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A bank robbery was in progress at a Berlin bank one night. An onlooker reported the action to Police headquarters. A bulletin was immediately sent out to all on duty police and a back up unit was organized. Two police detectives in the vicinity responded to the call and headed for the bank robbery in progress. The report added that the robbers were still inside the Berlin bank. Proceed with caution, back up units are on the way. '

Parking a block from the bank, the two detectives cautiously approached the front entrance. They could hear movements from the rear of the first floor. The larger officer resembled the heavy stooge in The Three Stooges film comedies down to the shaved head. In extreme contrast the other one was a handsome man carefully groomed with a perfect haircut. Only a trip to a barber at least once a week could account for the hair. '

Moving cautiously they hid on either side of the front entrance and studied the bank lobby. It was empty now with no sign of the thieves. Muffled sounds were still emanating from behind the teller area where the bank vault was located. Silently the men gestured to one another from their positions at the front entrance. Leading off, the heavy man made hand gestures to show he thought their first move was to force the lock. Handsome shook his head no. His answer was to try the rear entrance first.

The other one made a face and again opted for a forced entry where they were. Now they were staring at each other deadlocked over opposite ideas. The heavy man ignored his partner and moved over to the front door. He took off his jacket, rolled it up over his pistol, and fired a bullet into the lock. Door open, he smiled at his partner and gestured for him to follow. In a crouched position he started to walk into the lobby. In seconds he was flat on his belly from a slip on an oily floor. It was so slick his attempts to stand up only resulted in more falls.

Carl dared not laugh. Lying face down like a beached fish he was powerless to move. His partner took advantage of this position and stepped onto Otto’sback and jumped over the oil slick. Carl turned to smile at the floundering man without looking forward first. He went flying as he lost his balance caused by a mass of roller bearings spread out in front the oily area.

His crash was worse

Now a powerful searchlight suddenly blazed with blinding white light reaching all the way to the other side of the street. Arriving police were unable to see anything. At the entrance the two detectives were struggling to inch along lying down. Standing was impossible. Squinting at the blinding light they could make out shadows of men. They were calmly pushing carts filled with cash from the vault. Trying to reach their weapons didn’t work.

They looked like overturned turtles flailing away at nothing with nothing. Helplessly they watched the robbers leisurely heading for the rear entrance. The detectives were confident there would be police officers ready for them at the back of the bank. But nothing happened.

––––––––
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The robbers turned off the power in the bank. When the powerful searchlights were turned off, the building was plunged into an inky blackness. Without light they couldn’t follow the robber’s movements. Several policemen arriving at the rear entrance volunteered to enter the bank to find the thieves. They moved slowly along with guns at the ready. Suddenly the lights came back on in the bank. They could see two men in front of them.

Both officers pumped lead at the shadowy figures with no effect. The men kept coming at them. When the policemen were within fifty feet of the figures, they discovered the two profiles were only a reflection of themselves. There was a large screen with a large mirror-like surface loaded onto a cart. No robbers in sight. Only the bullet riddled screen was visible.

Everyone’s attention was on the bizzare scene with the two policemen. From behind the group there were whistling noises. Turning to see what the noise was, they saw skyrockets flying directly at them.

Hitting the deck to protect themselves was the perfect time for the robbers to leave the bank by the rear entrance unchallenged. Trying to pursue the thieves didn’t work either. One of the gang was stationed in the alley. While the police had their attention on the bank, he slashed the tires of the police cars. In the front of the bank, more cars positioned there were also rendered inoperable because of slashed tires. '

It was now too late to pursue the thieves who were long gone. They also escaped ahead of a road block being formed on the streets leading to the bank. A search began in the area. Nothing. It was a brilliant plan obviously orchestrated down to the last skyrocket. All of these unheard of antics weren’t mentioned in the police reports to avoid looking like fools. However, the police at headquarters had no way of knowing what was happening at the bank.

Later at headquarters, Otto, the fat guy, and handsome Carl were directed to head up the investigation. At the station the two men had to be given their orders several times since they were having a non stop argument. At one point Otto tried to grasp Carl’s jacket but it was so coated with oil his hand slipped causing a loss of balance.

He made a full butt landing on the floor.

