last look at the place he lit
a torch and tossed it inside the trailer. The flames slowly spread
through the limbs loaded into the kitchen and outward toward the
rooms located at each end.

At the blacktop road Clay opened a beer,
turned right, and drove away without looking back. He had paid cash
for his room the night before, and since he had checked in late at
the small dump, had not even been asked to sign in. The next
morning he had gotten up early and left without speaking to anyone.
Junk food bought the day before had sufficed for his breakfast and
lunch. Hopefully, by the time Washington was notified people would
not recall him clearly. The time was almost seven o’clock; he had
spent an hour sifting through the debris and over three hours
preparing Sam’s funeral pyre.

Apparently there had been some change in the
way Joe’s past employer viewed his status and people had been
dispatched to silence him. Clay wondered if he were somehow the
catalyst for what had befallen his mentor. If so, they could also
be searching for him. Surely they weren’t aware of his identity or
he might already be dead. They may have just reached the point
where they were concerned about Joe maintaining his silence. He had
been having a severe problem living with his past. Maybe the agency
just decided having him around was simply too big a risk with no
benefit in his being alive. Clay couldn’t think of any loose ends
which could lead anyone to him from the month he spent training
with Joe. And he was certain he had not left evidence linking him
to the visit he had just paid to the home site. He questioned his
handling of destroying Sam’s trailer in the way he did it. By
loading everything with logs and leaving the chain saw near Sam’s
body he was showing them someone knew what they had done. But, damn
it the bastards needed to be confronted.

 


Before returning the Jeep to the car lot in
Knoxville he stopped at a car wash and thoroughly cleaned it inside
and out. Even the engine got washed. Every surface he could have
touched got rubbed down. Then he put on gloves and delivered the
Jeep back to the car lot at six a.m., leaving the keys in the
ignition. The owner would be opening by eight or nine and would
find the keys then. Clay tried to bury the episode in the far
recesses of his mind but couldn’t and relived the incident over and
over during the drive home.

 


 


 



Chapter 25

 


 


The following
October, Clay had taken the truck on a run through Michigan, Ohio
and Indiana on a pre-holiday season buying trip. During the two
weeks he was away he continued his practice of not calling while on
the road. He didn’t want to set a precedent of reporting in during
his trips away, regardless of what business he was conducting. No
one needed to know where he was and he didn’t want phone company
records to place him in a specific area at a specific time.

While in Cambridge Ohio he had done very well
at several shops buying glassware and was ready to leave Friday
morning. Instead of heading west, he decided to drive east to
Pittsburg Pennsylvania and rent a car. From there it would only be
a four hour drive to Falls Church Virginia, where Adrianna lived.
He called her from a pay phone and arranged to stay with her over
the weekend. Clay was pleased at the direction their long range
relationship had begun to take, and used any excuse to visit her.
He had made it a point to see her almost monthly.

The following Monday afternoon he was back in
Ohio, heading west through prime antique buying areas. He would be
returning with a full load and was extremely pleased with the stock
he had purchased. Several pieces were going into his home to
upgrade the already great Victorian period antiques he had
accumulated. In addition to the load on his truck, another dealer
was going to deliver twenty seven more pieces of furniture the
following week. He had pulled off one of his best buying trips all
year.

A week later he was back in Chicago. The
following morning he beat Gladys to the shop and opened for her. He
walked around the shop noting several pieces had sold tags attached
to them, and saw several open spaces where items had been taken and
not replaced. It was a good thing he had a truck full waiting to be
unloaded. Thirty minutes later Gladys arrived. After making coffee,
turning the thermostat up and turning on the entrance area lights,
she went out to the warehouse to talk to Clay.

“Good morning boss, it looks like you had a
good trip. These are great. I can call Donnie to come down and give
you a hand if you want?” Donnie was Gladys’s seventeen year old
nephew who had helped around the shop several times previously.

“Thanks Gladys, I could use the help. If he
can bring his friend Larry, they can unload and place the whole
load. I’ve got other things I should be doing.”

“I’ll call him. But first we need to talk.
I’ve got a customer who’s looking for a high end bed room suite.
She wants the bed, dresser, chest, wash stand and maybe an armoire;
all matching, preferably in walnut, but she would settle for tiger
striped oak.”

“If she’s willing to pay top dollar we can
help her. There was a great set in a shop in Ohio, and if I call
this morning I think I can get it added to a load being delivered
next week.”

“Good, I think she’ll pay what ever is
reasonable for a great set. Now! There’s another matter. We need to
go to your office and talk in private.”

Following her announcement Gladys turned and
started into the store, then turned to see if Clay was following
her and waited. Clay figured whatever she wanted had to be
important and took off the leather gloves and followed her. A sales
clerk had arrived and was in the front of the store dusting and
rearranging stock.

Inside the office and with the door closed,
Gladys opened Clay’s middle desk drawer and removed two business
cards. He took them from her and saw they were from agents with the
Federal Bureau of Investigation. The top card was from George A.
Mangiurea, agent in charge at the Chicago office. The other
belonged to Special Agent, Ronald W. Trowbridge, out of Washington
D.C.

Gladys was staring at him, waiting for him to
make a statement.

“Did they say why they left the cards?”

“Yes, they wanted to speak with you, and
asked you to contact the man at the local office. You’re not in
some sort of trouble are you? And I guess me and the other girls
haven’t been involved in something illegal, have we?”

“No Gladys, none of us are breaking the law.
The business is entirely legal. I pay all the taxes and licenses
and do everything else the law requires. Don’t worry about it. I’ll
call them first thing tomorrow morning and see what they want. I’m
sure they just want information on something and think I can help;
and I will if there’s something I have knowledge of. I just can’t
imagine what it might be.”

“Thanks Clay. I didn’t think you could be
involved in something crooked, you’re too nice a person to be
involved in something bad.”

“Tell the rest of the ladies to quit
worrying; none of us are going down to Stateville Prison to be on
the chain gang.”

 


The following morning George Mangiurea took
Clay’s phone call. Later the agent called back to make an
appointment for Thursday morning at ten. Special Agent Trowbridge
would fly in for the meeting. Mangiurea didn’t divulge any details
about the meeting, just saying they needed to talk, and thanked him
for cooperating. Clay was apprehensive, but couldn’t imagine a
connection to his summer visit in North Carolina.

 


Thursday morning Clay was escorted to
Mangiurea’s office by an office assistant who looked like she might
have tried out for a Chicago Bears linebacker position; definitely
not his type. He had decided before arriving to handle the meeting
the same as his initial police interrogation. Say yes or no, and if
possible not expand on any questions they asked.

There were three other people in the office,
Mangiurea, Trowbridge and a clerk to take notes. Both men were in
suits, dark gray for Mangiurea, navy for Trowbridge. Both wore
black shoes, dark socks, black belts, white shirts and dark
patterned ties. Mangiurea was shorter and heavier than Trowbridge
and younger, about thirty five Clay guessed. Stocky build, with
brown hair cut in a flat top, dark complexion and dark eyes. He
appeared to have a pleasant personality, but looked sturdy and
tough. Trowbridge on the other hand was maybe six foot three
inches, and thin, probably two hundred pounds, definitely not
skinny. His blonde hair was a regular cut, but short. He wasn’t
movie star handsome, but average handsome if he could smile. Since
Clay had arrived he had not smiled once; very serious and dead
pan.

 


After introductions and small talk Trowbridge
got down to business.

“Mr. Albrecht…do you mind if I call you
Clayton?”

“Clay will be fine.”

“Alright, Clay. We have files on a man linked
to criminal activity here in Chicago, Mr. Anthony Giliano. In those
files we keep running across the name Clayton Albrecht. You seem to
be pretty close to the Giliano family.” Trowbridge hesitated,
waiting for an answer. Clay shrugged and acknowledged, but didn’t
answer. “May I ask what your relationship is with Tony
Giliano?”

“Tony’s son, Jimmy, was my best friend. Jimmy
died five years ago, and since then Tony Giliano and his wife Anna
have been like a second set of parents to me. I care a great deal
for both of them.”

“I’m going to be frank Clay, there is no
evidence linking you to any criminal activity. But, since you spend
time with the Gilianos and among their gang members, you have
probably heard or seen information we would find very helpful to
our investigation of organized crime here in Chicago.”

Clay remained passive and relaxed, but
replied, “No, I don’t believe I have any inside information.”

“Please let us be the judge. If you‘ll
recount events you’ve heard or seen while in the company of Giliano
we can decide if it is of any value.”

“I personally don’t believe Tony is engaged
in criminal activity. I have never seen any evidence of such
behavior, so I’m afraid I can’t help you.”

“Can’t, or won’t?”

“Can’t. Now, are we finished?”

“No we’re not finished. You were at the
Giliano family home for a period of several weeks in July and
August of 1972, were you not?”

Clay reflected for several seconds, “Yes, I
was there.”

“Just prior to your staying there several
gang members working for Tony Giliano were killed or wounded and he
was shot and hospitalized. Later, people we think were involved in
those shootings were assassinated, fourteen in one bloody ambush
alone. Someone was hired by Giliano to kill those people and I
think you may have information about a person or group of people.
We want your cooperation to apprehend the people involved in those
murders.”

“I know what you’re referring to from reading
the newspaper, but I don’t have any information about it, and I
don’t think Tony was involved. He was doped up and hospitalized
for, what three or four weeks?”

“We’re not implying he was part of the
attack, but someone acted in his interest and we want to know about
him or them.”

Clay shrugged and shook his head, “Sorry, but
I don’t know anything about what you're asking.”

“People at the hospital have testified you
appeared to be instrumental in making arrangements to move Giliano
to a secret location; you appeared to be in charge. What else might
you have had a hand in, or have been privy to?”

“Tony’s wife asked me to assist her with
making arrangements after Tony was injured. She obviously had a lot
on her mind, so yes, I guess you could say I took on the
responsibility for his move. But I don't think it's illegal to help
friends.”

“Clay, I’d like your opinion as to why
Giliano and his gang members were shot, if you don’t believe
they’re criminals.”

“I don’t have any idea. But, I would guess he
was attacked because of some of the businesses he owns. It could be
the savings and loan, or the title and trust company, or maybe the
body shop. I figured a disgruntled customer getting revenge.”

Trowbridge continued for another fifteen
minutes, with Mangiurea cutting in twice to reaffirm what was being
requested. Finally, seeing they were getting nowhere, Clay was
dismissed.

“God damn it George, he knows who killed
those people, I can feel it. He’s too calm about it and isn’t put
off by all those murders. I won’t be surprised if we learn he
played some part in setting it up. He’s been around the Gilianos so
long he accepts what they do. Keep digging on his background and
keep an eye on him and his business. If there’s something dirty on
this guy I want to know about it. Start visiting his friends and
relatives, but be careful not to hang any accusations on him or
we’ll be on the bad end of a harassment lawsuit. Say just enough so
he learns we’re asking questions and checking his background. Shake
up the people around him, and maybe we can shake him up.”

 


Clay waited until Saturday to alert Tony
about his visit with the FBI.

“Well, I can’t say I’m real surprised.
Apparently people at the hospital pointed you out. Sorry you got
tagged.” Tony said after Clay filled him in.

“I don’t think they know anything else or
they’d be hammering me harder. They still don’t have any leads but
my name has been noticed, so they’ll watch me for a while.”

“Yeah, I think they just saw an opportunity
to get somebody near me to tell them something they can use.
Anything to give them a lead they can build a case on. But if
they’re watching you close from now on you’ll have to be real
careful when you go on a job.”

“Yes, I’ve been thinking about it a lot. I’ll
need to cover my tracks to and from, as well as do the jobs. It’ll
make my work more difficult but I think it can be done.”

“So what else is going on with you? Found a
new girl friend yet?” Tony rose to refill their drinks.

“I did meet a girl two weeks ago, she’s O.K.;
a good lay. I’ll tell you more when you sit down, so you don’t
spill the drinks.”

“Oh, oh. I don’t think I like the sound of
this. What the hell are you up to now?”

“My new girl, Peggy, is a member of the Cook
County Little Theater Group. So I’m going to join too. Quit
grinning, I’m not going to be a queer dancer or actor. Peggy told
me they get plenty of people who think they can act, dance and
sing, but there’s a shortage of help in the wardrobe and make up
departments. I’ve signed up to assist in make up and I’ll fill in
with wardrobe when I’m not doing make up. This might be useful in
my work.”

“I’ll be damned. Only you would think of
those kinds of details.”

“And there’s something else I’ve been
thinking of. See what you think of this. I want to raise my fee to
a minimum of $50,000 per hit and more to stage accidental deaths.
It should cut me down to one or two jobs a year, which will be
enough with the fed's watching me.”

“Yeah, I don’t see anything wrong there.
There’ll be some screaming from the guy’s at the top because
they’ll want to continue using you on the lower to mid level hits.
Go for it.”

“Good, then put the word out about the new
minimum and I’ll plan to spend more time in the antiques business.
The shops doing so well I have a difficult time just buying enough
stock to keep the store full. With the holidays approaching soon
I'll need to make several runs out east again on buying trips.”

“Keep’s a fella busy doesn’t it; but isn’t
success great. I’m getting my fingers in so many ligit businesses I
feel stretched too.”

 


Clay was busy preparing for the Christmas
Holidays. The post holiday slowdown would give him a chance to take
it easy for a while. He had developed a routine of dropping in at
least once a week to have lunch with Margaret. Two weeks after
Thanksgiving, on one of those visits, a heated conversation
developed between them.

“Two men from the FBI came here last Friday.
They were asking questions about you and your involvement with Tony
Giliano.” Margaret was grim, wringing her hands.

Clay stood and put his arm around Margaret,
“I’m not surprised Mom, I spoke to them several weeks ago. I guess
I should have told you about it so you wouldn’t be caught off
guard. It’s nothing, don’t worry about it.”

Margaret pushed his arm away and stepped away
to face him, “What do you mean it’s nothing Clayton? The FBI is
investigating my son because of his involvement with a gang of
murderers and you think it’s nothing?”

“Mom, my involvement with Tony is social. I
attend parties at his house; we go fishing, out to dinner and to
ball games. We’re friends, not business associates.”

“Anymore I don’t know what to believe about
you Clayton. I never thought I would say this about one of my own
children, but I don’t trust you anymore. I’m not sure what your
involvement with Tony is, but I don’t like it, and I don’t like you
having dragged your family down to being investigated by the
federal authorities.”

“I think I had better be going. This is just
going to get worse if I stay.” As Clay reached for the door he
said, “I’ll call you before Christmas to give you a time to come on
the 24th. If you’re still coming. Are you coming for Christmas
Eve?”

