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CHAPTER 1
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The tall, muscular German swung his legs off his prison cot and onto the cold concrete below. He knew they would come for him sometime in the early morning hours and he needed to be prepared.

“Probably in the shower—that’s where I would do it if I was them,” he thought as he began filing the end of his toothbrush. By the time he was finished, it would be as razor sharp as any knife and just as deadly.

In a strange way, he was looking forward to the fight that was going to come. Over the past few years, while he was in prison, he had been in many fights where he had to protect himself—but this one would be different. He was going to kill the head of the Aryan Nation. Success would mean his freedom.

As Jan Dietrich taped the end of the toothbrush and tested its homemade handle, he couldn’t help but think how he had gotten to this point. The year was 1986, a full two years since he had been sentenced to the U.S. penitentiary in Marion, Illinois, for consecutive life sentences without the possibility of parole for the murders of Peter Curic, Sally Jensen and others. Now he had a chance to be free.

The penitentiary in Marion was the first federal supermax prison in the country. It officially opened in 1962 and was supposed to replace the infamous Alcatraz in San Francisco as the highest-level maximum-security prison in the United States.

“The mean little house,” as Marion became known, was one of the most secure prisons built in the last century. It had served as an example to all high security prisons across the country and had been used as a model around the world.

Jan hadn’t heard anything from Marta Curic since he had been sentenced. Essentially, once she had successfully consolidated her power in the Nazi party, she no longer had any interest in him. She had simply replaced him with a younger version of himself.

That is, until about two weeks ago when a note came, tucked neatly into Jan’s laundry bag by a friendly guard.

According to the note, Marta Curic wanted someone killed inside Marion and she wanted Jan to do it. In exchange, she promised to arrange for his escape and get him safely out of the country. The note ended by saying that someone would contact him shortly with the details.

Jan not only wanted to know who he was supposed to kill, he was intrigued by how Marta intended to pull off his escape. To him, it sounded too good to be true. And so he waited patiently for someone to contact him.

As it turned out, Jan didn’t have to wait long. Two days later, on visiting day, a woman showed up. According to the guard, it was his Aunt Emma, who had traveled all the way from Germany to see him. She was his first visitor since he had arrived at Marion.

Jan didn’t have an Aunt Emma, let alone a German relative alive, so he sat impatiently on the hard wooden chair waiting for the surprise visitor. After about five minutes, the door swung open and a petite, white-haired woman came in, her eyes darting around the room as she started walking directly at him.

The woman was wearing a loose-fitting black crepe dress with one strand of white pearls around her neck. Jan saw no other jewelry, no bracelets, not even a watch.

She looked at least eighty years old and walked with a pronounced limp. Her right foot seemed to be twisted backward. Her body hunched over as she struggled to take the seat across from him.

“My name is Emma,” she said as she sat down and extended her wrinkled hand for Jan to take. “You look exactly like they described you.”

“Nice to meet you, Emma,” replied Jan, squeezing her hand. “What can I do for you?”

“Well, a mutual friend sent me,” replied Emma, getting right to the point. “She has a proposition for you. She wants to give you your freedom.”

“And what mutual friend might that be?” asked Jan, his eyes staring into hers.

“You know her as Marta Curic.”

“So tell me, what exactly does Marta want me to do in exchange for my freedom?” asked Jan. “And what guarantees do I have that after it’s done, she’s going to keep her word?”

“Those are all good questions. But at some point you’re just going to have to trust her, aren’t you?”

“Maybe,” said Jan under his breath. “But since we only have so much time—why don’t you tell me why you’re here.”

For the next half-hour the woman leaned across the narrow table and told Jan how the Skinheads were undermining Marta’s plans and how their leader, Glen Beck, continued to pull the strings from inside Marion. It was a power play that Marta wanted stopped.

“This person, this Glen Beck, has to die.”

“And if I kill him, how do I get out of here?”

“Don’t worry, your escape has been arranged. It is a simple plan but, I admit, one with some potential risks. After you kill Beck, you must make sure that they take you to the infirmary. You cannot go into solitary confinement or back to your cell. If you do, the entire escape plan will fail. Is that understood?”

“Yes, but that still doesn’t answer my question. Once I’m in the infirmary, how do I get over that wall out there?” asked Jan pointing to nowhere and everywhere.

The woman, taking her sweet time, made it clear just how the escape would go down and what was expected of Jan to help facilitate it.

When she had finished, Jan looked up, smiled and whispered, “That actually sounds like it might work.”

“It will, as long as you make sure you live to tell the tale,” replied the woman with a sly grin.

“Okay,” said Jan. “I’ll take my chances with that. So you can tell Marta we have a deal. But I want you to warn her that if she doesn’t keep her end of the bargain, I will find a way to get to her, and her death will not be pleasant.”

“I’ll be sure to deliver your message,” the woman said as she got up and made her way across the room and out the door. She didn’t bother to look back.

Ever since Jan first stepped into prison, he had dreamt about how he would get out and kill the four people who were responsible for putting him there. He would start with that fucking reporter, move on to that Jew lawyer and then he would kill both Harry Sweet and that big cowboy partner of his. Now he just might get the chance.

“But first things first,” he thought as he got up to leave. “Before I do anything, I have to figure out how to kill Beck and not get myself killed in the process. And that has to be my top priority.”
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CHAPTER 2
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After the woman departed, Jan went back to his cell and immediately started to formulate a plan. As he sat on his cot and tried to figure out how he was going to eliminate Beck, he realized how difficult that was actually going to be. Somehow he would have to kill Beck’s bodyguards before he killed Beck.

