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To my Brothers in Blue

 


The fine police officers I encountered and
worked with during my career. They were a dedicated and courageous
group of people, putting their lives on the line every day they
were on the street.

 


The unavoidable controversies of the profession
also occurred during our time. For facing the adversity, they all
deserve an extra medal for bravery in the field.
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enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to your favorite
ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting
the hard work of this author/these authors.
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1—O.J. Simpson

 


The O.J. Simpson drama provided this country
with more overall, inside information on how the legal system
works—from cops up to judges—than, in my not so humble opinion, all
of the previous cases in history combined.

I’m not speaking merely of how the laws were
created, developed and enacted from the country’s beginning. Nor
the uncountable cases started by law breakers and then dispatched
either by not being processed or someone’s life ending on the
gallows. Of course, one must at least consider the unknowable
broken laws that have simply been ignored by everyone who
potentially had a say in the matter.

The reason I make my claim is because by the
time Mr. Simpson’s murder trial was held in 1995, the mass
media—especially the visuals provided by television—had entered the
stage and elbowed its way squarely into the middle. Sight is the
most important of the senses. There’s nothing like actually
seeing things happen. When you’re right there, on the spot.
The impressions gathered from those moments are not simply the
first in line for influencing people, they also work their way into
the deepest part of your consciousness.

And they never leave, even if you make your
peace with them.

That’s what got O.J. off the hook: the people
in charge of displaying and interpreting the images accomplished
the next part of a person absorbing an observation. They
interpreted said observations.

The people who wanted O.J. to be found not
guilty had more power and influence than those who wanted to
convict him of murder. The truth was not part of the equation. That
happens all the time in jury trials; now everyone in the world who
cared, were able to see how the process works, in
person.

But it was twelve people—the jury—who made the
decision. Of course. Millions of people saw the trial and had the
opportunity to interpret their observations for themselves, to
arrive at their own personal conclusions. However, they had no
power to affect the outcome.

No group this large had ever collectively
witnessed—how things actually work.

People had never in their wildest dreams
conceived of a judge, like the one appointed to hear the O.J.
trial, who was beyond incompetent. The judge was like someone in a
script on Laugh In. Late night comedy shows mocked him
nightly. Jay Leno had a special judge segment at the beginning of
each episode. And if anything, they let the judge off easy. Most
likely because the show’s writers weren’t experts and could not see
all of the things he was doing wrong.

The horror of the final outcome rests directly
on his shoulders. Early on he allowed things to be so out of
control that he should have been removed from the case. But the
California legal system obviously took no such action. In fact,
many of those in a position to assess him were quite possibly just
as incompetent as he.

It would have been embarrassing to remove him,
to be certain. But leaving him on the bench made things
incalculably worse.

The defense attorneys took flat out evil
actions to sway the case in their favor. Strong, reliable
information suggests one of the defense lawyers was chosen
specifically for his ability to estimate the intelligence of
potential jurors. A nationally known defense attorney in Milwaukee
laughingly told people—I was one of them—that the first thing he
looked for in a potential juror during jury selection was how dumb
they were. They were the ones he wanted on the jury, so he could
work his magic and fool said dummy into believing that a guilty
person was innocent. Or that at least there wasn’t enough evidence
to convict his—guilty—client and perhaps result in a hung
jury.

A hung jury is virtually the same as a not
guilty verdict for the defense.

The odds against retrying a case and getting a
conviction are astronomical—if the presiding District Attorney even
decides to make such an attempt. After all, tax payers foot the
bill for criminal trials. Try telling them, “We were too
incompetent to get a conviction with the first trial. How’s about
paying for a second trial?” Then ask the taxpayer how much they’d
feel like re-electing the D.A. making the request, the next time he
or she ran for office.

Lesser issues such as these were never even
discussed during the O.J. trial, but they weighed extremely heavy
with the people who were affected. The O.J. Simpson trial only
needed to give explicit evidence of how larger issues work. The
perpetrators of getting a guilty guy off didn’t even need a judge
as bad as the one handling their case—he was an add on. A far more
spectacular add on than anyone had dared dream. Just achieve the
goal of what is known as jury nullification, which is having at
least one person on the jury who can be manipulated into voting not
guilty—no matter how compelling the real evidence—and your client
is acquitted.