“Yes, Clayton. Walt and I will join the rest
of the family at your house, but you need to think about your
involvement with criminals. It’s not just your name being dragged
through the muck, now your family is being embarrassed by your
actions.”

Clay stepped through the doorway and pulled
the door shut behind him just as Margaret finished her tirade.
Instead of staying and arguing with her he had decided to leave and
ignore what had been said until later when he wasn’t angry.

 


Mickey called the shop and left a message in
mid January, 1976. His message said he just wanted to talk. Clay
knew exactly what it meant. It meant someone, somewhere, was
through talking and wanted action.

 


 


 



Chapter 26

 


 


“I had a personal
visit from the consigliere of a major New York family over the week
end. There’s a job if you want it. The pay is good, but it’s out of
the country; up in Canada. You want to look at the package?” Tony
slid a manila envelope over to Clay.

“Sure I’ll look at it, but this is a hell of
a time to go to Canada. It’s got to be colder there than it is
here, and it was only three degrees at my house this morning.”

“Before you open the envelope, let me tell
you a few things to tie together what’s you'll find.” Both men were
eating ham and beans and cornbread and Tony spoke between
mouthfuls. “This guy’s a banker, lives in Quebec and owns a string
of banks all over the Quebec and Ontario provinces.” Tony paused to
lick his lips and swallow, “He’s been laundering money for the New
York operations for several years. The major families pool their
money and send it to him monthly. He charged a fifteen per cent fee
and funneled the rest back to the families through fake
corporations he helped set up. Two months ago he announced he was
raising the fee to twenty five percent and he’s holding a million
dollars to ensure they go along. As you can guess the heads of the
families aren’t real happy with the new arrangement or the
cockiness of this guy. They prefer he die accidentally, if
possible. But it might not be possible because he’s got two full
time body guards with him at all times. The consigliere says the
banker fancies himself as a real tough guy. They say in business
he’s a cut throat bastard and he believes he can get by with
anything on anybody. After all, it’s not like the New York guys can
go to the cops and complain. But they’ve found a way around him.
His only son is a wimp and he’s the old man’s partner and main
heir. So if the old man croaks, the kid takes over and the
consigliere is sure he can be convinced to revert to business as
usual.”

“What’s the fee?”

“How did I know the money would be your first
question; what’s it worth? They want it done in the next three
months, and the fee is one hundred grand. The guy seldom ever comes
to the States, so you’ll have to go to Quebec to hit him. Another
problem is they all speak French, and you don’t. You don’t, do
you?"

Clay shook his head, “No, I don’t speak
French; hell I’m like you, I don’t even speak good English.”

Tony ignored Clay’s smart assed remark and
continued, “You’ll have to sneak your guns through customs and try
to find a break in the guy’s routine where you can hit him. Oh, and
the body guards; there’s four total, are all ex-Canadian Mounted
Police; I hear they’re good. Also, during the winter he fly’s out
to Alberta once a month and spends a week skiing, so you’ll have a
three week window each month to get him. The rich bastard has his
own plane and pilot and a big lodge someplace out in the mountains.
I’m jealous!”

Tony left to get a refill and Clay opened the
package in front of him. But he was preoccupied, thinking about
things he knew about Canada. He and Dan had gone there fishing the
previous year. It had been his first time on Canadian soil. The
fishing had been great; they netted bass, trout and walleye and
threw back more than they kept. What he remembered most about the
trip was how Dan had talked endlessly about a new thing he had
tried in Wisconsin; snow mobiles. Gas engine powered machines
designed for traveling on the snow. They allowed riders to travel
for miles into areas otherwise inaccessible during the winter. All
of his information and experience about Canada pertained to the
less populated areas west of where his target lived and wouldn’t be
of any use in a major city; especially a city where they spoke
French.

The report consisted of a five inch by seven
inch black and white photo of Charles De Grand, a personal sheet,
and long distance shots which were slightly blurred, of all four
guards. The paper listed his age as sixty one, his home and office
addresses, his lodge, etc. A twenty three page report, apparently
put together by a private investigator, gave a very detailed
account of a seven week period in the life of Mr. De Grand
beginning the first week of October 1975.

Tony returned and sat across the round table
from Clay, eating in silence.

Clay made a cursory review of the paperwork
and promised to give Tony an answer by Friday, four days later.
When he left the saloon he went to the club for his afternoon
workout. He learned it was not a good idea to workout after a big
bowl of Mickey’s hams and beans. Midway through his third set on
the stair climber Dan stopped by to chat. Clay mentioned snow
mobiles and Dan instantly launched into the same dissertation Clay
had endured the year before. Dan had been to Wisconsin three times
in the current season and was hoping to get away at least twice
more while the snow was on. He was eager to enlist another convert
to the new sport and gladly provided the name and phone number of
the lodge where he stayed and rented the machines. Clay also
learned he could rent all the cold weather gear for riding, or buy
it onsite.

Back at the office he phoned the Tri Lakes
Lodge in northern Wisconsin and spoke with the assistant manager.
She was sorry to inform Clay lodge was booked solid for the
upcoming weekend, but was pleased to convey the fact there were
vacancies until then. He reserved a standard room for Tuesday
through Thursday and a snow mobile for Wednesday and Thursday. A
travel agent was used to reserve a round trip seat on a regional
carrier from O’Hare to Wausau and a rental car for the sixty plus
mile drive on to the lodge.

Tuesday afternoon he walked down the
motorized stairs onto the tarmac at the Wausau, Wisconsin Regional
Airport, zipped his coat tighter around his neck, picked up his
rental car, and drove north on Highway 51 to Hazelhorst.

Snow covered the entire landscape all the way
to his destination. North of Rhinelander he got a taste of what he
was in for. Along a ridge to his left he caught sight of a blizzard
of snow thrown up by three people on snow mobiles. Finally he
understood Dans’s love affair with them as the trio changed course
and drifted down a hill to the road and ran along side him for half
a mile before they swerved to the left and followed a trail up and
over a ridge, out of sight. The sounds of oversized bumble bees
slowly faded from his hearing until they were gone. The machines
looked too fragile to be running at the speeds at which he clocked
them, but he was game to try it.

 


The following Friday afternoon Clay sat down
beside Tony with a beer in his hand. “I’ve been looking at maps and
I have a loose plan forming in my head. Call your contact and tell
them I’m in for the fee plus all expenses, which will probably run
ten to twelve thousand dollars.”

“So you’ll be going to Quebec soon. Take some
time to enjoy the sights, you might even pick up a French
girlfriend while you’re there; I hear they give great blow
jobs.”

“Thanks for the advice Tony, but I’m not
going to Quebec, I’m going to Montana. I heard Montana girls give
even better head.”

“What the hell are you talking about?”

Clay laughed out loud at the confusion he had
caused Tony. He was completely baffled and the expression on his
face begged for an explanation. “I’m going to hit Charles at his
ski lodge. It’s about thirty miles north of the border near the
town of Crowsnest Pass. The town is in Alberta Province, near the
British Columbia border. When he goes there Charles only takes two
of the four guards along; two less for me to deal with. I can get
to him from the Montana side by crossing where there’s no legal
entry point.”

Ignoring the skeptical look on Tony’s face he
continued, “I just returned from Wisconsin where I spent two days
playing in the snow on a machine called a snowmobile. It’s like a
motorcycle only it can run on top of the snow. I bought one and a
trailer to haul it on. And I’m getting all the clothing and
everything else I’ll need to be out in below zero weather for more
than a week. I’m driving back up to Rhinelander next week to pick
up the machine and other stuff. There’ll be no record of me
crossing into Canada to give anybody a clue as to who hit the
banker. I have a small building rented for furniture storage and I
can leave everything there in a back section until I head out. Then
on my way west I’ll detour down to Kansas City, rent a motel room
for three weeks on my own credit card, and go on up to Montana to
do the job. I'll have an alibi for where I was when he gets
hit.”

“I’m glad this is a plan for you Clay,
because you wouldn’t get me out in those damn mountains by myself
on something like you’re describing. You’ve got balls kid. Just be
careful and don’t get yourself killed up there.”

 


Three weeks later Clay drove into Polson
Montana on his way to Polebridge. He had been staying in motels and
paying cash along the way but would switch to camping when he left
in the morning. His driver’s license identified him as William A.
Scones, from San Francisco, California. His two year old, white,
three quarter ton, four wheel drive Ford truck had been stolen in
Pennsylvania and carried Iowa plates. A camper shell over the bed
would provide his next night’s lodging as he approached the
Canadian border. The truck had new mud/snow tires, and food and
water for two weeks had been bought and packed, just in case there
were unanticipated problems and delays.

The next morning he got up early and was
driving north on Highway 93 before six thirty, on two inches of
fresh snow. Light to heavy snowfall continued all morning to
Kalispell where he fueled up with diesel and turned east on Highway
2 for sixteen miles. At Columbia Falls he manually locked the
truck's front hubs and turned north on County Road 486. The dirt
and gravel road was completely snow covered. Old snow was packed
hard, making a solid surface to drive on, and the fresh snow simply
slowed him down. On both sides of the road there was evidence snow
plows had hit the back road intermittently, probably only when
heavy snow fell. Running in four wheel drive he pushed the truck up
past thirty mile an hour and felt comfortable in the handling on
the treacherous surface.

He had never been as deep into mountainous
terrain as the back roads of Montana drew him. The view from every
rise in the road was more thrilling than the last until his
amazement finally ran out. Instead of thinking nothing could be
more beautiful than the present panoramic view, he began to
anticipate what lay ahead and expected it to be even more
exciting.

Since leaving Columbia Falls he had been
looking at the Whitehead mountain range on his right and the
Flathead National Forest to his left. On the east side of the road
the North Fork of the Flat Head River could be seen, the surface
frozen from bank to bank in the ten degree temperature.

By the time he passed through the tiny town
of Polebridge the snow had accumulated to eight inches thick, and
deeper where drifted by the wind. Numerous times he had been forced
to stop and knock packed snow out of the trucks grille, away from
the radiator.

 


Nine miles north of town he found a scenic
pull off parking area the snow plows had cleared before turning
around and heading back toward town. The stop provided a breath
taking view of 10,000 foot high Mt. Kintla and he supposed the area
would be full of tourist in the summer. The area had a slight
upward slope and he backed the truck and small trailer as far up
into the packed snow as he dared, hoping the slight grade would
help him get back out. The road ahead had not been plowed since the
start of the winter season; who but he would want to go any further
toward the Canadian border in the dead of winter.

He ran the snow mobile off the trailer and
secured the equipment he would take, except for the rifle. Before
dark he used a propane stove to warm food bought in Poison the
evening before, and sat in the truck cab where it was warm and ate.
A weather forecast predicted the next three days to have a thirty
percent chance of light snow flurries with temperatures ranging
from highs of twenty degrees to lows of minus ten. Fog was to be
dominant in the morning, with overcast skies but allowing for the
slight possibility of sunshine late on the third afternoon. To the
west a storm was brewing and in four or five days it could dump a
foot or more of new snow. Afterward, while watching the sun
disappear, he sipped a half glass of bourbon before shutting off
the diesel engine, and then crawled into his sleeping bag inside
the camper shell. There was nothing else to do in the dark but
sleep. But, before dozing off, he spent several hours reviewing his
preparation as well as thinking about a tentative plan for the
upcoming days. So far everything was proceeding satisfactorily.

The white snow mobile and trailer had been
bought for cash with fake identification different from the name
used to rent motel rooms en route to Montana. The arctic gear he
would wear had been special ordered out of New York for him; the
Rhinelander dealer didn’t stock white. From the dealers stock he
had selected a second set in navy blue. The equipment dealer had
also suggested he should think about installing twin heavy duty
batteries and electric block heaters in his truck if he was
intending to stay long in cold weather spots; so he did. While the
truck was in a mechanic friend’s garage he also had a second diesel
fuel tank installed to double the fuel capacity. Before leaving
Chicago the truck, machine and trailer had been washed and every
inch wiped down. Since leaving he had not touched any of his
equipment without wearing gloves. Even the $200 Canadian money he
had picked up at a bank in Billings had been wiped down with a damp
rag to remove prints. Only in the sleeping bag did he remove the
brown jerseys covering his hands. Dried and concentrated food and
supplies for his Canada run had been bought in Kansas; each
individual item had been washed and wiped to remove all prints
before being stored in the truck. If the job turned out bad he
didn’t need authorities to pick up a store clerks fingerprints who
might possibly remember him. Nothing could be traced back to him.
Even the illicit guns had been disassembled and wiped clean, and
all ammunition wiped down.

He had chosen his weapons carefully. His long
range choice was a SIG-AMT auto rifle throwing a .308 caliber 150
grain soft point bullet. A primary reason for choosing it was the
availability of the optional twenty round magazine. The barrel had
been threaded to receive a long fat silencer and a Weaver ten power
adjustable scope completed the rig. At best the report would be
muffled as opposed to the loud and sharp crack with out it. The
assembled pieces had been tested at Tony’s farm and consistently
got five shot groupings within three inches at 300 yards with a
factory load. For up close he carried a six shot Smith and Wesson
Model 58 revolver firing a .41 caliber magnum soft point bullet of
210 grain. He had also packed an old .32 cal. Gilsenti
semi-automatic with a fat silencer screwed onto the six inch
barrel, but as things were developing he didn’t think it would be
used. He was prepared for long range or short range; a quiet kill,
or a sudden and loud flat out surprise attack.

Even the Chicago Library System was involved
in his planning. He had spent two full days at the main library
downtown reading about wilderness survival methods and specific
equipment he could possibly need in the winter. On the author’s
advice he had forgone haircuts and stopped shaving to grow a beard
and mustache as additional protection from the cold.

An accidental death had been ruled out when
he counted the minimum number of people who could be at the lodge
as five; De Grand, the two ever present guards and two care takers
who lived there full time. The number didn’t count guest who could
be brought along. Tony had relayed that information to his N.Y.
contact and received an approval for an assassination.

At Montana visitors centers he had picked up
state road maps and area and activity specific maps for the miles
of roads and trails around Glacier Park. The terrain looked
formidable, but he would attempt to find a route through the
mountain passes into Canada. In Wisconsin he had learned frozen
streams and rivers became roadways for snow mobiles. The machines
could fly over the smooth snow covered surfaces of lakes and
rivers, if the driver watched out for warm unfrozen areas.