But, even before he did that, he’d have to figure out how to get him isolated from the general prison population. And that was going to be a problem.

To complicate matters, when all of this went down, Jan would somehow have to sustain injuries serious enough to get taken to the prison hospital—injuries that might even need to be self-inflicted.

Jan was just about to give up when it dawned on him that he was looking at it the wrong way.

“In order to kill Beck, I don’t need to go to him,” thought Jan as he closed his eyes. “All I have to do is kill one of his trusted lieutenants and he will come after me. And based on past history, Beck will want to watch me die—and that’s when I can do him.”

* * *
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Jan’s assigned job at the prison was to check books in and out of the library. It just so happened that one of his co-workers was Willis “Bones” McGraw, a trusted lieutenant and close friend of Beck’s. They had started together in their hometown of Pittsburgh and for over twenty-five years they had fought side by side for the Aryan Nation. They had watched friends die together and had even gone to prison together. You might say they were joined at the hip.

Bones’ only job in the library was to restock the books on the shelves when they were returned by the prisoners. He was clearly not the sharpest tool in the shed, and without Beck’s friendship he would have been a definite nobody. In fact, most of the time he just sat around picking his teeth and scratching himself. As it turned out, Bones couldn’t even read.

Over the next several days, Jan watched Bones as he went about his daily routine. He took note that after lunch Bones always went behind the same stack of books to take his afternoon siesta. Jan decided that it was during this siesta that he would take him out.

The following Monday, Jan waited patiently until Bones was sound asleep. He then crept up, put his hands around the man’s throat and slowly strangled him to death. Jan then dragged him into the small cleaning closet just off the last row of stacked books and left him there for somebody to find. He then casually walked back to the front desk and went about his business.

That night after work, Bones McGraw did not come back to his cell and was subsequently reported missing by one of the guards. The warden locked down the entire prison and ordered a search.

A guard ultimately found the body in the cleaning closet. Reportedly, Bones had been strangled to death.

Jan and several other library workers were questioned by the warden, but none of them claimed to have seen anything and after several days the matter was dropped. No one had the time or the inclination to find the killer. It was just one of those things that happens in a prison the size of Marion.

The following week Jan bragged to a co-worker that he was the one who had killed Bones. He said he killed him because Bones had dissed him.

“That’s all it should take,” thought Jan. “Once word gets back to Beck, he will start planning how and when to kill me.”
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CHAPTER 3
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Jan finished sharpening his toothbrush and wrapped the duct tape neatly around the end so the point was sticking out about two inches. He then carefully slid the homemade knife under his mattress.

He suspected that tomorrow would be the day because the prison grapevine was abuzz with rumors. Based on the scuttlebutt he was hearing, he was confident they would come for him in the shower. After all, that’s when he would be the most vulnerable.

“I can’t wait,” thought Jan as he curled up on his bed, snapped off the pen light and closed his eyes. He fell asleep almost immediately.

Jan slept like a baby until the bell sounded the following morning. It was five o’clock on the dot, his cell block’s allotted time to use the shower.

Jan took the toothbrush and wrapped it carefully in his towel. He then grabbed his bar of soap and stood by the cell door waiting for it to open. He was wearing only his boxer shorts. As he stood there, he admired the large scar running down the right side of his stomach—the result of a knife fight when he was a younger man in the German Special Forces.

As he marched down the long hall in front of the other cells, he could sense that something was up. It was eerily quiet.

“No question, Beck will make his move this morning,” he thought as he walked through the bathroom door and hung up his towel. He slipped off his boxer shorts and tossed them on the bench below. As he did so, he hid the toothbrush neatly in the crook of his arm.

Jan walked around the side of the tiled wall and could see several men standing at the sinks in the adjacent room. He was not surprised that one of those men was Glen Beck. Next to Beck were two of the largest men Jan had ever seen. Both sported full sleeves of Nazi tattoos which contrasted with their white shaved heads.

Jan was not as big as the two goons, but he knew that he was smarter and definitely quicker. He would have to use both of those attributes to his advantage if he wanted to survive.

“It’s my guess that both of them will try to hold me while Beck sticks me with his shiv,” thought Jan, doing his best to conceal the toothbrush in the palm of his hand. As expected, other than himself, there was no one else in the showers. Just as Beck would have ordered it.

Jan had never liked Beck from the get-go, with all of his tattoos and swastikas. He was relishing the thought of killing him as he turned on the water and waited for it to get hot.

“It will be a good way to start the day,” thought Jan as he stepped under the hot water and let it run down his naked body.

All the while, Jan kept his back to the entrance of the shower and the toothbrush at the ready. And then out of the corner of his eye he saw the two men approach him from behind.

When Beck’s men were less than two feet away, Jan quickly turned and faced them square on. Beck was trailing behind with a shiv in his right hand. Jan knew he had to time his move perfectly or he was a dead man.

As Beck’s two men went to grab him, Jan turned slightly and kicked the one on the right square in the groin. As the man went down, Jan pivoted and shoved the sharp end of the toothbrush through the other man’s right eye and into his brain. He was dead by the time he hit the shower floor.

It was only then that Jan felt the searing pain in the back of his thigh. Apparently the guy Jan had kicked in the groin had pulled himself up on his knees and sliced Jan’s thigh open with his knife. As the blood ran down his leg and onto the shower floor, he quickly leaned over and stuck the toothbrush into that man’s neck. It was all over before Beck could even react.