These two had been partners for five years. Odd as it seemed to be, Otto as an action officer was held back from executing some drastic moves by Carl the smooth operator. Both of them were good at their jobs. Despite the petty differences, in the end they solved many cases. Neither would tell the other about their respect. '

Two days of speaking to eye witnesses to the bank robbery, and fellow officers, provided them with the basic information. Next was contacting snitches who often had useful information to help them. One of their sources was in a jam over a parole| violation. They promised to talk to his parole officer about his cooperation with the police. What the snitch gave them was directions to a nightclub called The Pit and a name. There might be some regulars there who knew something about the robbery. Check it out. '

The Pit was a nightclub located in the basement of a large apartment building. That night the officers were dressed in street clothes to visit The club. On the way, Otto objected to Carl’s tight jeans which showed off his butt. No way for a detective to look he told Carl unless you’re disguised as a male prostitute. Go to hell was Carl’s response as they descended down to the club.

Music, of sorts, attacked their eardrums when they entered a red lighted area with a dance floor. It was a crowded sweaty joint full of patrons out to blast the night away enjoying their intoxicants of choice. They couldn’t miss the man the snitch described to them as sort of a leader. The giant was standing at the end of the bar. What the detectives wanted to observe were the people around him, looking for a familiar face. Two men stood out. They were well known to the police as small time thieves often arrested, but  slipping out of most of the cases.

They were surprised and let-down not believing this bunch had the brains and experience to execute a 10 million euro bank robbery.

All possibilities would have to be investigated no matter how misfit the suspects appeared to be. Annoyed and disappointed, the duo conducted study of the suspect’s police files. Several days of steady reading completed the investigation of the two hoods. Nothing in the files tied them to the sensational robbery.

No choice but to bring them into the station to probe a little deeper for answers. They hardly looked like big time successful criminals. Bum is the word that came to Carl’s mind. Two skinny guys unkempt and needing a shave were hauled in for interrogation. Their bum look might be their natural state or maybe they were going for the latest craze of sporting mustaches and beards. It was difficult these days to tell the difference between a 20 year old guy and a man in his 50s. This popular look was bad for police IDs. '

Routine questions produced routine answers. Both men named several people who could vouch for their whereabouts at the time of the bank robbery. Checking out their alibis was a study in futility because they were crooks too, and would attest to anything. They denied any involvement in the bank robbery and were dismissed from Berlin headquarters.

'

Meeting with the chief inspector wasn’t a comfortable affair. It didn’t take very long to cover their investigation, so far. When finished, they waited nervously for the boss to comment. Grizzled was an apt word to describe their superior officer. Now fifty, the years of active police work had left him with several scars from bullets. His broken nose and stitches on his brow told the tale of a dedicated police officer not afraid to get into the action.

Lt. Hermann Schell hadn’t expected

much. He was right. He commented  

“Damned little info. Maybe this case is more than you can handle. Political pressure is being felt by everyone involved in law enforcement. I have been in contact with Europol and Interpol for any information about similar robberies. This bank op is the most sophisticated, well timed plan I’ve ever seen. Keep digging. That’s all.” Otto and Carl were relieved to be excused without a reprimand.

'
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Chapter Two . \ '
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Hans Larsson, an Interpol agent, was studying the Berlin bank robbery with intense interest. Robbery reports were beginning to come into Interpol from all over the world bearing news of bizarre MOs. Smoke bombs, oil slicks, roller bearings spread around and fireworks of all types. In several instances mirror surfaces were set up then lit up by searchlights. The result was a bewildering display of actions as images were reflected all over the place. Policemen might find themselves coming and going in three directions from the reflections.

A house of mirrors in miniature. '

Such precision! Larsson thought to himself. To train a bunch of criminals to perform with split second timing seems impossible. Yet every robbery with this MO seemed to be executed by some local small time crooks. Police couldn’t identify the members of the robbery teams. Detectives assigned to the investigations were working long hours trying to find exceptional thieves who might have been the masterminds. Not a single name had been found so far. '

Larsson compiled what he had so far into a special report and sent it to every law enforcement organization using Interpol. Larson didn’t have to wait long before robberies similar to the Berlin robbery MO he had described in his bulletin came in to Interpol. His file was considerably lengthened by reports coming in about robberies with the same MO, but not limited to banks.