 


At four the next morning he woke and ate a
cold breakfast high in calories and protein. Candy bars, beef jerky
and water had been kept next to him while he slept so it wouldn’t
be frozen in the morning. Before donning his outer parka additional
food, along with water, was put in pockets inside the coat for
lunch and supper. Storing the sleeping bag, rifle and a three
gallon gas can on the machine completed his last minute
preparations before he gunned the throttle and headed north. The
anticipated fog was light and caused little problem. His main
concern became the herds of elk and grazing deer he came upon in
the early morning hours. He had planned two days to drive what
looked to be about sixty miles on the maps, but which could
actually be up to eighty or ninety miles in real distance traveled.
The true mileage could even be over one hundred miles if he hit
blind trails he couldn’t traverse; box canyons or impassable
mountains could block his way and cause delays. Several of the area
maps indicated walking trails ascending the mountain. He felt the
chance of crossing over would be pretty good if he could find them.
If a hiker could cross the terrain he thought his machine surely
could. Charles De Grand was expected to arrive at his lodge in
three days and remain there for five. If there were problems he had
extra time in his window of opportunity. Ultimately however,
everything depended equally on his equipment, the weather, his
personal stamina, and his ability to traverse the mountainous
terrain.

Well before noon Clay was past the north end
of Lake Kintla, still under an overcast sky. The ice covered lake
made an excellent roadway, but he held the speed down on the new
machine for two reasons: the engine needed to be broken in, and if
the equipment were damaged the job was jeopardized. When he left
the lake he located a summer walking trail and followed it through
the rough and uneven natural forest terrain, forcing him to watch
ahead for obstructions before getting to them. Pine trees and
leafless aspen groves slowed his progress when he wasn’t able to
run on a frozen stream. When he approached an impassable jumble of
huge boulders between two sheer cliffs he had to return to a point
where he could pick up a trail running up the mountain. Several
times during the afternoon he ran into dead ends, causing him to
backtrack and search out another route. Three hours before dusk he
was continuing north, heading further into the mountain range,
gaining elevation as he went. An hour before dark he pitched the
tent, covered the snow mobile and brushed the snow and ice from his
outer garments. Inside the tent Clay settled in for the evening as
darkness enveloped the area. He surmised he had traveled about
fifty miles and was near to or past the Canadian border. His tent
was pitched a hundred feet west of a drop off of several hundred
feet down to the floor of a narrow and treacherous valley below
him. Had he been on vacation it would have been a perfect place to
take photographs of the distant mountain vistas. Settling in for
the night he quickly fell asleep, tired from the pounding he had
received from running and maneuvering the snow machine across the
rough terrain.

In the morning he broke camp at five thirty
and continued to run slowly across the snow covered mountain in the
dark. He surmised the snow was between three and ten feet deep in
most places and much deeper in other areas. Twice he had to back
track when the directions he chose lead him into dead ends. Once he
ran up against an impassable stone face and another time the trail
simply ended at an abrupt precipice. Finally he felt like he was
traveling mostly downward; descending into Canada.

 


Early the following afternoon he crested a
ridge and looked out over the small town of Crowsnest Pass, nestled
in a valley among spruce trees. It was fair sized for the remote
area, with a population near seven thousand people. Skiers arriving
to run the slopes swelled the population during the winter season,
and fishermen took up temporary residence in the warm months to
fish the many nearby lakes.

De Grand would be flying into the airport at
Lethbridge the following Saturday afternoon and after being driven
the ninety miles to the lodge should be arriving as the evening sun
was dipping below the mountain range.

Backtracking, he returned a mile into the
mountains to a valley he had passed through earlier where he picked
a campsite in a depression between two small ridges away from the
natural trail through the valley. Clay set up his tent and placed
all of his gear inside. His spare gas can was empty and would
require filling in town. While there he planned to eat a hot meal
in a sit down restaurant and refill his water container.

On the far west end of town he filled up with
gas and two cycle engine oil and entered a small, plain restaurant
beside the gas station. A sign at the entrance vestibule advertised
an all day salad bar for ten dollars Canadian per person. He didn’t
much care what the food was, as long as it was hot. Before entering
the dining area he slipped on a pair of black thick framed glasses
and pulled the black wool watch cap low on his forehead. To his
surprise the food table had fried chicken and fish and roast beef.
In thirty minutes he was stuffed and ready to tackle the cold
again. When he was ready to leave he put on the thin brown jersey
gloves before taking money from his billfold.

Outside the sky was still overcast as he
drove the snow covered Highway 3 east out of town six miles to
where a road turned to the south. A sign beside it proclaimed the
road to belong to Lodge De Grand. Beneath the name the sign read
Private Road – No Trespassing. The report he had read indicated De
Grand had inherited the lodge and over a thousand acres from his
grandfather. A mile and a half down the private road he passed a
stone columned entrance on his right. A lane wound through spruce
and aspen trees to the lodge. And it did appear to be grand. The
building was a two story central log structure with single story
log wings on either side setting behind a porch the entire length
of the lodge. Mossy wood shingles covered the roof, and the entire
weathered structure looked like the forest setting had been
designed around it. The main building sat approximately two hundred
feet off the road and appeared spacious enough to house at least
sixteen people overnight. Tire tracks indicated vehicles had been
out and back in since the last snowfall. A quarter of a mile
further south and east the road ended without warning at a rocky
abutment, veering straight up at least thirty feet.

Clay turned the snow mobile to the west and
left the unplowed road to explore the area behind the lodge.
Shortly after entering the woods a lake was visible ahead. The
frozen body of water extended to the north, past the De Grand
lodge. The back of the lodge sat within fifty feet of the quarter
mile wide lake and had a view of a low rocky ridge across the lake.
Most of the trees between the lodge and the lake had been
selectively removed to enhance the view from the back of the
building out to and across the lake. Clay moved ahead and turned
south, staying close to the bank of the small lake. The south end
of the lake stopped at the base of the mountains several hundred
yards away where a vertical stone face rose at least a hundred
feet. Cutting across the frozen surface and turning north, he
proceeded to ride slowly along the far bank. He was positive he
would go unnoticed against the snow covered landscape if he didn’t
kick up a white cloud. The lakes surface was scarred by the tracks
of other snow mobiles from one end to the other. Tracks led off the
lake to a shed beside the lodge; De Grand had the machines too. The
back of the lodge had a covered screened porch, confined to the
central two story section of the building.

Past the lodge the ridge to his left dropped
down until it was just a high hill at the end of the lake, a half
mile north of the lodge. Leaving the lake he snaked his way through
the conifer trees and gained the top of the ridge. Full power was
needed to climb to the top which was steeper than he had originally
thought. On the back side he traveled south until he judged he was
again across from the Grand Lodge. Embedded boulders and fallen
trees made the upper portion of the steep ridge too precipitous for
the snow mobile so he shut it down and climbed to the top on foot.
He had missed his target by at least two hundred feet and walked
along the ridge until he was straight across from the building. The
top of the ridge was too high to see into the lodge’s main room at
ground level, so he carefully made his way down the steep boulder
strewn incline. About two thirds of the way down he looked through
a set of binoculars and intruded upon the common area of the lodge.
The first thing he noticed was the flickering of a fire in the huge
natural stone fireplace. Furniture was of a rustic northern
woodlands type with thick cushions on the seats and backs. A large
chandelier made of moose and elk horn hung from the peaked beams in
the middle of the room. In a kitchen in the north wing he saw a
woman and man sitting at a table eating supper; the live in
servants. Seeing no sign of anyone else inside the lodge he high
tailed it back up the ridge and crossed over to the snow
mobile.

To save time he headed north out to the main
road back to Crowsnest Pass and found the trail he had made coming
into town. Tomorrow he would explore the area more thoroughly and
find an escape route from the lodge.

All through the evening he dealt with nagging
problems, exposed when he finally saw the actual location. If he
shot De Grand from across the lake the guards would give chase
immediately and the servants would notify the local authorities. A
lone snow mobile trail going south through practically virgin snow
could be followed by an incompetent blind man; not good. Both
guards would have to be killed or eliminated from the chase. It was
improbable for him to shoot all five of the people from across the
lake. He would need to get closer to the victims. Also, if
possible, he needed to separate De Grand and his bodyguards from
other people. No need to make this a massacre if he could avoid
it.

After eating a cold breakfast the following
morning Clay again drove north to town. Yesterday when he was
within a half mile of it he had come across several other snow
mobile tracks. He would use them to hide his own trail while
escaping. A quarter mile from town he found the spot he was looking
for. Several snow mobiles had run in an east west direction. A
strip fifty to seventy five feet wide had been churned by the drive
belts of multiple machines. Turning east he used the packed trail
to take him within two miles of De Grand’s lodge before it turned
north toward Highway 3. Following it to the highway he learned the
machines had crossed the highway and continued on north. Three
other snow mobile riders had passed him going west and he had seen
a group of five people going cross country on skies.

Clay suddenly stopped the machine, removed
both of his right gloves and dug inside his coat. A weather
forecast was coming on in one minute over the miniature pocket
sized radio in his shirt pocket. The small speaker in his ear was
about to give him an important update. He soon learned a major snow
storm was building over the coast and was expected to hit the
Alberta and British Columbia border area the next afternoon. The
storm would bring temperatures of minus thirty two degrees Celsius
and could last up to two days. He quickly calculated the
temperature to be about minus twenty five degrees F. As a parting
shot the announcer added the Rocky Mountain area could expect at
least two feet of fresh snow. Good news for the skiers; bad news
for him.

Turning east he followed the highway to De
Grand’s lane and entered it slowly. A snow plow had been there
since the previous evening and a single lane had been cleared. Four
areas two lanes wide had been cleared for a second car to wait in
if multiple cars were using the lane. Clay knew from his report the
De Grand team used a Chevrolet Suburban which was left at the
airport between trips. The road twisted several times and rose and
fell over ridges and gullies on the way to the lodge. Riding slow
Clay looked for a possible ambush spot and found one about half way
to the turnoff. De Grand would be hit on his private roadway by an
uninvited guest.

 


 


 



Chapter 27

 


 


At seven the next morning Clay was in
position. He expected De Grand to leave the lodge between eight
thirty and nine to go to one of the nearby ski slopes. His usual
routine was indicated to vary somewhat from trip to trip. Sometimes
Charles would ski on Sunday morning, other times he would defer to
Monday morning. But with a storm bearing down on the area chances
were excellent he would want to hit the slopes ahead of the
inclement weather. At least it made sense to Clay.

The accumulated snow depth gave some support,
but still he was trudging through a foot and a half of loose snow
and would also need to lie on it. He unfolded the snow mobile cover
and spread it over a thick layer of spruce branches to make a
shooting platform. The site was at the top of a six foot high bank
through which the roadway had been cut. De Grand’s party would be
entering a sharp ‘S’ curve in front of him at a distance of seventy
yards. He had the scope turned down for the distance, but would
need to make the shots quickly in order to not have to refocus. The
approaching vehicle would be visible to him a quarter of a mile
away as it topped another rise in the road. Plenty of time to
remove his warm mittens, flop down on the cover and be prepared to
fire. The sky was overcast, with clouds completely blocking the
sun.

At ten minutes to nine he saw what he was
waiting for; a black suburban on the far rise. Lying on the cover,
his body was out of sight because of the downward slope from the
cut bank. Only his head, covered by the white hood, and the white
coat on his shoulders would be visible. The rifle pointed at the
targets would come into their view only seconds before being
fired.

Clay positioned the rifle and watched
alongside the scope for the vehicle to emerge around the curve.
Suddenly it was there. The truck was at a slight angle to him with
the passenger side prominent in his view. Switching to the scope he
saw two men in the front seat and two figures in the back seat.
Finding the drivers chest he squeezed off two shots and quickly
moved the crosshairs to the front passenger for two more rounds.
Movement in the back seat revealed the locations of two passengers
and he fired three shots at each of them. As he was pulling the
trigger on the last victim he noted the long black hair and facial
feature of a woman. The passenger in the front seat blocked his
view of the person behind him, but Clay was sure he had hit the
back seat passenger at least once.

Leaving the rifle on the cover, he made his
way down to the roadway and to the black vehicle. The truck had
idled to the left side of the lane and was stopped in the plowed
snow ridge with the engine still running. Ten small holes in the
windshield with spider web cracks around them were the only
indication of what had just transpired. The driver moved his head
and Clay aimed and shot through the windshield. Revolver in hand,
he opened the rear passenger door of the Suburban, stepped inside,
and pulled it shut behind him. Blood had splattered onto the back
seat occupants and had left dark red speckles over most of the
truck’s interior. His last shot at the driver had left a fist sized
hole in the back of the man’s head and showered blood all across
the rear passenger’s door. A bullet was fired into the back of the
other guard’s head and then two were fired into De Grand’s
forehead. The sound of the magnum was deafening inside the enclosed
vehicle, and as De Grand was shot Clay detected a twitching
movement of the woman’s left gloved hand. She was in her early
forties, slender, very attractive and still breathing. But she
wouldn’t be alive long, if the visible blood was any indication.
Apparently most of the shots to the passenger side had hit the
guard in the front seat; she was only hit once, in the left side of
her chest and apparently in a lung. Clay watched as a thin red
ribbon ran from the corner of her mouth down to her chin, dripping
onto the bright yellow ski jacket. She coughed and spit out blood
and mucus as she drowned on her own fluids. Her eyes suddenly
opened and focused on his, causing him to turn away to escape her
pointed gaze. The expression implied a loathing for this intruder
who had so forcefully injected himself into her life. She appeared
to fully understand what had happen. He thought the make up on her
thin facial features and high cheek bones fit the high maintenance
look of her expensive ski clothing.

Clay pulled the gloves from De Grand’s pale
white hands and removed a gold ring with five large diamonds in the
setting. Under the woman’s gloves she was wearing a wedding band
and an occasional ring on her tanned fingers, plus a diamond
bracelet on her right wrist. Clay removed the jewelry from the
delicate, fragile looking hands and then had an insightful
thought.

On sudden impulse he gently grasped her chin
with his left hand and leaned her head back against the seat,
telling her to relax because he would soon leave. Watching him
through a helpless fog, her eyes expressed a pitiful acceptance of
her plight before she closed them, repulsed by the death laden
scene around her. Groping in his coat pocket he found and removed
the .32 automatic, and in one swift motion swung the pistol toward
her face with the barrel angling upward. At the same time he
started his trigger squeeze her eye lids opened and she stared in
horror as he fired a bullet through her left eye into her brain.
Her injured body barely flinched and her head jerked only twice
before relaxing as her final life’s breath escaped. Flipping his
wrist, he shot another round into the right eye of the corpse and
then emptied the rest of the clip below her stomach. The
authorities might spend precious time investigating her as their
primary victim if she appeared to be the main target. They might be
led to conclude the motive for the deaths to be a very personal and
hateful revenge killing of the woman. Before exiting the truck he
surveyed the carnage while trying to ignore the twin crimson
rivulets of blood flowing down the once beautiful lady’s
cheeks.