As Jan stood there pushing the toothbrush in as far as it could go, he saw Beck charging at him with the shiv in his outstretched hand.

Jan purposely stood motionless as he watched Beck come at him with his knife extended outward. Everything seemed to be happening in slow motion until Jan made his move. In less than a split second, Jan stepped forward and pivoted to his right, barely avoiding Beck’s lunge. All Jan could see was the surprised look on Beck’s face as he grabbed Beck’s arm and twisted it behind him.

Jan kept twisting until he heard the shoulder bone separate from its socket. At that point Beck dropped the knife and Jan watched it bounce several feet away on the concrete floor. He then casually reached around and severed the carotid artery in Beck’s neck.

It was only after he let Beck fall to the floor that Jan looked at the jagged cut in his leg. As he watched his blood mix with Beck’s blood, he started to feel woozy and lightheaded. Several seconds later he collapsed and passed out.

* * *

[image: ]


When he finally woke up, he found himself lying in a bed in the prison hospital. His right leg had been stitched and bandaged. An IV was poking out of his right arm. As he looked around, he realized, to his surprise, that he was the only patient in the entire infirmary.

During the next three days Jan started to regain his strength and his leg was healing nicely. The large bandage had been removed and replaced by a small piece of gauze. His IV had been taken out and he had been started on solid food.

On the fourth day, promptly at six o’clock, an elderly-looking man hobbled into the infirmary and left a tray of food next to his bed. As Jan reached over to pick up the tray he noticed a small piece of paper folded neatly under his plate.

Jan took the piece of paper and read it to himself:

Be prepared, you will be taken out of this place tomorrow morning. I have paid off several guards and arranged to have you put in the laundry truck when it arrives for its daily delivery and pickup. Once outside the walls of the prison, you will be picked up and driven to a waiting helicopter. The helicopter will then take you to an airplane and you will be flown to Argentina and given a new identity. Once that happens, you will be on your own.

Marta

* * *
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The following morning Jan was safely tucked into the laundry cart and wheeled out to the truck. This would be the only day when the usual inspection of the truck would not take place.

About a half-mile from the prison, the laundry truck pulled over and Jan was whisked away in a black Ford SUV with tinted windows. Twenty minutes later, he was put on a helicopter that was supposed to land on a private air strip where his plane would be waiting. Neither Jan nor the helicopter would ever arrive.

The FBI would later find the helicopter with the pilot inside, strangled with his own radio cord. There was no sign of Jan, although they found his hospital gown lying next to the naked pilot.

On top of the gown, FBI Agent Byron Wilson found a note scribbled on a pad of paper. It read:

I’m coming for all of you 

just like I said I would.

Agent Wilson had no idea what the note meant.

* * *
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The next day Detective Harry Sweet was sitting at his desk staring at his pastrami sandwich when he got a call from his old friend Tom Yates at the Boston PD. Harry used to be the head of homicide and Yates’ boss until an injury forced him to retire. He was now a partner with Shane McCurdy and his wife, Christy, in their private investigating firm.

“Harry, this is your old buddy Tom. Remember me, the guy fighting for justice and the American way?”

“Jesus, Tom,” said Harry. “I didn’t know you were still alive, let alone working. I thought you were going to retire at seventy-five.”

“Very funny, asshole.”

“So how’s life treating you?” asked Harry, taking a sip of coffee.

“Not bad, same old, same old. You know the routine.”

“Too well,” said Harry.

“So to what do I owe this pleasure?” asked Harry.

“Well, I thought you’d want to know this as soon as possible.”

“And what’s ‘this?’” asked Harry, leaning forward and eying his sandwich.

“This morning there was something that came across the wire that I thought you’d be interested in. Especially since you put this guy away.”

“Tom, not to rush you, but I have an important date with a pastrami sandwich, so I would appreciate it if you would get to the point.”

“I just wanted to warn you that Jan Dietrich broke out of Marion Prison yesterday and no one seems to know where he is or where he’s headed.”

Harry sat back and took a deep breath. “Son of a bitch, how the hell did that happen? I thought that prison was supposed to be escape proof.”

“No one seems to know yet, but there’s no question that he had help. The FBI found an abandoned helicopter miles away and the pilot was dead and stripped naked. The helicopter was apparently stolen from a local airport earlier that day. There was no sign of Dietrich, but he left his hospital gown next to the pilot.”

“So have they identified the pilot?”

“No, not yet,” replied Yates. “Dietrich not only took the pilot’s clothes but he also stole his wallet. The FBI is supposedly trying to identify him by his fingerprints and dental records.”

“You do know that Dietrich threatened to kill me and my friends, don’t you?”

“Yeah, I remember that,” replied Yates. “That’s why I’m calling. He left a note.”

“A note? What did it say?”

“It said, and I quote, ‘I’m coming for all of you just like I said I would.’ I think he means you.”

“I don’t doubt it,” said Harry. “He’s the type of guy who doesn’t forget. He’s got one thing on his mind now and that’s revenge.”

“Well, if that’s true, then I think you should warn your friends to watch their backs.”

“I’ll do that,” replied Harry. “But hopefully I’m wrong and he’ll just leave the country.”

“Let’s hope so,” said Yates. “But, as they say, it’s better to be safe than sorry.”

“No shit,” said Harry. “I’ll call Daley and my friend Alan as soon as I get off the phone and tell them what’s going on.”