In New York City a diamond exchange had been hit as well as several large furriers. A traveling art exhibition with a valuable collection of paintings was burglarized in Paris. In every instance, surprise and confusion were created, leaving the thieves with the upper hand during the heist. Always escaping before the police could recover and pursue the crooks. Another aspect was the reports estimating the number of thieves to be at least twelve members. Each crook seemed to have a limited role in the grand plan such as slashing the tires of police vehicles or setting off fireworks. '

Euopol and Interpol set up a meeting in Paris hosting police units from countries where the heists had been committed. In attendance were police officers from New York City, Paris, Berlin, Stockholm and London. A three day conference studying the robberies made it was obvious each city forming its own special unit would be futile. To have officers idle costs money, and maybe there would never be another robbery with this MO. It was decided the only common sense thing to be done was a cohesive mobile force.

The Berlin bank robbery was the most recent victim of the clever gang. It was logical to use this heist for study of every move the thieves used to execute such a major hold up. Berlin detectives, with the help of Europol and Interpol agents, would work on the robbery and the investigation so far.

Interpol sent three agents to organize and work with the special unit to be created. Their focus was primarily on gathering information and organizing a daily schedule for the group. Interpol agents don’t carry weapons nor participate in police investigations. Their job is to provide information on criminal activity.

From Stockholm, chief inspector Becker and detective Gunnar Olson arrived on the first day. Seen together they looked like father and son,

age-wise. Physically they were drastically different, Becker was short while Gunnar towered over him. Brains and brawn, they made a good combination. Gunnar was young and most always in action with restless energy. He was an impressive sight to suspects. His presence was enhanced with a long tan coat that he sort of swirled around as he walked. '

New York City detectives arrived the following day. There was Firenzi, as always immaculately dressed in an expensive suit, silk shirt and matching tie. His partner in contrast wore a rumpled black suit, a shirt unbuttoned at the neck and a limp black tie. He was unshaven to add to an impression that he slept in his clothes, or he was a man down on his luck.

A Parisian detective accompanied the three Interpol agents. Etienne was a middle aged man, well dressed and appeared to be pleasant. The saying, disarming to be charming, suited him perfectly. He was alone. Etienne preferred to conduct investigations with the help of policemen on the street rather than another detective. '

At the Berlin police headquarters, offices were made available for the Interpol team The detectives were given a large open area. Not what these star detectives expected. This space reminded them of the open pool of desks used by less stellar policemen. The desks had name tags for each of them. Firenzi stared at his desk located next to a dusty window. He made a little performance showing his annoyance. With his silk handkerchief he meticulously dusted off the desk, chair and the dusty windowsill.

Not a happy policeman in the bunch. They were all miffed at this show of disinterest toward them. Next came a meeting in the Interpol offices. There was a separate office for each of the three agents. Larson was in charge and they entered a richly furnished office with a soft carpet. Ordinary chairs were arranged in a semi circle in front of his large desk. Again, there were name tags on the chairs, somewhat like assigned desks in a grade school. Two chairs were reserved for the Scotland Yard detectives who were delayed by fog. '

Larsson opened the meeting. No need for introductions they had all met each other the day before.

“My team has spent a number of days producing a film which covers every robbery we know about. It will be our reference point for future meetings to discuss strategies and the experience of all of you with these robberies in your jurisdiction. From this work we can narrow down the areas that need to be covered. Forensic information will also be available in a digest we have prepared for you. Let’s begin with the film.” '

––––––––
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“Interpol and Europol will formulate a standard procedural plan to be used in any unusual robbery in their area. When Interpol isalertedo a hold up wewillcontact the team members in that city. In addition, other officers in the special unit would be informed. Those unit members who were available would travel to the city in question to help out with the plan.”

A narrator in the film explained the pictures and the newspaper articles for each robbery. Ordinary chairs were uncomfortable after the first hour of the film. Rustling and shifting posteriors began happening for the next two hours of the production. It was a thorough study of each of the robberies. It was valuable information for the detectives. They received facts from the other robberies that filled in the whole picture of the stages common to each incident.

When it was over, the policemen were pleased to have nagging questions answered for them by the robbery film. Each robbery appeared to have been committed by local small time crooks not known for high IQs. Who was supplying plans cleverly broken down into a single task for each crook? Its scope was near genius and it was certain the participants in the robberies in each city had been thoroughly coached for their single role. When, where and how? '

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Interpol and
the Circus

Robberies

7 /&\;"m\ib'o l\, Q\Junpf' £l






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