Outside the vehicle Clay gave in to the
overwhelming urge to throw up, and made it to the edge of the road
before the uncontrollable heaving started. Grabbing snow in both
gloved hands he washed his face in the cold flakes and then took a
big mouthful to wet his dry throat and try to calm his stomach.
While kicking snow on his vomit he made his mind blot out the dead
woman and concentrate on his escape. Focusing on the surroundings
he carefully looked around while reloading both pistols; no one in
sight. Back at his original shooting blind he used snow to dull
specs of blood on his right coat sleeve, then gathered and loaded
the equipment. Mounting the snow mobile he drove onto the private
lane and out to the highway. Running along the edge of the roadway
he made his way back to town to fill up with gas and oil. He had no
idea how long he would have before the death site was discovered,
but hoped to be well away from the town before an organized search
could be started. Before paying a sleepy eyed teenager who was
hopping up and down to a rock and roll tune, he donned the dark
framed glasses. He had picked up six prepared ham and cheese
sandwiches from a cooler and a cup of hot black coffee at the
counter, and then stood at the back of the grocery area eating two
of the sandwiches. Once on the trail he wouldn’t stop until dark;
unless the inbound weather forced him to change his plan.

The sky was getting more overcast ahead of
the approaching storm; it was now a light gray and people were
stopping in the store to get supplies for the next several days.
Once he had left the main road not many people were visible at ten
o’clock to observe him as he headed south away from Crowsnest
Pass.

He had made enough trips to his campsite to
encounter no difficulty in finding the trail again. Earlier in the
morning he had broken camp and left most of his gear above the tent
site in a stand of spruce trees near the base of a stone
outcropping. After loading both packs and assuring himself every
thing was secured, he set out at a fast pace, retracing his
original route. Shortly after noon snow began to fall. Large
flakes, dropping so fast and thick visibility was quickly reduced
to fifty feet. Still, he pushed the machine as fast as he dared,
without taking undue risk; trying to evade the law and escape the
image of the woman he had mutilated. He intended to cross the
border before night fall and then make camp. If he could make it
across the high point of the mountain and past where he had camped
his first night out, he would be in forested terrain and his track
would be harder to spot from the air.

By three o’clock he knew he had no chance of
traversing the mountain during the storm. A thermometer taped to
his machine indicated the temperature to be minus twenty one
degrees and he judged the wind to be blowing at thirty miles an
hour with gust as high as fifty. An hour before he had been forced
to reduce his speed to ten miles per hour. Even then he worried he
would drive off the sheer cliffs to his left and plummet several
hundred feet or more to the bottom. The snowfall had become so
intense visibility was practically zero; the overcast sky so gray
it might as well have been dark. Hugging the walls of rock to his
right Clay spotted a snow pack where wind currents had collected
snow in a block fifty feet wide and at least twenty feet high,
tapering out to where he viewed it. The machine was shut down at
the base of the snow pack and he removed a shovel from his gear; an
aluminum scoop shovel, smaller than a grain shovel used on a farm,
but right for the job at hand. Removing his coat he placed it on
the snow mobile and then put the cover over the machine and the
rest of his gear. The howling wind fought him fiercely, but
gradually he secured the ties. Setting a steady pace he began to
dig the snow away, carving a horizontal pathway into the snow bank
until a vertical face at the end of it was six feet high. Then he
cut into the snow wall two feet above the pathway and dug a four
foot entrance upward at a forty five degree angle and six feet
deep. Steps were cut and stomped into the snow so he could advance
further. At the end of the angled space a room began to take shape;
seven feet wide by six feet deep, and five feet high to the top of
the domed ceiling. Before it was completely dark outside he had
stopped using the flashlight and gone to his gear to locate
candles. One candle lit inside the snow cave was enough to provide
light to work by and raise the temperature significantly. On the
far wall a two feet high by three feet deep ledge was left for a
bed. He used his rifle to punch a hole in the ceiling out to the
edge of the snow bank for ventilation. At eight he had carried his
coat and all of his gear into his new quarters and piled what was
not needed in front of the entrance to partially block it. The
temperature with the candle was enough to remove his parka and
still be warm, even after he cooled off from shoveling. This would
be his home until the snow stopped and he could continue. The
temperature was above twenty degrees inside and it was quiet;
deathly quiet. Outside the cave the wind could be heard howling,
sucking the warmth from every living thing it swirled around and
over.

When he stopped digging and sat to catch his
breath he was again confronted by the memory of the lady in the
back seat of the truck. Rummaging through his pack he located the
bottle of bourbon and began to throw shots down. Sleep finally came
but her ghostly image haunted him kept him restless and in pain. At
four in the morning he awoke to screaming and sat upright to
confront himself, screaming in mortal fear of the face with bloody
eye sockets; it had chased and caught him throughout the night.
Curling up in a fetal position and drawing his parka up to his
neck, he sobbed and tried to justify his cruel treatment of the
innocent woman.

Late Tuesday afternoon Clay was squatted in
the cave entrance surveying the snow field in front of him when he
heard the drone of an approaching single engine plane. The pilot of
the small plane was east of the cliff face and flying low. After
grabbing his binoculars from the cave Clay focused on the plane’s
markings; RCMP, Royal Canadian Mounted Police. He surmised they
were out after the storm looking for tracks. Surely if they didn’t
see any they wouldn’t return to the same area. But, just to be
safe, he would put off digging out through the three feet of new
snow and wait another day to make his run to the valley below.

Back in his sleeping bag he had the same
nightmares he had suffered with for the past two nights; the lady
sitting next to Charles De Grand. He couldn’t put her act of
resignation out of his mind. She had to know she was going to die
and simply closed her eyes, waiting for the inevitable; but why did
she choose to reopen them at the worst possible moment? She was
condemned to perish because she was in the company of the wrong
man; a man marked for death. She was one of the innocents,
desecrated by a violence engulfing her; violence she neither
engaged in nor understood. And for Clay, once the destruction had
begun, there was no turning back. Occasionally people unexpectedly
crossed his path and they had to be dealt with quickly and with
finality. His reputation was built on results, and final, permanent
closure was all his clients were interested in. No tears were shed
for her, unlike the two previous nights, but sleep again came
slowly and fitfully as his mind evaded the touch of the crimson
streaked face.

 


 


 



Chapter 28

 


 


The following evening
Clay began clearing a ramp for the snow mobile to ascend and
removed the snow gripping its appendages like white mud. He had
vowed when he woke to put the death of the un-named woman behind
him and only draw on the positive experience of his wilderness
trials. She was an unfortunate victim and he felt great sorrow that
she had become involved. He abhorred the idea of how he had killed
her, but she had been dying anyway, and he rationalized he had
actually made it easier for her. The snow cave had provided warmth
and shelter to save his life, but the confinement and isolation had
almost driven him mad. When the storm passed and the winds abated
the cave was as quiet as a graveyard; he felt as if it were he who
had died and was entombed. He was relieved to be out in the open,
faced with new challenges and decisions to be made. With the
headlight illuminating a path in front of him he eased the machine
out of the snow trap and began the last leg of his journey.

The run down the mountain was made carefully,
and before midnight he was again at the east end of Lake Kintla.
Running in the light of a half moon under a clear sky he searched
the center section of the lake surface for signs of ice fishing.
Cutting a trail through a foot of fresh snow he finally saw several
depressions where holes had been cut through the foot thick ice
sheet. The below zero temperature had formed a plug of ice in the
bottom of the hole, but it was not more than three inches thick.
Using the rifle barrel as a pick he chopped at the hole until it
was opened to near its original eight inch diameter. First he
dumped all of the spent casings through the ice hole. Next the
rifle, silencer, scope, revolver and automatic pistol were dropped
through the hole where they would lay hidden forever. Holding the
woman’s jewelry in his hand, as he had many times over the past
several days, Clay fought with himself emotionally. For some reason
he felt a strong sense of pity for the unnamed woman. He had an
insane urge to retain some kind of material tie to her; something
to keep her with him and somehow mitigate the barbaric act he had
committed against her. Slowly he allowed the ring, minus the blue
precious stone, and the gold bracelet, minus the diamonds, to roll
out of his palm, and fall through the hole in the ice. The gold
wedding band would stay with him, despite the risk.

Less than four hours later Clay was at his
truck. After digging snow away from in front of it and making a
trail for the rear tires and the trailer to run through he pulled
the truck forward into the roadway to load the snow machine. He
planned to drive through Polebridge, on to Columbia Falls and down
to Missoula before stopping. There he would find a place to pull
over and nap in the cab of the truck long enough to get rested for
the run out of Montana. Once he was in Iowa he would stop for a
room where he could take a shower and clean up. After more than a
week without a shower or change of clothing he suspected people
might hold their noses if he got too close. Before leaving he
changed all of his clothing, including socks, underwear, jeans, a
heavy flannel shirt and a coat. With a knife he shredded the white
arctic gear and planned to distribute the pieces in separate trash
containers along the way. His last act in the job would be to find
a post office in Missoula and mail De Grand’s ring to Tony as proof
he had fulfilled the contract.

 


Back home Clay learned from Tony the murder
of the wife of an Assistant Secretary in the Canadian Government
had been blamed on her scandalous behavior with her current secret
lover, Charles De Grand.

Tony was saying, “The papers reported her
husband was the logical suspect, but he had a solid and
undisputable alibi. Since no evidence of his involvement could be
found he was exonerated. The Canadian cops don’t have any clues as
to who committed the murder, why it was committed, or how the
killers disappeared.” After taking a sip of hot coffee he
continued, “Since three weapons were used to kill the four of them
it was assumed multiple assassins committed the murders. They think
whoever authorized the crime had a real hard on for the woman and
singled her out for especially gruesome treatment.”

Clay sat across from Tony, enjoying his
friend’s amazement of the feat he had pulled off two weeks earlier.
“I learned a lot on that job Tony. I’m convinced with good
planning, and some measure of luck, I can hit anybody,
anywhere.”

“But”, Tony cut in, “How did you know about
the woman being his girlfriend; Genevieve Vil…?”

“I didn’t.” Clay replied quickly. “I just
followed an instinct to put the focus on her.”

“Whoa! Something happened there didn’t it? I
can see it in your expression and hear it in your voice.”

“Yeah, something happened. What I did to her
got to me. She was my first innocent victim and it still
bothers me. I didn’t, and still don't, want to know her name. I
know too much about her already and I’ve got to forget her and put
it behind me.”

“Be careful here Clay; you’re getting into
some deep emotional shit, be very careful. Maybe you should take
some time off, or even consider quitting; I know you don’t need the
money.”

“I don’t want to quit Tony. In between jobs I
start craving the excitement; I’m an emotional junkie.” Clay
chuckled, “I guess I need the rush from killing in order to
live.”

Clay hesitated staring somberly at the floor
while Tony continued to study him, “I’ll be alright Tony. I just
need some time for this one to pass.”

“Well anyway, as I was saying, you’ve got
damn good instincts.” Tony opened a desk drawer, took out a large
fat envelope and handed it to Clay. “Here’s the money. They were
tickled shitless when the investigation was focused on the woman
instead of their guy .The consiglieri suggested they throw in an
extra twenty five grand for your expenses. Will this cover it?”

“Yes, it will more than cover all my
costs.”

“He also appreciated getting De Grand’s ring.
The son had to be convinced his New York customers were behind the
deaths. He believed what the cop’s released; the woman was the
target. So now he’s convinced if he fucks up like his old man did
he’ll have you come looking for him. He’s already returned the
money the old man was holding and adjusted his cut to ten
percent.”

Then Tony changed the subject, “What the hell
are you gonna do with all the money you’re making? Do you want to
go into partnership with me on some legit businesses?”

“Thanks for the offer Tony, but I’ve been
talking with some investment advisors who exercise at the club. I
plan to start putting money into the stock market. They were
recently recommending something called software companies;
something to do with computers.”

“Good luck Clay. Me, I’ll put my money where
I can see it and control what happens to it. I like small local
businesses that I know about.”

“They're good too, but I’ve got enough to
worry about with the antique shop. In fact I bought some good
glassware and a small amount of furniture while I was in Kansas and
coming back across Missouri. But I need more, so I’m going east
again on another buying trip.

 


A month later Clay was sitting in his office
when George Mangiurea knocked before opening the door and entering.
Wasting no time he sat down and got right to the point of his
visit. “My boss, Special Agent Trowbridge, asked me to talk to you
again to solicit your help in our investigation. Based on further
interviews with nurses and doctors at the hospital we’re convinced
you must have had knowledge about arrangements leading up to the
murder of the gang members who attacked Tony Giliano. In return for
your cooperation we’re prepared to offer you immunity and
protection to testify against the Giliano gang.”

“I’m afraid you and your other guy, what ever
his name is, are way off target. I admit I was, shall I say rather
forceful, in demanding the hospital staff cooperate to get Tony out
of there, but that was the full extent of my involvement. If you
want to arrest me go ahead. Otherwise, please get out of my office
because I have business calls to make.”

Mangiurea was taken aback at his abrupt
dismissal and visibly showed it. “Well, I’m sorry you feel this
way. If you don’t change your mind our next step will be to
continue to build a case against you and convene a grand jury.”

“Are you threatening me; it sounds I can say
what you want to hear or be prosecuted. As I said from the start I
don’t know anything about the Giliano business interest. Tony and I
are friends, not business partners.”

Clay stood and pointed to the door, “Now,
please leave.”

George Mangiurea stood and at the door calmly
said, “I’ll be back; we’ll be talking again.”

After closing the door and sitting at his
desk, Clay leaned back and closed his eyes to think about what just
transpired. He quickly decided Mangiurea was on a fishing
expedition. The F.B. I. agent hadn’t been able to find any hard
evidence to use against him and was just applying pressure to see
if he would panic. What they had accomplished on his side was to
instill a sense of caution. He would need to be cognizant of their
attention to him in everything he did; not only his hit man role,
but also his legitimate investments. He didn’t want to get caught
by the I.R.S. like Chicago’s infamous Al Capone.

He decided to skip lunch with his mother for
the week and stay at the office instead. For some time she had been
distant and down right combative with him. Perhaps they needed some
time apart and he should just back off. Instead he called Lizzy and
made a date to take her and Irish to dinner the following Friday
evening.