“You do that,” replied Yates. “Right now I have to run to a meeting, but if I hear anything more I’ll let you know. In the meantime, be careful and enjoy your lunch.”

“I will,” replied Harry. “And thanks for the heads up. I appreciate it.”

Harry munched on his sandwich, calling his friends between bites to let them know that Dietrich had broken out of prison and to warn them to be careful.

“I got a bad feeling about this,” thought Harry, as he stood up, walked across the hall and knocked on Shane’s door.

“Come on in,” said the voice on the other side of the door. “I know it’s you, Harry. I’d recognize that knock anywhere.”

As Harry opened the door he stood there for several seconds and then blurted out, “you are not going to believe what I just heard.”
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CHAPTER 4
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Two days later, Harry Sweet sat nervously on the hard bench outside the United States Supreme Court waiting for the others to arrive. For the first time in his life he had made sure he wasn’t going to be late.

Harry recalled sitting outside hundreds of courtrooms in his twenty-plus years as a police officer and then as a detective in the Boston homicide division. But this was different. Today, Alan Cohen, his best and oldest friend, was being sworn in as a federal judge by none other than Supreme Court Justice Thurgood Marshall. And best of all, Alan had asked Harry to hold the Bible during his swearing-in ceremony.

“Quite an honor,” thought Harry. “Just think of it. Two farm boys from Hollister, California, standing in front of Thurgood Marshall and one of them being sworn in as a federal judge. Hard to believe.”

Thanks to his wife, Harry was dressed in a dark blue suit, accented by a bright blue tie. His pants actually matched his coat for a change. And most surprising of all was the fact that the coat and pants were stain free, at least for now.

“So far, so good,” thought Harry as he tried, without success, to straighten his tie.

“I wonder what the over-under is on how long it will take for me to spill something on my new suit?” thought Harry as he waited for Babs to arrive.

When Alan Cohen was a federal prosecutor for the Southern District of New York, he had caught the eye of President Ronald Reagan. As a result, Reagan, in his second term, decided to appoint him to the federal bench. The subsequent Senate hearings were just a formality because the vote for approval was ninety-eighty to two. Everyone knew that Alan would make an exceptional judge.

Justice Marshall agreed to officiate at the swearing-in ceremony and had arranged to conduct it in front of the dais of the Supreme Court. The only people who were expected to attend were Alan’s mother, Helen, his wife, Kartika, and Harry and his wife, Babs. Later, Harry’s partner, Shane McCurdy, and his wife, Christy, were meeting them for dinner at the Old Ebbitt Grill, which was only a few blocks from the White House.

The swearing-in ceremony was almost surreal as Justice Marshall asked Alan to put his left hand on his family’s Bible and raise his right hand. It was the same Bible his mother had brought home from Poland after surviving two years in Auschwitz.

After Alan was sworn in, Justice Marshall gave one of the most moving speeches Harry had ever heard. His words not only captured the moment but also emphasized the importance of the rule of law and the awesome responsibility Alan had to uphold that principle.

“Thanks for doing this,” said Alan as he and Harry started out of the courtroom.

“Wouldn’t have missed it for the world,“ replied Harry. ”But I gotta tell ya I was so nervous I almost dropped that damn book about halfway through the ceremony. It was really heavy and it didn’t even have the New Testament in it.”

“I know you did and I almost grabbed your arm. But you did it. You came through for me just like you always have.”

“We’ve been friends for a long time,” said Harry, squeezing Alan’s shoulder. “This has been one of the highlights of my life. I want to thank you again for asking me.”

“You’re welcome,” replied Alan. “But truth be known, everyone else I asked was busy. But all joking aside, I had to have my best friend here. You know that, don’t you?”

“I would hope so,” said Harry. “You know the feeling’s mutual,” he continued, sounding sincere for a change.

Okay,” said Alan smiling. ”Enough of this emotional crap. What do you say we go get something to eat?“

“Now you’re talking,” replied Harry, grinning broadly. “You know I can’t turn down a meal, especially when you’re buying.”

“Somehow that doesn’t surprise me,” observed Alan putting his arm around Harry. “You were always a cheap bastard.”

“So, I’ve been meaning to ask you something,” said Harry as they started out the door. “Why did you pick Thurgood Marshall to swear you in? You could have gotten anyone else, even the president himself.”

“That’s easy,” replied Alan. ”As you know I’m not politically conservative, but I was appointed by Ronald Reagan, who, the last I heard, was pretty conservative. I chose Thurgood Marshall because I wanted to balance it out. He’s a liberal and I needed to show that I’m middle of the road and will be an impartial judge. It was really important to me to show people that I will follow the law and not politicize it.”

“I knew there was a reason I liked you,” commented Harry as he pushed open the door to the Old Ebbitt Grill.

“Now where can I get a cranberry and soda?” he said to no one in particular.

* * *
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The following day, in a rundown cafe across the country, Jan Dietrich was having a cup of coffee and reading the San Francisco Chronicle. When he got to the last page of the front section, his eyes immediately were drawn to a small photograph at the bottom. Jan recognized the faces immediately: Justice Thurgood Marshall and Alan Cohen posing after Cohen’s swearing-in ceremony as a federal judge.

The headline read, “Local Boy From Hollister Makes Good.”

Jan could feel the bile rising in his throat as he crumpled up the newspaper and headed for the door.

“It’s just a matter of time before you get yours,” whispered Jan as he threw the newspaper in the nearby dumpster and got back on the bus.
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CHAPTER 5
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The Montreal Alouettes of the Canadian Football League were named after, of all things, the famous French children’s song Alouette.