 


Two months later Adrianna called to ask if he
could get away for a week to vacation with her in Florida. He had
been making trips to Washington every month or two and he felt
their relationship had steadily strengthened. He agreed to meet her
there in two weeks. He still hadn’t mentioned it to Tony; even as
close as they had become he didn’t know what might be said about
him banging Tony’s only daughter.

 


Clay turned on the light and viewed the
lovely vision belonging to him for only a few more short hours.
They made love almost non stop until he collapsed from fatigue and
dosed off. The last thing he remembered seeing was a smile of
satisfaction and gloating on Adrianna’s face. She had met him on
even ground, matched him act for act, stroke for stroke and watched
as he lay exhausted, falling asleep. With a smirk she declared
herself the winner.

The previous week she had hinted to her
mother about seeing someone who might be a keeper, but had decided
to wait a while longer to put a name to her mystery man. When they
announced their engagement would be a great time to surprise both
parents.

 


 


 



Chapter 29

 


 


The ensuing months
found Clay again enjoying a satisfactory relationship with his
parents. The FBI agents had visited Margaret a second time, but she
had refused to speak to them. She had backed off attacking his
relationship with Tony and he had resumed his weekly lunch visits
with her, as well as attending occasional dinners at their house.
Occasionally he made a point of taking his parents and Lizzy and
Irish out for dinner.

 


One afternoon Clay was sitting in a Chicago
traffic jam and had the opportunity to relax and think about
Adrianna. Their love making was stupendous and he longed to be with
her more, but lately she had been pressuring him with talk of
marriage. He had been putting her off but when they were last
together in Washington he sensed she had come close to issuing him
an ultimatum. She had even spoken jokingly of seeing other men if
Clay wasn’t serious about advancing their relationship. She wanted
children and apparently intended to start a family soon; with or
without him. But he knew there was no way he would break his self
imposed pledge to stay single. His private career was more
important to him. Even though the antique business was bringing in
more money than he had ever dreamed possible, he had learned he was
addicted to his hit man role. More than once he had tried to
imagine quitting and devoting all of his time and energy to the
antiques. Each time he had laid out a business plan on paper and
had projected the possible increase in sales and profits. Each time
he had torn the paper into small shreds and tossed it in the trash.
Several times he had kept the plan for several days, reviewing it
carefully daily. But in the end he had to accept the fact that his
killer role provided much more than just money. It gave him an
emotional high; a feeling of achievement buying and selling
couldn’t touch. The danger was a drug to him; it provided more
excitement and personal reward than anything he had ever done or
could imagine doing. Even the recent attention of law enforcement
wasn’t enough to dissuade him and cause him to effect a change. No;
a family meant inquisitive children underfoot and additional
friends and relatives to deal with. Any of those could be the
catalyst which could cause him to be caught; too many prying eyes
and suspicious minds pointed at his peculiar habits. He would have
to deal with Adriana on the present level and find a way to satisfy
both of their needs with out succumbing to a wedding yoke around
his neck.

 


On Wednesday, June 16, 1976 Margaret called
Clay at ten in the evening from a hospital emergency room. She had
driven Walter there because of chest pains and nausea. The doctor
had immediately admitted him and started running a series of
test.

After locating the emergency room waiting
area Clay found his mother sitting beside Lizzy. Both stood to
exchange greetings with him and then Margaret spoke, “After supper
this evening Walt was complaining about mild pain in his chest.
Then he said he had pain running down his left arm and he just
really felt awful. He said he was nauseous and his skin felt clammy
and cold. I finally convinced him to let me drive him here.”

“Walter has gained quite a bit of weight over
the last couple of years; this could be a heart attack.” Clay
offered.

“Yes, I'm afraid it could be.” Margaret
agreed.

“At least he was conscience and didn’t pass
out or go into a coma. That’s a good sign,” added Lizzy.

They were interrupted by a young doctor who
introduced himself and then spoke directly to Margaret. “The EKG
test indicates your husband has had a series of mild heart attacks.
He’s stabilized now, but we would like to keep him here overnight.
Tomorrow we’ll run additional tests and discuss dietary changes he
needs to consider. At his age, and with the sedentary life style he
indicated he leads, he’s sure to have additional heart problems if
he doesn’t get his weight down and begin an exercise regimen. But
those issues can be discussed at length after we review the results
of the additional test. Do you have any questions?”

Margaret said she had no questions and
thanked the doctor for treating Walt. After the doctor left them
Lizzy excused herself, saying she needed to be at work early the
next morning and she would call Margaret later the following
afternoon to learn Walt’s status. Margaret stood to leave and asked
Clay if he would stop by the house for a cup of coffee. Sensing his
mother needed company after the scare Walt had given them, he
agreed to follow her home.

 


While loading coffee grounds and water into
the stainless steel percolator, Margaret confided in Clay, “I was
frightened this evening when Walt was having what I was sure were
heart attack symptoms. I don’t know what I’d do if anything
happened to him.”

“He’s going to be alright, Mom. He just needs
to follow the doctor’s advice and lose weight and be more
active.”

“I know, but we’ve been together so long I’d
be lost without him. I’m not ready to lose him and be alone. It’s
scary.”

“I understand Mom, but I’m sure Walt will be
alright. He is going to need you to help him stay on a diet. And
I’m sure you’ll have to encourage him to exercise.”

“Everything used to be so predictable and
calm, now it seems like there’s something different to deal with
daily. Learning Elizabeth is homosexual was very difficult to deal
with, for both of us; and your being kicked out of the union and
being unemployed for so long. Then there was the F.B.I.
investigating your relationship with those Gilianos and coming
around asking questions. They made it sound like you were the worst
kind of gangster. And now, Walter is in the hospital with a heart
attack. I just don’t know what to do anymore. Everything is so
complicated and things keep changing so fast.”

“Mom, it’s just how life is. You’ve got to
accept the changes and deal with the unexpected.”

“Well I just can’t. It scares me and I just
want to go away and hide until I feel safe again.”

Clay stayed and talked with Margaret until
after two in the morning, but didn’t feel like he had helped with
her problem.

 


Walter did recover, lost some weight and made
an effort to exercise more than he had before. Clay bought a family
membership at a health club near his parent’s house and presented
it to Walter and Margaret; but he sensed neither would take
advantage of it; both had established habits and would not change
their life styles easily; even if it killed them.

One evening during supper with Lizzy and
Irish he learned Margaret was experiencing additional symptoms of
depression and had been seeing a therapist. They decided the three
of them would try to get Margaret to discuss the problem and see if
they could provide support.

 


Clay called Adrianna one afternoon to arrange
to meet with her. Three minutes into the conversation they were
quarreling and he had lost his temper with her. “What the hell do
you mean you’re seeing another man?”

“Damn it Clay, you don’t own me. I’ve been
honest with you from the start about wanting a husband and
children; you’re the one who doesn’t want the responsibility of a
family.”

“But our relationship is good the way it is
for now. We’re young; we can get married later and have kids
then.”

With her voice rising loudly Adrianna yelled
at him, “No Clay, it’s time for you to come to terms with what I’ve
been telling you since we first started seeing each other. I want a
family; I wish it could be with you, but if you don’t want me for a
wife I’ll find someone who does!”

Clay stood holding the dead phone against his
ear until the reality of the phone slamming down sank in. In a few
weeks he would call her again and hope she was in a better mood.
Maybe she was having an especially bad menstrual period and would
be over it by then. And until then there were plenty of other
willing and available women who would be more than eager to go out
with a successful young businessman.

 


Over the next few months Clay dated many
women, some only once, some several times. All slept with him, but
none replaced the image burned into his mind of his first love,
Adrianna. Several times during the period he had called her, and on
several occasions they had managed to talk civilly. But she was
holding her ground and would not give him an inch. Marriage or
nothing was her constant ultimatum. During one of those
conversations he discovered his competition was a U.S. Senator from
New Hampshire. He investigated and learned the man’s name was
Marshall Worthington and he was a thirty four year old bachelor.
The man’s future could be in peril.

 


Clay managed to get through the 1976
Christmas season and had plunged into the task of finding stock to
re-supply the shop. After a buying trip through mid-Illinois and
Indiana he returned the week after New Years to unload his booty
and prepare for another run. His plans changed the night before he
intended to leave again when Lizzy called from the hospital. Walter
had suffered another heart attack. Margaret had called an ambulance
for him an hour earlier and the emergency room doctor’s prognosis
wasn’t encouraging. When he arrived at the hospital twenty minutes
later he learned Walter had died while Clay was on the phone
talking to Lizzy. A combined major heart attack and stroke had been
too much for him. Margaret was hysterical. The floor nurse finally
had to administer a sedative to calm her down. Even then it took
almost an hour for Clay, Lizzy and Irish to convince her to go
home. Walt Jr. and Hazel finally arrived, but were of little help.
Lizzy offered to stay the rest of the night with her and Clay
postponed his trip to stay with her during the day. It also fell to
him to make the funeral arrangements and sort through the financial
papers in Walter’s desk. Walt Jr. wanted to play a major role there
but Clay embarrassed him in front of the family and he backed off.
The next several days, after filtering through the trivial
paperwork filed along with the important papers, he and Lizzy
learned Walter had left Margaret in decent financial shape. She was
well provided for and would be able to maintain her home and
present life style. All of their assets were held jointly so no
transfers would be necessary.

Three days later Walter was buried; he was
two months shy of his fifty second birthday.

At the church service Clay saw Adrianna enter
with Tony and Anna. They had not spoken for weeks, but his spirit
lifted the second he saw her. God, he’d missed her.

He rode to the cemetery after the church
service in one of the limousines with all of his siblings. After
the burial ceremony he made his way over to where Tony’s family had
gathered. When Tony and Anna stepped away to chat with
acquaintances’ Clay said, “I’ve missed you and would like to see
you. If you’re staying over may I take you out to dinner tomorrow
night?” Adrianna hesitated, and then agreed to be picked up the
next evening.

Dinner was at an upscale steak house near
downtown Chicago. After the meal they lingered and talked over wine
for more than an hour before leaving. In the car Adrianna slid
across the seat to set close beside him. Without asking, Clay drove
to his house and pulled the car into the garage. Their lovemaking
was more controlled; but as passionate as it had ever been.
Adrianna spoke to him as they lay naked beside each other resting.
“Marshall is a good man. He’s caring, intelligent, and has a
position of power and importance; but he’s a dumb shit in bed; he
thinks the missionary position, in the dark of course, is the only
Christian way to screw. I still love you. I would stop seeing
Marshall immediately if you said you wanted to marry me.”

“And I love you too Adrianna. But there are
other issues in my life preventing me from marrying and having a
family. And it’s not other women. I’m sorry and wish our
relationship could have continued as it is.”

Adrianna leaned over to kiss him on the
forehead, and then turned to sit up with her legs over the edge of
the bed. With his left index finger Clay traced the curve of her
spine on the olive skin. “I’m sorry and wish it could continue too.
But I won’t go on being your private whore any longer. I just wish
I meant as much to you as your precious independence. Good bye
Clay.”

He protested, but knew in his heart it was
over.

 


A month later Tony saw Clay enter the back
door and motioned for him to grab a beer.

When they got upstairs to talk Tony said,
“I’ve got this job from a guy in Philly, but I know you aren’t
going to want it. First off, he tried to argue about the price;
then he insisted on knowing your name. My contact says the asshole
wants a guy he does business with knocked off because this guy has
been screwing his wife.” Can you imagine that! If somebody was
banging my Anna I’d be so pissed the S.O.B. would be dead before
sunrise. But this cheap bastard wants to argue about the
price.”

“You’re right; I don’t want any part of it.
So how are things going?”

“Everything is good. Oh, there is one piece
of news. Adrianna has been dating a Senator and last night she
announced there’s going to be a wedding in two months. A Sunday
wedding in April in New Hampshire; she and Anna stayed on the damn
phone last night for five hours talking about wedding arrangements.
Did you ever imagine me having a U.S. Senator for a
son-in-law?”

“It’s great. I wish her the best,” was all
Clay could stammer.

Tony didn’t notice his lackluster attitude
and continued, “I wanted it here in Chicago, but Adrianna said the
Senator was leery of having all my friends and acquaintances show
up; she said the press would crucify the guy and turn the wedding
into a circus. And she’s probably right. So the immediate family
and some of her friends are going to the East Coast. Don’t look so
down in the mouth, you’ll get an invitation too; I’m positive.”

“Fine, I’ll plan on attending. Well, I’d
better get back to the shop. Call me if a better job comes
along.”

Clay knew it was coming eventually, but was
still hit hard by the actual news of the wedding. And if he did in
fact receive an invitation he would be forced to attend. Tony and
Anna would think it very strange if he excused himself from
attending the wedding of their only daughter and his lifelong
friend. Neither must ever suspect he had been her lover, and more
importantly, they must not learn he had refused to marry her.

 


By August Clay had put Adrianna’s wedding
behind him and had fallen into a daily routine of working at the
shop; and learned he really enjoyed every minute of it. He was
dating frequently and having dinner with Lizzy and Irish weekly.
Visits with his mother several times a week were the most difficult
part of his life. She was constantly depressed and therapy
apparently wasn’t helping. His involvement in Little Theater and
scuba diving continued and he worked out regularly at the club.
Personal contacts he had formed had developed into friendships and
high class people frequented the shop and hung on every word he
spoke. In addition he and Tony were still getting together at least
twice a month out on the boat, at a ball game or for dinner. They
had developed a relationship closer than he had ever enjoyed with
any other person, including his mother. They could talk on any
subject, and usually agreed on everything.

As he sat in his office, on a Friday just
after the shop had opened, two uninvited guest opened the door and
entered; Coleman and Warren again.

“Good morning Clayton,” Coleman said as he
headed for a chair in front of Clay’s desk. Warren stood behind the
other oak courtroom chair as his partner slouched in the seat,
squirming to get comfortable.

“Don’t get too comfortable Coleman, you won’t
be staying long.” Clay didn’t smile as he stared pointedly at the
two detectives. “Tell me what you want and then leave.”

“My, aren’t you the contemptuous one?” Warren
threw the words back at him.

Coleman cut in again, “We’ve been working
with Mr. Mangiurea over at the FBI. We’ve been checking your tax
returns.”

“And?”

“Relax, Clayton they’re in perfect order. All
the Tees crossed and all the I's dotted. Done perfect, just like
the law requires. Your accountant even skipped several deducts that
normally trigger an IRS audit. Any reason you know of?”