Since their inception in 1946, they had been a powerhouse in the Eastern Division of the CFL, winning four Grey Cup championships.

However, in the early eighties the team and the franchise fell on hard times. Because of poor decisions by ownership and resulting money problems, the team was forced to fold after the 1981 season.

Luckily for the city, in 1982 a new ownership came in and saved the organization. In doing so, they decided to rename the team the Montreal Concordes. But, as it turned out, that name lasted only four years. In 1986, it was changed back to the Alouettes to attract more fans.

At that time, in order to put a new face on the franchise, the owner hired a new general manager who in turn hired a new coach.

The Alouettes played their home games at Olympic Stadium. The stadium had been built for the 1976 summer Olympics and held more than 50,000 spectators. However, during the tenure of the Concordes, they were never able to fill more than one-third of the seats. The Concordes were not very good and simply no fun to watch.

According to all the pundits, 1986 was supposed to be a rebuilding year for the newly formed Alouettes. They were mostly a young team combined with some old players who were clearly past their prime. The consensus of people in the know was that the team would be lucky to win five games.

However, Gary Rhodes, the new general manager, had nevertheless promised big things. He immediately fired Montreal’s longtime coach, Max Williams, and hired his old college roommate, Graham Phillips. Prior to that, Phillips had been the head coach at Boise State and had no professional experience.

To no one’s surprise, the Alouettes lost their first two games of the season, and experts were predicting they would finish close to the bottom of their division. With the personnel they had, no one expected anything more.

Even so, Rhodes was confident that Phillips could eventually turn the franchise around, but it sure didn’t look like it was going to be this year. And there were rumors that the owner, Bill Schott, was a man short on patience.

* * *
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Following Montreal’s first game of the season, three men arranged to meet at a small Italian restaurant on the edge of Little Italy. Da Giovanni was an old family restaurant with a reputation not only for having great food but also for being discreet.

The owner knew better than to say anything or interfere while the men were talking. He knew that after being ushered into the private room they were not to be disturbed—no matter what the circumstances. If they were, the two bodyguards standing behind their boss would make damn sure it didn’t happen again.

As the three men sat around the table discussing their business, there was little doubt who was in charge. The man in the flashy Armani suit and yellow silk tie was barking orders while the other two men sat there and listened in silence.

If everything went off as planned, the three of them stood to make a lot of money. They had no doubt that the Alouettes would continue to be the underdog in most, if not all, of their games. Once they persuaded select referees to do their bidding, by either paying them off or extorting them, they would start betting a lot of money on Montreal to either win or at least cover the point spread.

The men were hoping to have everything in place by the fourth game of the season. They were also hoping to make millions off their little scheme.

After the three men finished planning what they had to do, they raised their glasses and toasted themselves for what they thought was a foolproof plan.

After that, all three of them ordered a plate of Da Giovanni’s famous ravioli and another bottle of chianti.
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CHAPTER 6
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Marcus Lee had the best job in the world. At age 39, he was the color commentator for the Montreal Alouettes of the Canadian Football League. He and his wife, Jenny, a financial planner, had been happily married for nineteen years and were the proud parents of two children, Will and Leslie.

Marcus hailed originally from Omaha, Nebraska, and had attended and played football at the sport’s local powerhouse, Benson High School. Benson was located on the south side of Omaha only a stone’s throw from Boys Town, the famous, century-old school for runaway and orphaned children.

Marcus, an all-state kicker, was offered a full football scholarship to the University of Nebraska. Growing up, he had always dreamed of playing for the Cornhuskers, and after a lot of hard work, that dream had finally come true.

After his successful career at Nebraska, breaking several field goal records—including the longest field goal in the school’s history—Marcus tried out with almost every NFL team but was never offered a contract.

Not wanting to give up, he decided to try to sign with a team in the Canadian Football League. So he and Jenny packed up and headed to Canada. After being turned down by almost every team in the league, he eventually got a callback from the Hamilton Tiger- Cats who signed him to a one-year contract.

He spent three years with Hamilton before being traded to the Montreal Alouettes in exchange for a second-round draft choice and an undisclosed amount of cash.

Marcus kicked for Montreal for ten years. But after a 270-pound lineman came down on his knee and shredded a ligament in the final quarter of his tenth season, he was forced to retire from the game he loved. Ever since then, Marcus had walked with a slight limp and dealt with pain almost every day.

Even though his career had been cut short, he still held several Montreal franchise records, including the most field goals in a row. Based on all of his achievements, Marcus was later inducted into the CFL Hall of Fame.

After a short stint as a sports broadcaster in Hamilton, Marcus was offered a job with the Montreal Concordes as a color commentator and moved back to his old hometown.

During his decade as a player for Montreal, Marcus had been lucky to see some of the good years. But even he had to admit that the last few years had been painful. The team was just plain awful. Not only had the organization gone downhill, but their draft selections were the worst in the league.

Even though they were predicted to come in close to last in their division, the newly constituted Alouettes had surprised everyone. Their record was only two wins against seven losses, but they had been competitive in several of the games they had lost. With a new general manager and a new coach it seemed as if the team was at least improving.

* * *
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Marcus had just finished announcing Montreal’s tenth game against Toronto and he was back sitting at his desk. To his complete surprise, Montreal had just won their third game of the season against a very tough opponent, the Toronto Argonauts. Montreal’s record was now three wins and seven losses. And, believe it or not, that was after losing their first three games. Quite an achievement for a team that, on paper, was mediocre at best.