Clay laughed, a genuine belly buster. “Let me
get this straight, you two clowns came down here just to tell me my
tax returns are correct and you didn’t find anything? You might as
well give up on me.” Standing up and leaning across the desk Clay
looked Coleman in the eyes, “You didn’t find anything because there
isn’t anything to find. Now get out and quit wasting my time with
this drivel.”

“He didn’t say we didn’t find anything,”
inserted Warren. “The feds agree the returns are too perfect. Like
the person filing them would pay extra not to be investigated.”

“So, you morons are saying if a citizen
cheats on his tax statements he gets investigated, and if he
doesn’t cheat he gets investigated. Sounds like a bunch of idiots
are minding the store. Now leave or I’ll call my lawyer and have a
lawsuit filed against you for harassment. And when you talk to
Mangiurea, tell him he can have the IRS, the CIA, the CPU and the
XYZ all check me because I’ve got nothing to hide.”

Coleman stood and reached for the door knob,
“Lets go, we’re wasting our time here.” Warren gave Clay a hard,
harsh stare before following silently. Clearly the older detective
had no interest in Clay and was just following orders to harass
him. Tony had likely told him to back off, but he didn’t just work
for Tony alone. Warren on the other hand would be a pain in the ass
if and when he advanced to take the lead in any investigation.
Warren had been approached about being an informant and had tried
to bring charges against the messenger.

Clay had promised Margaret he would visit her
for lunch, so he picked up a quart of vanilla ice cream and a can
of chocolate syrup; her favorite desert.

Throughout lunch Margaret had been pensive,
almost sullen at times. While Clay was scooping ice cream into
clear glass, tulip shaped ice cream dishes she began to talk to him
in a faint monotone voice. “I know what you’ve been up to when you
leave town on those trips you take.”

“Sure you do, I’ve told you about the
antiques I buy and where they come from.”

“No, I mean the other part of your trips. I’m
talking about every time you go away a sensational murder is
committed somewhere in the country before you get back.”

Clay stiffened and slowly turned, “Mom, what
the hell are you talking about? Do you realize what you’re accusing
me of?”

“Oh, yes! I realize fully what I am saying.
And I want you to know the thought of it makes me sick to my
stomach every time it enters my mind. It made me sick to my stomach
again this morning when those two policemen came in and questioned
me about your involvement with Tony Giliano.”

“They were here again? I’ll have my lawyer
make then stay away!”

“They aren’t the problem; you are. Clayton,
what have you turned into? I don’t know you anymore.”

“I’m the same person I always have been. Now,
what’s this nonsense about me being a killer?”

“I thought back to when Jimmy Giliano died.
You took time off from your job and the man who killed Jimmy was
killed in a horrible manner just before you went back to work. And
when Tony was shot and you moved into his home, and several weeks
later a large number of people were murdered in cold blood, just
before you came back here again.”

“Mom...”

“Be quiet! I’m not finished. Later when you
were gone for several weeks on one of what you call antique trips,
a man in New York City was shot dead and an entire building was
blown up. And there are other instances since then. You can’t…”

“Mom, stop it. I go on at least fifteen
buying trips a year. Are you saying people are being killed every
time I’m away, and you think I’m doing it?”

“No, not every time you’re gone, but some
times.” Margaret spoke softly, and as if she wasn’t entirely as
sure of her position.

“Well are people ever killed somewhere else
while I’m here?” Clay asked, and moved to stand close to her.

“Yes, but…”

“There are no buts about it Mom. You’re
adding one and one and getting six. I buy and sell antiques and
make lots of money. I don’t need to go around killing people.”

“But, when I read in the newspaper or see
those things on TV it makes sense because you're gone when those
people are dying.”

“You need to start watching for bad things
happening in other places when I’m home, then you’ll see they occur
regardless of where I’m at, and I have nothing to do with
them.”

“I don’t know, I just don’t know. I get so
confused and afraid. Sometimes I get so terrified I can’t function;
I just huddle in a corner or get in my bed and cry.”

“Then stop paying attention to the bad junk
and concentrate on the good things in life.”

“I’m sorry Clayton; I really don’t want to
believe you are capable of those things; but I’ve always been
afraid of what would happen to you since you’ve hung around with
Tony.”

As he pulled his mother close to give her a
hug, and a kiss on the forehead, Clay was wondering if anyone else
could have detected a pattern in his trips and might have connected
them to his contracts. As for Margaret, he would make it a point to
speak with her psychiatrist and learn more about her condition.
Maybe medication would help her to deal with her fears. And perhaps
it was time for a live in care provider to assist her and keep her
company.

 


The next day Clay called his lawyer and
explained the circumstances of him and his family being harassed
because of his friendship with Tony. The attorney felt it would be
a simple matter to convince the district attorney to rein the
police in; or face a lawsuit against the city for harassment.

 


In October Clay visited Tony before leaving
town for a week. A private investigator had located an
ex-accountant who was scheduled to testify against people in New
Jersey in a tax case. The man had been intimidated into testifying
about money being transferred to offshore accounts before taxes
were paid. The FBI witness protection program had relocated him to
Alabama and put him up in a small town near the swamps where he
could fish and golf all he wanted. A detailed account of his
routine made the job simple; two shots to the back of the head from
a silenced .32 caliber automatic while he was walking his dog in
the evening. While the dying body was in the throes of its death
dance another shot quieted the surprised dog when it started
barking and jumping up and down. Two more bullets made mush of the
turn coat’s brain and insured his death. The job was routine, but
since the FBI was involved the clients wanted to be certain the
hitter was capable of not leaving evidence behind. Seven days after
leaving Chicago he was back home with a truck load of antiques; and
more money to invest. The shop now had enough cash flow to absorb
the extra money and even his accountant didn’t have a clue as long
as he filtered it in slowly.

 


Two days after his return Clay stopped at the
bar to visit Tony and let him know the job had gone as planned.
But, Tony had his own news to share.

“I’m a pa pa! Adrianna had a baby boy last
week. She says he takes after her old man already; weighed eleven
pounds, nine ounces; twenty two inches long, and won’t let go of a
tit once he gets a hold on it.”

Clay had known about the pregnancy and tried
to grin while replying. “Congratulations, you old grandpa. Do you
feel any different?”

“I feel a hell of a lot older. Me, a grandpa,
can you imagine? Anthony Marshall Worthington they named him; after
me and his daddy. Hope he calls me Pawpaw. Anna’s out there now and
I’m flying out this weekend.”

“Say Hi to everyone for me,” was all Clay
could manage to say before waving and making his way out the back
entrance. He sat in his car in the parking lot thinking about
Adrianna and the baby before starting it. He had last slept with
her in January, shortly after Walter’s funeral. There was a strong
probability the child could be his; his and Adrianna’s son. He
could well be the father, not Marshall Worthington. She had
confided in him how Marshall wouldn’t touch her in bed until he had
a rubber in place; once he had spent ten minutes trying to find one
while she lay there alone until she got disgusted with him and
left. Clay was twenty nine years old and might finally have a
child. He had paid for two abortions in the last three years, not
knowing if the pregnancies were his or not; and not caring. Now he
was almost certain the child he did want was his, and he couldn’t
be a father to it.

 


The following weekend Clay had a family party
planned at his house. All of the invitees had been asked to show up
at two in the afternoon; two hours ahead of the time he had invited
his mother over.

A professional clown took Tom and Maria’s
children outside in the cool fall afternoon to entertain them in a
tent set up in the back yard. With the adult family members
gathered around he announced his proposal to hire a live in aide
for their mother; some one who could spend time with her everyday,
be there at night when she became frightened, keep the house clean
and see to her dietary needs. “I’ve spoken to her physiatrist and
she says Mom has serious depression and paranoia. She isn’t
responding to treatment at all. She thinks if Mom is left on her
own the paranoia will get more severe and she might become
suicidal. It’s either help at home or put her in a facility where
she gets around the clock care. I’ll hire a live in assistant if
the rest of you will provide some other things she’s going to
need.”

Walter Jr. was the first to speak up. “I
think Mom is just lonely since Dad died. Maybe if we each took
turns taking her in for a month or so she would be O.K.”

Lizzy jumped out of her chair, agreeing with
Clay, “No, we aren’t going to drag her around from one setting to
another monthly. Don’t you see Walter, Clay is gone for weeks at a
time, Maria lives up in Wisconsin, and she’ll do better in her own
home with her own possessions.”

“I think Clay has made a very generous
offer,” Maria chimed in, “but I think he shouldn’t have to shoulder
all of the cost. The rest of us can each afford to pay our fair
share.” Tom was sitting next to her and stated his agreement.

Walter frowned in resignation, “Well, I guess
this means I’m over ruled on the whole matter, but I’m not sure
we’ll be able to contribute. I’ve had some investments go bad
recently and business has fallen off. I’ll kick in what I can from
time to time, but we’ll have to see how much this person charges to
determine what we can afford to put up.”

“Don’t worry about it,” Clay cut in dryly.
“My offer still stands. I’ll take care of the salary for the lady
if the rest of you will see to it Mom gets surprise gifts and
visits from time to time, just to impress on her how much she means
to all of us.”

“OK, it’s a done deal,” cut in Lizzy. “If you
want help interviewing people Irish and I will be glad to
help.”

“Here comes the hard part. Mom isn’t going to
want to accept having a stranger living in her house,” said
Clay.

“Now,” Maria said while looking straight at
Walter, “is the time we all need to stick together to convince her
it’s the right thing, and we’re not backing down. And Walter don’t
you dare give her any support to continue living alone! And I don’t
believe your crap about your investments and your business being
bad; you’re just a tight wad and don’t want to pay your fair share
to provide for your own mother!”

 


It took three weeks to find a woman who was
acceptable to Clay, Lizzy, Irish and most important of all, to
Margaret. She finally agreed to the live in help when her
physiatrist demanded she listen to her children for her own good,
since she wasn’t showing signs of improvement.

Maria had the whole family at her and Tom’s
house for Thanksgiving, where Margaret commented she and her live
in, Rachel McCormick were becoming close friends. Clay was relieved
and began looking forward to Christmas with real joy. Everything
was right in his world.

 


 


 



Chapter 30

 


 


At two in the
afternoon Tony and four of his friends were studying their cards,
and each other. Each player was trying to discern from the facial
expressions of the men around the table how strong a hand the
opponents might have. Three observers of the game sat in wooden
chairs against the back wall, watching the game or reading the
morning newspaper. Five men and one woman were tucked up against
the bar; a typical slow winter weekday afternoon. Most had placed
their coats on the rack mounted on the Gerson Street wall a short
time after they had come in out of the fresh three inch layer of
snow. Old snow had been on the ground for a week, since two days
before Thanksgiving Day. A lone man sat in a booth with his back
toward the main entrance door, staring intently in the direction of
the card game. He had entered shortly after noon and was on his
fifth glass of beer. A newspaper lay scattered on top of the table
and in the seat across from him, but he made no move to read it.
The old brown short leather jacket he wore had become too warm and
he had unzipped it, but kept it on.

Mickey had sat down across from the stranger
when he delivered the third beer and tried to strike up a
conversation. The man seemed depressed and let the bartender’s
attempt at conversation fall flat. He made no verbal replies,
merely shook his head yes or no, or shrugged as if to say he really
didn’t care one way or the other. Mickey was enough of an amateur
sociologist to know the man was hurting inside and needed help to
deal with what ever was bothering him. But the man obviously wasn’t
ready to open up to a stranger in a bar to discuss his problem.

Two of the men at the bar motioned for
refills of their whiskey, and when Mickey turned back around after
replacing the bottle, he noticed the booth was empty. The short,
thin, quiet man had moved to the end wall, standing alone, watching
the card game. Mickey served the drinks and got involved in a
discussion about lake fishing and occasionally glanced at the group
at the round table. Something wasn’t right! Excusing himself from
the fish stories Mickey moved to the middle of the bar to draw
three drafts. From the corner of his left eye he saw movement;
un-natural movement, fast, exaggerated and out of place. Then he
heard gasps from the table crowd as he turned fully to look in
their direction. His first glance focused on the man in the brown
leather coat. Then, he saw the pistols, one in each hand. Muzzle
blast erupted as both guns were being fired, loud sharp blast
interspersed with even louder large caliber shots. As quick as he
could respond Mickey took two steps to his left to reach under the
bar for the .45 caliber semi-automatic. Raising the gun, he saw
bodies falling out of chairs around the table, other men scrambling
away, going outside his field of vision; and then he felt the
recoil from his own gun. Once, twice, before he felt a hammer blow
to his chest as the assailant fired a single shot at him. The last
thing Mickey saw was Tony lying with his back on the floor with his
legs sliding off the frame of the overturned chair he had been
sitting in; and then Mickey crumpled in a dying heap behind the
bar.

 


Clay was at the shop talking with customers
when Gladys interrupted him to say he had an urgent personal call
from a lady named Anna. Upon learning Tony, Joey, Mickey and
several others had been shot, his mind recoiled and went back in
time to another mass shooting. Surely Tony had not been attacked by
another gang.

It was close to three thirty when Clay
arrived at Saint Mary’s Hospital and made his way to the emergency
room. He found Anna surrounded by a small group of Tony’s men in
the waiting room. As he approached, she saw him and broke away from
the others. Her eyes were red and her head shook from side to side
as she held her arms out to him. “He’s dead Clay, he’s dead. Tony
didn’t make it Clay, he’s dead.” Clay couldn’t believe it; not
Tony, not the Bull. He couldn’t be dead, there had to be a mistake.
His best friend, his mentor, his pal who was like a father to him
couldn’t be dead.

Clay guided Anna over to the cloth covered
metal chairs and made her sit with him. “Do you know what
happened?”

“No, I just finished talking to the Doctor on
duty. Tony was dead when he got here, Mickey is dead and Joey is in
surgery.”

Clay turned to the group of men standing off
to the side talking among themselves. “Were any of you at the bar
when the shooting happened?”

Two men nodded and said they knew what
happened. Don Balzack started first, “There was this little guy who
come in around lunch time and sat over in a booth all by himself
for a couple of hours, drinking drafts. Then he moved over to stand
behind the card table where Tony and the others was sitting. I was
in a chair against the wall watching the game and talking to George
Waller, when all of a sudden I hear shots. I see this guy with a
gun in each hand calmly taking aim and shooting the guys at the
table.”

Emil Coulter cut in, “He was firing both guns
at the same time he was, and hitting what he aimed at. Then I heard
another canon go off and plaster flew off the wall; but then I seen
the little guy kind of jump, like somebody hit him in the gut with
a fist. He raised one of the guns and fired at Mickey and I seen
Mickey drop. Then I dived to the floor and put my arms over my head
hoping to hell he didn’t shoot me too.”

Don continued, “The guy fired a couple of
more times and then he limps out the back door, calm as could
be.”

“So Mickey must have hit him?” Clay
asked.

“Yeah, he was hit, in the leg, the right leg
I’m sure; nobody else even had time to pull a piece.”

“Does anybody know who he is?”

All of the men had gathered around to listen
to the details of the shootings and all shook their heads
negatively or said no.

“What did he look like? Describe him.”

Several men started talking at once. From
them he learned the man was about five feet nine inches tall,
slender, with dark hair cut short and in his early fifties.

Clay got up to go to the bathroom and headed
down the hall, following directions from a floor nurse. Inside the
bathroom standing at the urinal he saw one of the men from the
waiting room enter and take the urinal next to him. The man looked
around before speaking. “I don’t know the guy’s name, but I’m sure
I saw him about three months back at a hardware store over at
Seventy Second Street and Jurguson. Mortons is the name, it’s just
around the corner. He’s a clerk there, I was buying some plumbing
parts for my mom’s house and he waited on me.”

Clay thanked the man they called “Shiner” and
told him, “When the police come around keep the information to
yourself. I’ll make sure it gets to the right people.”

Back at the emergency room nurses station
Clay learned Joey was out of surgery and had been moved to the post
surgery recovery room. No visitors were being admitted. Clay
located a nurse in the hall outside the recovery area and stopped
her. “Miss, I’m Joey Tadono’s brother, Donnie. I’m a Presbyterian
minister and would like to be with my brother to pray for him.” The
nurse smiled and nodded and said, “Of course Reverend. Follow
me.”

When the nurse had left them Clay raised his
head and stopped praying, so he could shake Joey out of his drug
induced slumber.

“Joey, wake up, it’s Clay. Tony’s been shot
and killed. Joey, can you hear me? Wake up damn it, wake up. Joey’s
eyes blinked as he slowly fought his way out of the grasp of a
heavy fog to focus on what was being said.

“Tony’s shot?”

“Yes, the man who shot you killed Tony and
Mickey.”

“Who was it?”

“I was hoping to hell you could tell me.”

Joey was drifting from consciousness into
sleep and Clay shook him again. “Joey, who would have done this and
why?”

“I don’t know. Everything has been quiet and
running good, no problems; no problems. You sure Tony’s dead?”

“Yeah, I’m sure he’s dead.”

“Ole Tony; he was something wasn’t he, just
knocked up some young gal half his age and paid her a couple G’s to
get an abortion. Ain’t it just like him, always after that young
pussy.”

Joey was still grinning when he faded out
again. Clay tried again to wake him, but this time to no avail.

When Clay got back to Anna she had regained
her composure and was talking to a hospital administrator about
arrangements to transfer Tony’s body to a funeral home. Some of the
men had left and Anna had kept Donnie Palmotto with her. Clay felt
she had accepted Tony’s death and was now taking command of the
situation. The real Anna had emerged. Clay said the required “If
there’s any thing I can do,” and left to deal with his own
emotions.

First Jimmy and now Tony, both of the closest
friends he had ever made were dead. He knew from experience there
was no choice but to learn to live with it, but damn it hurt. The
friendship he had developed with Jimmy was of boys and young men
still searching for their identity. His friendship with Tony was
more, much more. It was based on ties between two mature men who
had found individual success and were comfortable with themselves
and their own achievements. They could meet on even ground and just
be friends. But inside, Clay knew there was even more to it. There
was a special bond holding them together; it made them want to be
in each others company, caused them to want to share stories and
important events in their lives. Their friendship was the stuff
legends were built on, stories of relationships where men’s lives
depended on one another; and where each could trust the other
completely. Well, almost completely. He had screwed Anna when Tony
was in the hospital. He grinned a grin Tony would understand. Hell,
if he were married and Tony screwed his wife he would probably
blame the wife for being a slut and forgive Tony. And he was sure
if Tony had known about his one night with Anna he would maybe
throw a punch and then help Clay get up off the floor and shake his
hand. Their friendship was that strong.

 


He turned at the corner of Seventy Second
Street and Jurguson and watched for Morton's Hardware. It was the
third storefront from the corner, with a closed sign on the
door.

 


The following morning, after a frightful
night and half a bottle of bourbon, Clay walked into Morton's to
the plumbing section. A clerk approached the man wearing a utility
company uniform and asked, “Can I help you?”

“I was in two weeks ago and spoke to a
different clerk, I’d like to have him help me if he’s here today.
He’s short to medium height, thin and has dark hair.”

“Oh, you're looking for Dick.”

“Yes, Dick ummm Collier I think.” Clay went
fishing for a last name.

“No, it would be Dick Horstman.”

“Yes. Yes. Dick Horstman. Is he in
today?”

“No, I’m afraid Dick quit yesterday morning.
He came in an hour late, said “’I’m sorry, but I have to quit.”
Then he just turned and walked back out the door. I hated to lose
him after twenty two years and I haven’t seen him since.

Clay dug deeper, “Sure hate to hear he's
gone, he seemed like a decent type.”

“Dick? I’ll say, he’s as good a man as they
come. Who else could put up with having his wife run off a couple
of years ago and having a less than upstanding grown daughter
living at home.”

“How old is the daughter?” Clay lowered his
glasses to peer over them at the gasket selection, arranged in
small wooden bins.

“I’d guess she’s about twenty four or five
now. Pretty thing, but wild; runs after men all the time. Dick
tried to get her back into the church and to settle down, but it
didn’t seem to help. I probably shouldn’t repeat this, but rumor is
she went and got herself knocked up; some older guy twice her
age.”

Clay had learned enough and didn’t want to
push his luck. “Sorry to hear about his troubles. I need a gasket,
the one right here for nineteen cents.”

Outside the store Clay tossed his purchase in
a trash can, and walked to a phone booth he had seen down the
street near where he had parked. In the phone book he found the
listing for Richard Horstman at 12652 Logan Street. Another dime
went into the parking meter and he sat in his stolen pick up
locating Logan street on a city map. Logan was only half a mile
from where he was sitting. In five minutes he had found the house
and was driving down the alley behind it. The place was neat and
well cared for, every thing put away, nothing out of place. A block
and a half away he found a shuttered gas station and parked beside
a junk car left near the garage end of the building. He was wearing
a Commonwealth Edison uniform and coat, and had the matching cap
on, with the flaps down over his ears. From the passenger side
floor he removed a small tool box with electrical meters, wrenches
and other hand tools, and set off for Horstman’s house. He chose
the alley and back door rather than go to the front door on Logan.
The gate in the chain link fence opened after enough force was
applied to push four inches of snow behind it. There had not been
any fresh tracks made from the house to the alley, but foot prints
were captured in the snow from the single car garage to the back
door.

Clay removed his glove long enough to knock
loudly on the glass storm door. After waiting a minute he opened
the storm door and pounded on the wood door as loud as his knuckles
would allow and yelled, “This is Com Ed. There’s a problem with
your electrical system and I need to check it out. Please open the
door.” Again he knocked loudly. He heard movement from inside.

“Go away; you’ll have to come back
tomorrow.”

“I can’t leave. We’ve located a short in the
system and have it traced to this block. I’m pretty sure it’s in
this house. Please open the door so I can work on it.”

“No, go away, I’m busy.”

“I can’t leave and the rest of my crew will
be here shortly. If you don’t open up I’ll have to call the police
and get them down here. It’s a safety issue Mr. If your house
catches fire the rest of the neighborhood could go up in flames
too. Now, please open the door for me to inspect.”

“All right, give me a minute,” Dick Horstman
finally relented.

Shortly, Clay saw the curtain part as a man
peered out at him. Then he heard the skeleton key being turned
inside the lock and the door opened a few inches while the man got
a better look.

Dick Horstman hadn’t shaved for the last two
days, and didn’t appear to have slept either. Apparently satisfied
by the worn utility company uniform and scratched and dented tool
box he finally opened the door for Clay to enter.

All of the lights were turned off in the
kitchen and other connected rooms were dark as well.

“Where’s the fuse box located?” Clay
asked.

Dick replied while pointing at a door in a
corner of the room, “On the basement landing behind the door.”

Clay had been assessing the man and the room.
Dick Horstman was limping and there was a wet spot on his dark
pants on the outside of the left thigh. So much for eye witness
accounts. The room was messy and cluttered; dirty dishes,
newspapers, the waste can full to running over. But it was just on
the surface; recent trash. Beneath the sloppiness the room was as
clean as his mother’s house. There was no sign of dirt in the
corners or along the baseboard quarter round, and the windows were
clean. What ever had occurred to change Horstman had come about
suddenly and without warning.

Clay stepped through the basement door and
closed it behind him. After noisily setting the tool box on the
floor and flipping the switch on the dim ceiling light, he opened
the door of the sixty amp. fuse box. From the tool box he removed
an Ohm meter and a screw driver and made some noise as he opened
the inner cover on the box. After two minutes he put the tools down
and opened the door enough to pass through the space. Horstman was
sitting at the table looking at the floor, oblivious to Clay’s
presence. Walking backward to the sink he leaned against it and
slipped his right hand into his jacket to withdraw the silenced
semi automatic.

Horstman raised his head and looked up at him
without expression. A .38 revolver was in his right hand, moving up
from beside his leg where it had been held out of sight.

“I came here to kill you,” Clay said softly
as he looked down the barrel of the revolver.

“Yeah, I know; I’ve been waiting for
you.”

“You’ve what?”

“I’ve been waiting here for someone to find
me; I thought the police would get here first.”

Amazed by the man’s statement Clay asked him,
“Why did you kill Tony Giliano and the others at the bar.”

“Because he was a no good S.O.B.”

“And it had something to do with your
daughter?”

“He corrupted a young woman and made a cheap
whore out of her. He changed my Irene. Tony Giliano made her
pregnant and then threw money at her to kill her baby because he
was done with her. And why did it happen yesterday? Because Irene
came home early in the morning, bleeding after somebody butchered
her insides. She bled to death in her room. I found her when I got
up. Found a note she wrote to me too. She was ashamed to face me
and had packed her clothes to leave, but she didn’t make it out of
her room. She died right in there in her bed in a puddle of
blood.”

“And you felt you were entitled to kill three
men and wound four others because your daughter went to a back
alley quack instead of involving you and getting a good doctor?
Maybe she knew her pious father would look down his nose and call
her a whore because she didn’t live up to his idea of what a proper
woman should be.”

“No, I loved my daughter, even if she was
wild and didn’t obey my rules.”

“And I guess the wife who left you was a
whore in your eyes too? She was probably just a normal person who
got tired of your crazy talk and holier than thou attitude.”

“I sat in the Devils lair and drank the
Devils drink and then I rose above it to punish him. I’ll go to
meet God with righteousness on my side.”

“God isn’t going to be where you’re going but
he’ll hear you singing your heart out.”

“You're talking big for a man who has a gun
trained on his chest; you probably don’t know it, but when I was in
the Army I was on the international pistol team. I was one of the
top marksmen, and I have the trophies and medals to prove it. Are
you as good?”

“Yeah, I’m even better! Shooting at targets
is one thing, but before yesterday, how many times have you
actually looked into the eyes of a man you were going to kill.
Yesterday you had a passion to kill Tony Giliano; do you have the
same passion today? And do you feel the difference in a slow
methodical kill vs. one that happens quickly and then it’s over?
Are you comfortable with sitting here talking with me and having to
look me in the eyes? Up close, the eyes are what make the
difference. Can you look into my soul and then kill me?” While he
was talking, Clay slowly slid down the front of the cabinet to sit
on his heels, never letting the silencer leave Horstman’s chest.
His angle of fire was wrong while standing across from Dick sitting
in the chair. For a sure and immediate kill he wanted the angle to
be up; in Dick’s right eye and up into his brain.

The two men sat watching each other from
sevent feet apart, guns trained on their targets, neither wanting
to take the chance of the first shot.

“Dick, what were you going to do when the
police came? Were you going to surrender or have a shoot out and
try to take as many of them with you as possible?”

“I won’t surrender; but I won’t kill innocent
men either. I planned to step out on the stoop with a gun held
behind me, then raise it over their heads and fire. They could
shoot me in self defense and it would be over.”

“Doesn’t your religion condemn suicide?”

“It’s not suicide if they kill me.”

“The hell it’s not. Your actions will
guarantee they shoot and that makes it suicide in the eyes of any
church.”

“No it’s not,” yelled Dick Horstman.

Clay laughed loudly and gave Dick a
contemptuous smirk. “You’ll let them kill you because you don’t
have the balls to do it yourself. If you were half the man you
think you are you wouldn’t burden an innocent man; you’d go in and
sit by the butchered daughter you failed, and do the right thing
yourself. The only reason you could shoot those seven men in the
bar was because you got your belly full of beer and shot them while
they were unarmed. You’re a coward.”

Dick was grinding his teeth and clenching his
left hand in anger, and while staring at Clay he yelled, “I’m not a
coward.” Tears began to form at the corners of his eyes. His hand
holding the gun was wavering, shaking slightly and had trailed
slightly to his left.

Clay seized the moment, elevated the barrel
of the pistol and fired while he pivoted to his left. A second shot
followed the first and hit Dick in the neck just as Clay felt a
burning punch to his right rib cage. While falling on his left
side, Clay continued to fire as Dick rolled out of the chair.

Dick’s body flopped on the floor as his brain
sent its final disoriented signals, causing muscles to react for
several seconds, as if its limbs were being controlled by a
maniacal puppeteer.

Rolling to his left Clay used his left arm to
rise so he could assess the damage to himself.

Blood hadn’t yet soaked his coat. Moving his
right arm made him wince slightly from the pain, but his biggest
problem was caused each time he took a breath. Getting his coat and
shirt off hurt like hell, but he was glad to learn the arm had a
minor nick; probably a fragment from the slug had ricocheted off
his ribs. The rib cage was something else. Blood was oozing from
the open wound which ran along the edge of the rib cage at what his
probing finger determined to be the fourth rib from the bottom.
Slipping his gloves back on, he rummaged through cabinet drawers
until he found kitchen towels. Two of them would fit under the
shirt and coat, and with pressure from his arm against the ribs,
would slow the flow of blood.

Dick Horstman lay on the floor by the wood
kitchen table with blood oozing from his neck and his forehead,
just above the right eye. Two more blood spots had formed on his
chest. Under the circumstances, he knew his second shot hitting
just under the chin, while he was falling to his left, was
extremely lucky. Two bullets had gone wild and were embedded
somewhere in the walls.