But the more he thought about it, the more Marcus became skeptical—something didn’t feel right. It appeared that several well-timed officiating calls had affected the scores of several of the games, including the game he’d just announced. But before saying anything to anybody, he wanted to make sure he was right.

He went to the storage cabinet and brought one of the VCR machines back to his office. He then walked down the hall to the archive room and pulled the films for the games he thought had some questionable calls by the referees. Grabbing himself a cup of strong, black coffee, he sat down at his table and stuck the first tape into the machine. 

After fast forwarding the tape to where he wanted it, Marcus suddenly sat up and leaned closer to the monitor. “Just as I thought,” he whispered as he rewound the tape for a second, more careful look.

In that play, the back judge had thrown a flag against a Winnipeg defensive back for pass interference late in the fourth quarter. The Montreal quarterback had thrown a Hail Mary pass to the one-yard line, where everybody jumped for the ball at the same time. As a result of the call, Montreal kept the ball and was able to score the winning touchdown on the next play. The more Marcus looked at it, the more he thought it was a bad call—the defensive back had never even touched the receiver.

In the game three weeks later, there were four bad calls by the head referee that practically handed Montreal the win on a proverbial platter.

“A pattern is definitely starting to develop,” thought Marcus as he put the next tape in the VCR. 

In the third tape, a Vancouver fullback fumbled the ball on his own twenty-yard line. It was obvious to Marcus that the runner’s knee was down way before the ball slipped out of the runner’s hands. Nevertheless, the referee ruled that Montreal had recovered the fumble, giving them the ball. 

An ensuing three-point field goal didn’t give Montreal the win, but, because of that late field goal, they had lost by only five points. Since Vancouver was favored by seven points, anybody who had put money on Montreal had won their bet because Montreal had covered the spread—making all the bookies wrong.

“And in today’s Toronto game, the officiating was worse,” thought Marcus as he leaned back in his chair and put his hands behind his head.

Several calls had definitely changed the momentum of the entire game, especially two late calls in the second half. One of them, a holding call with one minute left, had moved Toronto out of field goal range when a three-pointer would have won the game. Because of all the bad calls, Montreal had beaten Toronto, the team favored to win the league.

After reviewing the calls over and over again, Marcus was convinced more than ever that the referees had made timely calls in order to affect the outcome of the games—the wrong call at the right time had definitely made Montreal the winner in three of 

the last four games and allowed them to cover the spread in the fourth one.

“What the hell?” thought Marcus as he removed the last tape from the VCR machine. This can’t be just a coincidence.”

In Marcus’ professional opinion, if not for the bad officiating, Montreal would have lost all three games they had won and certainly wouldn’t have beat the spread in the fourth one.

“Did someone get to the referees?” he wondered as he sat back and pondered what that would mean if it were true.

“No, that can’t be possible,” he thought, hoping beyond hope that he was right and all of this was just a bad dream.

By the time Marcus had returned the game tapes and the VCR back to where they belonged, he knew what he was going to do next.

He would wait and see if it happened again, then he would do something about it. 
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CHAPTER 7
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Marcus didn’t have to wait long. Two weeks later the Hamilton Tiger-Cats came to town for a big divisional showdown.

Hamilton was in the same division as Montreal and an archrival. On paper they were a much better team. In fact, the Tiger-Cats were a ten-point favorite even though they were playing on Montreal’s home turf. 

Under the circumstances, a lot of smart money had been bet on Hamilton to come out on top. After all, they were the clear favorite to win their division and a much better team than Montreal.

Early in the first quarter it appeared the visiting team had stopped Montreal on three straight downs. However, to the delight of the Montreal fans, there was a late flag thrown on the play for roughing the passer. This call essentially kept Montreal’s drive alive, moving the ball fifteen yards down field and giving Montreal a fresh set of downs. Several plays later they would score from five yards out, and just like that the score was Montreal seven and Hamilton zero.

During the commercial break, Marcus watched the replay of the penalty several times and each time came to the same conclusion—whatever contact there was occurred well before the quarterback released the ball.

As the game progressed, Marcus noted several other very questionable calls—calls that always went in favor of Montreal and against Hamilton. More importantly, these bad calls were almost always at critical times.

The last one came with only two minutes left in the game as Hamilton was driving for a game-winning field goal. It was third and five and they had the ball on Montreal’s thirty-five-yard line when the half back for Hamilton went up the middle and apparently made the first down. But the head referee threw a flag and penalized Hamilton fifteen yards for a very questionable face—mask call on one of their linemen—thereby taking them out of field goal range.

After looking at the replay, Marcus was convinced that the face mask infraction never occurred.

Then after a short pass completion, Hamilton was forced to try a fifty-eight-yard field goal which fell just short. By the time the clock ran out, Montreal had won 14 to 13 in a stunning upset. When the gun sounded, Marcus was more convinced than ever—the referees had definitely changed the outcome of the game.

“Somebody has to be losing an awful lot of money on these games,” he thought as he added the Hamilton game to his list, tucked it into his pocket and headed out the door.

* * *
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Later that night Marcus was sitting at the dinner table lost in thought when he suddenly had an epiphany.

“Jesus Christ, Jenny, how could I be so stupid? It’s always been the same two guys.”

“What do you mean by ...” she started to say as Marcus jumped up and made a beeline for his office.

“What are you doing?” yelled Jenny to Marcus’ back as he turned the corner.

“What the hell can be so important?” she thought as she put her fork down and stared at the empty chair across the table.

Marcus sat down at his desk and started sifting through the pile of papers until he found what he was looking for. On the Friday before each game both announcers were always given the list of the referees who would be officiating that game. He wanted to focus on the five games in question to see if his hunch was right.

Sure enough, the only two referees that had worked all the games were the head referee, George Brewer, and the back judge, Ed Lockerly—the very two refs who had made all the bad calls.

As he sat there, Marcus took the list of games out of his shirt pocket, scribbled the names George Brewer and Ed Lockerly on the back and stuffed it back in his pocket.

“What’s going on?” Jenny asked when Marcus came back and sat down at the kitchen table. “What’s got you so worked up? All I know is it can’t be today’s game. That was a terrific ending. We beat the pants off your old team.”

“You’re right about that,” replied Marcus. “Today’s game was terrific.”

“So is there anything I can do to help? You know you can always bounce things off me.”

“That’s nice of you, but there’s really nothing you can do at this point. I have a few things to do before I go talk to Mr. Schott. I need to talk to someone I trust and then review some game film. But thanks for asking. Believe me, as soon as I get the proof, you’ll be the first to know.”

“What do you mean by proof?” asked Jenny. “I don’t understand. What do you need to prove?”

“Well, that’s the problem,” he replied. “Right now it’s just a hunch. But I do know one thing for sure ...”

“What’s that?” interrupted Jenny, sounding concerned.

“If I’m right, I know I’m going to make some waves. But I don’t really want to talk about it until I’m sure. This may be all my imagination and I don’t want to accuse someone of wrongdoing until I get all my ducks in a row. I just don’t want to do anything stupid.”

“No, you definitely don’t want to do that,” said Jenny as she brought two bowls of steaming hot stew over to the table and sat them down. “But like I said, I want to help if I can.”

“Maybe later,” said Marcus, “but I need to talk to my old buddy Paul first and ask him a few questions. He may be able to clear up a few things for me and then you and I can talk. I promise.”

“Remind me again, who exactly is Paul?” asked Jenny.

“You remember Paul Perotti, don’t you? He was the assistant coach for special teams when I played.”

“Oh, that Paul,” replied Jenny. “He was such a nice man. Tell him hello for me.”

“I will,” replied Marcus as he slopped some of the stew on his bread. “He always liked you.”

“All of this sounds so very ominous,” observed Jenny, taking a spoonful of her food.

“Believe me, like I said, it may be nothing,” said Marcus. “I just need time to sort it all out.”

“I guess that’s a good thing,” replied Jenny, looking more confused than ever.

“By the way, this stew is out of this world,” said Marcus with a big grin.

“Thanks. It is, isn’t it?”

After Marcus and Jenny finished dinner, they watched some TV together and then turned in early. Marcus was tired and knew he had a big day coming up.

He took off his cream-colored sport coat and brown pants and neatly hung them next to each other in his closet. He then took his shirt off, balled it up and threw it into the laundry basket. However, before he did so, he forgot to take out the piece of paper with the list of games and the names of Ed Lockerly and George Brewer on the back.
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CHAPTER 8
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The following day Marcus made a surprise visit to his old coach, Paul “Fat Jack” Perotti. Perotti had gotten the nickname when he was a little kid because at the time he was the spitting image of a pudgy Jack Nicklaus— crew cut and all. And somehow the name had stuck.

Perotti had spent over thirty years in football in one capacity or another. He started out as a high school coach in his hometown of Toronto and then worked numerous jobs until he was hired as a coach for the British Columbia Lions.

He eventually landed the job of special teams coach for Montreal, and now, twenty years later, he was still considered one of the smartest minds in the league.

Paul was only in his late fifties, but there were rumors going around that he was going to be let go and replaced by a younger man. That didn’t make him happy, but there was nothing he could do about it.

“So Paul, how’ve you been, you old son of a gun?” said Marcus as he walked into Perotti’s office and sat down.

“Well, if it isn’t my favorite kicker,” said Paul, looking up from his playbook. “To what do I owe the pleasure of this visit?”

“Well, I just thought I’d come down and say hello to my old friend,” replied Marcus.

“If you think I believe that, you’re as crazy as I am,” responded Perotti, smiling. “Remember what I always told you, don’t bullshit a bullshitter. So why are you really here?”

“I’m here because I need a favor.”

“So what’s new? I figured as much. You never visit unless you want something.”

“You know that’s not true, but I really do need something this time. I need you to look at the game films from the last five games. And then once you do that, I need to ask you some questions.”

“Yeah, and I need a tall, good-looking blonde, but that’s not going to happen either. You, if anyone, should know that I don’t have that kind of time. I’m in the middle of the season, for Christ’s sake. Otherwise, ask all the questions you want.”

“I know all that, but I thought you might make the time for me,” replied Marcus, smiling at Perotti. “It’s important.”

“But I don’t understand, why do you need me to review game film?” asked Paul with a confused look on his face. “You watched all those games live up in the announcer’s booth.”

“I just need you to take a look and see if you agree with me,” replied Marcus.

“Agree with what?” asked Paul, starting to lose patience. “You need to tell me the why before I even consider your request.”

“It’s hard for me to explain, it sounds so crazy” replied Marcus.

“You still haven’t answered my question,” said Paul. “You need to tell me what’s going on.”