On a coffee table in the living room lay the
.45 automatic beside the note from Irene. Clay laid Dick’s revolver
on the table beside the other pistol. Picking the .45 up he smelled
the barrel; Dick hadn’t cleaned it yet.

Moving down the hall way he opened a closed
bedroom door and saw Irene laying on the blood soaked bedding. The
smell of blood and excrement reached his nose and made him want to
turn away. She had been a pretty girl, a bit heavy, dark brown hair
like her father, but with facial features different from his. A
picture on her dresser of a mature woman showed who she had taken
her good looks from. Going back to the living room, Clay took time
to look at pictures of Dick in an Army uniform, flanked on each
side by first place citations for pistol marksmanship. Passing
through the kitchen he stepped over Dick’s body and headed to the
basement.

In the damp basement he flipped on the lights
and found the copper gas line to the water heater. After turning
the gas valve off he bent the thin corrugated tubing back and forth
until it cracked. Using a pair of pliers he pinched the end of the
tubing down to a small opening and then cracked the gas valve to a
partly open position. A flaming cigarette lighter was enough to
ignite the gas, before he opened the shut off valve fully. Clay
grasped the flaming torch and pushed the tubing up into the floor
joist, right below where Dick’s body was crumpled on the kitchen
floor.

At the top of the stairs he picked up the
tool box and opened the door to leave. The key was removed from the
door and used to set the lock from the outside, and then it was
tossed out into the snow in the yard. He walked away quickly,
feeling pain with each breath.

After setting the toolbox alongside the
deserted building where he knew it would be stolen, he headed
toward the home and office of Dr. Russell Joutras. Doc and his wife
were in their seventies and had treated Tony and his men when they
had been injured seriously, but would not require hospitalization.
“Judi” as everyone called her had been Doc’s nurse and office
manager before he went into semi retirement. Now they treated
mostly older neighborhood people and a few injuries like his, where
notification of law enforcement was to be avoided. Doc charged a
premium for his silence and everyone he treated was happy to pay
it. Tony had introduced Clay to Doc and Judi shortly after his
decision to be a professional killer. Tony had predicted his fate,
“Sooner or later, you’ll need to visit Doc.”

Clay parked the stolen truck two blocks from
his destination and used the rearview mirror to see while he
removed his stage makeup. His ribcage was throbbing and his
sweating belied the cold temperature inside the truck.

Russell Joutras responded to the knocking and
opened the kitchen door of the apartment. Clay had barely managed
the wooded steps to reach the second story porch and was leaning on
his left shoulder against the brick wall, still holding his right
arm tight against his ribcage.

“I can see from the way you’re standing and
the blood soaking through your jacket where your injury is located.
What happened?”

Clay stepped into the kitchen and replied, “I
got myself shot.”

“Was this related to Tony Giliano’s
death?”

“Yes.”

Doc called to his wife Karen, “Judi, we have
a patient. Let’s get you downstairs where we can get your clothes
off and have a look at what you’ve brought me.”

Both of them helped Clay down the inside
stairway to the surgery, where Judi began cutting his coat and
shirt off.

Doc raised Clay’s right arm and removed the
bloody towels from the wound. After probing the long slice along
the rib and moving a light to view it better, he turned to Clay.
“You need to go to a hospital, the rib is shattered and needs more
care than I can provide here.”

“No can do Doc. Do the best job you can and
I’ll have to live with it or die with it. You know how it is, I
can't go anywhere else.”

“I’ll do the best I can, but you’re going to
be laid up for some time.”

“No Doc. Tony’s funeral is going to be in the
next few days and I’ll be there. There’s no way anything is going
to prevent me from saying goodbye to my best friend.”

“We’ll see. If you get up and go wandering
around in three or four days after I sew you up, you’re a better
man than most.”

“I will, and I am. What’s your fee for
this?”

“Five thousand, in cash. Small bills
preferably, tens and twenties are the best.”

“I’ll get it to you within three or four
days.”

“No problem. A week or two will be fine. Tony
vouched for you, so your credits good. Now let’s stop talking and
get started before you bleed to death.”

Doc and Judi helped Clay lie backward, and
then rolled him over onto his left side, raising his right arm up
to give clear access to the chest wound. “I’ll use a local
anesthetic and you’ll be awake through the procedure. Are you ready
to start?”

“Do it.” He was about to learn getting
patched up is much more painful than getting shot.

 


He spent the night on a bed in the surgery
and woke up the following morning when he heard footsteps on the
wooden staircase. Doc entered the room carrying two cups of
coffee.

“I didn’t know if you drink coffee or not, so
I brought one just in case.”

The local anesthetic had worn off hours
earlier and Clay had spent a painful night drifting in and out of
sleep. Doc gave him a hand, and he rose to a sitting position.
While moving he had grimaced in pain, and then had constant pain
while sitting up. His mouth was dry and he felt like hell, but the
coffee was strong and good and helped him focus his mind.

“We’ll change the dressing this morning
before you leave. I can see there’s been some drainage during the
night; I’ll take a good look at the wound and the sutures when the
bandage is off. I managed to remove all of the bullet fragments and
the bone fragments. It’s going to be several months before this
heals completely, but it should heal in time. There’ll be a
depression left where the section of rib is missing. Would you like
to try to eat some breakfast before you leave?”

“Yes, thank you. I’ll eat what ever your wife
fixes. What time is it?”

“It’s a quarter past seven.”

“In the morning?”

“Yes, it’s morning.”

He had gotten to Doc and Judi’s at just past
noon and had been patched up three hours later. So he had slept
well over fifteen hours. And he hadn’t eaten for almost twenty four
hours.

 


Gingerly, Clay got out of Doc’s car three
hours later and entered his house with help. There were eleven
messages waiting on the answering machine. Gladys had called once
to ask a question about an account and Anna had called three times,
telling him to call her ASAP. His mother and Lizzy had each called
once when they heard about the shooting. The others were from
friends of Tony and Joey, probably just wanting to talk about the
shooting to learn what had happened. He phoned Anna first. She
wanted to hire him to kill the bastard who had shot Tony; it took
her a minute to accept the news when he announced the man was
already dead and cremated. She admitted she should have known what
he was up to. Tony’s visitation was set for Friday and Saturday
evenings starting at six, and the funeral was scheduled for two the
following Sunday afternoon. He’d have all day Thursday and half of
Friday to stay in bed and rest.

Next he returned Lizzie’s call, and then
called Margaret. She expressed her condolences, but he thought he
detected gloating and relief in her voice.

Dr. Joutras had offered to change the bandage
as required if the wound started bleeding and every other day if it
didn’t. After undressing he determined the wound wasn’t bleeding
anymore than he would expect, popped two pain pills, and went to
bed.

Clay endured the following four days; endured
the pain of losing Tony’s council and friendship, and endured the
pain earned while dispatching Tony’s killer. Standing erect at the
visitations and during the funeral was the worst physical pain; but
the emotional pain far outweighed the rib. He knew the physical
pain would eventually ease, but the pain caused by the loss of Tony
was, and would continue to be permanent.

 


Following the burial service Anna invited
family members and close friends to the house for dinner. The
church’s Women’s Auxiliary and many of her and Tony’s friends had
brought food to the house and there was enough home cooking to feed
half of Chicago. Clay listened to stories about Tony, told by
people who had been close to the family for years and knew him and
Anna intimately. Adrianna and Marshall were both there, with the
baby, along with John and Meredith.

After all of the guest except Clay and Anna’s
children and mates had left, the six of them gathered in the
library, weary from the day’s stressful events. At ten thirty
Marshall said he was beat and was ready to retire for the night.
Adrianna declined to go with him and stayed behind. When Marshall
had been gone for about ten minutes John asked Clay to leave so the
family could have a personal conference with Anna. Immediately Anna
waved Clay to stay seated, “Clay is a close friend and confidant of
mine and there is no need for him to leave. Anything you have to
say can be said in front of him. John then brought up the issue of
Anna’s finances.

“Mother, I assume he left you well off
financially so you’ll be well provided for?

“If by, HE, you meant your father, yes I am
financially secure.”

“Good, I’m pleased he provided well for you.
Now we can all get on with our lives and live without the burden
and guilt of the family business hanging over us.”

Anna hesitated slightly before questioning
John, “Explain what you mean by that statement.” Adrianna, Meredith
and Clay sat quietly and waited, warned by the ominous strength in
Anna’s tone of voice.

“I mean,” John spoke softly, measuring his
words carefully, “We now can all put the association with thugs,
and the accusations of violence and murder behind us and learn to
live normal lives, without the shame and notoriety the family
business forced us to bear.”

“So you have decided your father was the sole
person responsible for our livelihood all of your life. That he
alone caused the burden of guilt and shame you have so nobly borne
for so long?”

John proceeded cautiously, “Of course,
Mother. He was the gang leader, and he would have dragged Jimmy
into the same lifestyle had Jimmy not been killed. And as for the
guilt and shame, surely you will not try to defend and justify a
criminal enterprise which breaks every law and code of human
morality and ethics. If it weren’t for you I would have abandoned
my father years ago. ”

Adrianna cut in, but with some apprehension,
“I, think we should all go to bed now.”

“No, we will not go to bed now, none of us.”
Anna seized complete control and continued to address the group,
sending pointed stares to all, but then focusing on John in
particular. “This is the business my father created, and I, being
his daughter, inherited with Tony. I don’t recall you being so
offended by our dirty money that it ever prevented you from whining
until you received your share. It dressed you, paid tuition to a
fine Ivy League college, bought new cars, sent you to Europe on
summer breaks, paid all of your personal expenses and financed your
wedding and honeymoon. When the education our dirty money provided
landed you a prestigious job you began to point a finger at your
father and berate your heritage. Somehow you have exempted me from
your loathing for our business. Well, it will undoubtedly surprise
all of you to learn I am continuing our, Criminal Enterprise as you
so eloquently described it. I have already taken control of all of
the operations and will now run the business myself.”

John jumped out of his chair before Anna
finished and stood in shocked disbelief, “You don’t mean it; you
can’t mean it. What in the world are you thinking, to continue in
this loathsome business when you have money to retire and live away
from the stench of it?”

“You still don’t get it, do you John? I have
run this business from our bed since your father was eighteen years
old. I directed every major move he made; it was I who made all of
the important decisions and fed them to Tony as his own; I told him
who to impress and who to get rid of. It was I who took over when
he was shot and hospitalized, and saw to it he regained control
when he recovered. I understand the business and politics of the
gang hierarchy better than he ever could. He was excellent at the
operations end; reading and reacting to happenings on the street,
but it was I who directed the success of the business. And now I
intend to take visible control and run the business as I’ve always
known I could.”

John stood with his mouth open and his fist
clenched. Meredith rose and moved to stand beside him; not knowing
what else to do. Finally he replied in a soft monotone, “You’re
right, I did misjudge you. I assumed you were simply loyal to your
husband, or intimidated by him. I never guessed you had more than a
minor role in any of it.” John took Meredith’s hand before
addressing Anna, “Good bye Mother, I don’t want ever to see you
again. Please don’t attempt to contact either of us. I disown you
and want nothing more to do with you.” Looking at the others he
said, “Good night. We’ll pack our belonging and find a hotel for
the remainder of the night.”

As John and Meredith walked to the stairs
Adrianna made a move to address them but was stopped by a wave of
Anna’s hand. “Let them go Adrianna, this has been building for
years and has finally come to a head. Stay out of it. You can
continue to have a relationship with them if you choose, just don’t
include me or attempt to provide me with news of what they are
doing. He has made his choice and I'm done with him.”

“Clay,” Anna changed the conversation, “I
would like to speak to you in the morning. I’ll call you around ten
and arrange to meet. You have been a loyal and trusted friend and
advisor to Tony, and I would like to continue the arrangement, with
a few minor changes.”

“Tomorrow and early next week isn’t good for
me. I can meet with you, say next Friday at ten.”

Anna acknowledged her acceptance of the date
and time, rose and excused herself to go upstairs, leaving Clay and
Adrianna alone in the living room.

Adrianna turned on the couch and spoke to
him, “I should have known this would happen when I first heard my
father was dead. Never did I consciously think about her assuming
control, but since she has, it doesn’t surprise me.”

“I feel the same way. Even today I didn’t
take time to think about what would happen with Tony gone.”

“It’s ironic, but I actually had the same
thoughts as John; Mother would arrange for another family to take
over for a large sum of money and retire to Florida.”

Clay slid closer to Adrianna, “How are
you?”

“I’m fine.”

“A fine is what you pay in traffic court. Not
good. And how is it with Marshall Sr.?”

“The same. He’s a good husband; loyal,
dependable and trust worthy.”

“And boring. He sounds like a little boy
scout. I talked to him earlier and almost fell asleep standing up.”
Changing the subject, Clay asked, “How’s Anthony Marshal?”

“He’s fine, a perfect baby; sleeps soundly,
plays happily and is just a joy to be with.”

“I know, I held him for a while this evening.
Your uncle Ted said he looks like me.”

Very softly Adrianna replied, “Yes, he does.
I’ve noticed it too.”

“I’m getting a vasectomy, so we won’t have a
problem in the future.”

“Clay,” She turned on the cushion to face him
and stared wide eyed, “I told you we are through. You made your
choice and it’s over.”

“NO! It’s not over. We’ll continue meeting or
I’ll show Marshall dated pictures of us having sex. Even he'll
notice they coincide with the time you conceived our baby.”

“Clay, please don’t do this, not to me or our
child.”

“And then even Marshall will notice how the
baby he thinks is his looks more like me than him.” Clay attempted
to rise and discovered he had set in one position too long. After
grunting and painfully pushing himself up with both hands he turned
to Adrianna. “I’ll call you after Christmas.”

“I see you’re in pain, what’s wrong?”

“I was in an accident and broke a rib. When I
call be prepared to arrange to get away overnight. And bring little
Tony.”

“No Clay! I won’t do it. I’m not going to
cheat on Marshall. Please, drop this now; I do not belong…”

“Our son belongs to me and you will do as I
tell you to, or else.” Clay turned and painfully made his way out
to his car.

Driving home, he wondered how minor the
changes Anna had in store for him would be. He had a hunch about
what she wanted and was sure he wouldn’t approve. And, more
importantly, he hoped his ultimatum to Adrianna would cause her to
rekindle their relationship; even if he didn’t have damning
intimate pictures of them to produce if she refused.

But, tonight he just wanted to get home and
into bed. He’d deal with Anna and Adrianna later when the physical
and emotional pain both subsided.

 


The End
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