“Okay, I’ll level with you. I want you to look at some referee calls that have gotten my attention. It’s probably nothing but I want to make sure I’m right before I do anything. I think there’s two referees that might be on the take.”

“Don’t be stupid,” remarked Paul, throwing his hands in the air. “You know the league is constantly checking for those types of things.”

“I know it sounds crazy, but I’m pretty sure that the same two refs are throwing the games in Montreal’s favor, and the film will prove it.”

“Marcus, that’s quite an accusation. I’ve been at all of our games and never saw any bad calls. I’ve seen a few questionable calls, but that’s football.”

“I think they were more than that,” countered Marcus. “After I leave here I’m going to take another look at the TV station’s archived film to make sure. And then, if my suspicion holds true, I’m going to splice together all the questionable calls onto one tape.”

“You do know that if you’re right this could scar Canadian football forever. Worse than the Chicago Black Sox scandal in American baseball.”

“Don’t I know it,” replied Marcus. “That’s why I want to make sure I’m right before I give the tape to Mr. Schott. And that’s why I need your opinion.”

“You were right, this is crazy,” said Perotti. “If you want my advice, just forget the whole thing because if you’re wrong, it could cost you your career.”

“Under the circumstances, I’m willing to take that chance,” replied Marcus. “So will you review the film or not?”

“Yeah, I guess I will, but only because it’s you,” replied Paul as he got up out of his chair and opened his file cabinet. “So give me the games you want me to look at.” 

As Marcus ticked off the games, Perotti took out five aluminum canisters and then turned around and said, “But, for what it’s worth, I still think you’re making a big mistake.”

“We’ll find out soon enough,” said Marcus, looking over at Perotti.

“So I’ll take the team’s game film home tonight, make some popcorn and curl up on the couch,” said Perotti. “Now, why don’t you tell me what I should be looking for?”

For the next fifteen minutes Marcus went through each game and explained the calls that he thought were questionable. When he was done, both men stood up and shook hands.

“Thanks,” said Marcus. “I appreciate you doing this for me.”

“No problem, we’ll talk tomorrow,” said Paul.

“You can count on it,” said Marcus, standing up and heading for the door.

* * *
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After his visit with Perotti, Marcus stopped by the archive room, gathered up the five relevant game tapes, as well as a blank one, from the technician’s drawer and dropped them all off in his office. He then went to the storage cabinet and picked up two VCRs—one to play the game tapes on and one to record the bad calls.

He spent the rest of the day watching game film and taking notes. He studied the questionable calls over and over again trying to convince himself that he was wrong. But he wasn’t.

Isolated, none of the bad calls appeared to be significant. But when taken together, there was definitely a pattern. He was more convinced than ever that the timing of each call had tipped the scales in favor of Montreal.

Once he was ready, he loaded the blank tape into the second VCR and began recording the bad calls—starting and stopping the machine as he went along.

“Somebody has to be paying Lockerly and Brewer a lot of money to fix these games,” thought Marcus as he worked his way through the tapes. “There’s just no other explanation.”

After he took the last tape out of the VCR, he stopped suddenly and put his pen down on the desk. “Just to be sure I better make a copy of my notes and the tape for myself,” he thought. “Better to be safe than sorry.”

So he made backup copies of both the tape and his notes, put the copies in a manila envelope and stuck the envelope neatly in the bottom drawer of his desk under a box of old Ritz crackers, a pile of papers and a ceramic ashtray. He then took out his keys, found the right one, and locked the drawer. By the time he had finished, it was just past seven-thirty at night.

“Coach Perotti is definitely going to shit a brick when he sees what I have here,” thought Marcus as he put the original tape and his notes into a second Manila envelope, slid it into his briefcase and snapped the lid shut.

Just before he left, he picked up the phone and called his house. He wanted to tell Jenny that he was on his way home and to hold dinner. While he was waiting for her to answer, he reached across and picked up the picture of him and his old friend, Shane McCurdy, holding the Rose Bowl trophy after their final game at Nebraska.

“I should call that big cowboy and talk to him about my dilemma,” he thought as he listened to his wife’s voice come on the answering machine.

“Marcus and I aren’t in right now, and the kids are away at college, so please leave a message after the beep. Depending on who you are, we might call you back.”

After the beep, Marcus left his message and ended by telling Jenny that he loved her.

He then called Shane McCurdy on the off chance that he was still at his office. When he got Shane’s recorder, he left him a quick message, and then leaned back in his chair.

“That’s all I can do for now,” he thought. “I’ll talk to Shane tomorrow.”

Satisfied, he scooped up the game tapes, walked back to the archive room and put them back where he had found them. He then returned to his desk, grabbed his briefcase and went out the door.
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CHAPTER 9
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It was late when Marcus left the building and walked out into the cold night air. He noticed that a light snow had started to fall and there was a white dusting on the few cars left in the lot. He turned up the collar on his overcoat and tried not to fall on the slippery asphalt as he made his way to his car.

When he got to his new, bright red, Audi 90, he opened the back door and tossed his briefcase in the back seat. He then took off his overcoat, folded it neatly and placed it carefully on top.

Marcus had barely closed the back door when someone struck him from behind, gagged him and put a cloth bag over his head. Before he passed out, Marcus felt his keys being yanked out of his hand and heard his car being started.

* * *
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When water was thrown in his face, he woke up and looked around the room. He was strapped to a wooden chair and naked except for his red boxer shorts. A shiver went up his spine when he looked into the faces of the two men standing in front of him.
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