He walks. To the golf course, where he says,
“I’m baaa-ack!” Smiling at his fellow golfers. And at the cameras.
And at everyone in the world who was shown enough to believe he’d
gotten away with murder.

Nothing like this had ever happened before.
The blatant, laugh-in-your-face release of a murderer, where
everyone had the chance to watch every day of the massacre being
made of the judicial system.

And there was nothing to be done. The system
and the traditions of how the court system is allowed to be abused
by devious and unscrupulous attorneys and incompetent court
authorities was seen live on TV.

And the follow up images, forever on
display...The blank-faced, dead-in-the-eye judge sitting on the
case let the defense get away with every tactic imaginable.
Allowing the years old and undeniably inadmissible interview of an
investigating detective by an author on a wholly unrelated subject,
where the detective said the “N” word. It was supposed to show that
if a police detective ever said the “N” word, the prosecution’s
entire case was bogus. And it worked! That tape was the hammer that
pounded the inevitable not guilty verdict into the chest of the
public. The spike was the bloody glove that “doesn’t fit,” as the
defendant himself was allowed to say directly to the jury. Not to
mention the worldwide live audience watching on TV.

The bloody glove. Now that wasn’t a dirty
trick being pulled off by the defense. The prosecutors—the one who
ended up crying on another prosecutor’s shoulder during an
interview immediately after the acquittal—pulled that one off. He
was one hundred percent in control of whether the dried up ball of
formerly blood-soaked leather was allowed to be pried open and
placed on someone’s hand.

Now, informed members of the watching
world—which was almost all of them—were screaming “leather shrinks
after it’s been soaked in liquid and then dries out!” Well, there’s
no way of knowing whether everyone everywhere said those exact
words while screaming at their TV screens, but you get the picture.
Since it was the glove that was reasonably considered to be the one
worn while the killer committing the crime, everyone knew it would
be—what? It would have shrunk and been too effing
small!

But the veteran prosecuting attorney allowed
him to put it on his hand during the court proceeding. And let him
say to the world that the glove didn’t fit ergo he wasn’t the
killer. All the elements of yet another Laugh In style play
on the Tonight Show were in place: a dingbat judge drafted
from witless members of the L.A. legal community, a dingbat jury
crafted by defense attorneys with no conscience and a dingbat
prosecutor horribly mishandling critical murder trial evidence on
live TV.

You could almost hear O.J. Simpson yelling
I’m baaa-ack! before the court clerk began reading the not
guilty verdict, handed over by the jury foreman.

And so it goes, as newscaster Linda Ellerbee
said after each national news broadcast she’d delivered. A
relatively sheltered nation glued to the TV, in the same situation
as a 2nd grader suddenly being shown hardcore pornography, got a
very large dose of at what can happen when the teacher isn’t
looking.

 


 



 


 


2—Origins

 


When
I review my early life I see no clues as to why I became a police
officer. Not one. A writer? Yes. A cop? Never. I was unfocused and
disorganized, spending all my time dreaming of doing anything other
than what I was supposed to be doing. Attention Deficit Disorder
hadn’t been discovered—some argue invented—but when I read the
descriptions of the affliction, I was reminded of a cheerful, yet
disinterested younger me.

The fact that I became a hard-boiled detective
in adulthood is one for the books...quite literally. I learned
early on during my serious writing instruction that clever sayings
have a short life before becoming clichés; something people want to
neither hear nor be near.

These returning thoughts are written now as a
way to display my past...my beginning.

By the time most graduating high school
students with modest GPAs hit the streets, they are the newly
constructed mold of what we expect to see: an unimpressive
tool-like creature, plodding around the neighborhood in search of
purpose. On occasion we are surprised, and on even more rare
occasions, we surprise ourselves. It was one of these rare
occasions when I surprised myself, and everyone who knew me, by
becoming a police aide for the Milwaukee Police Department in
1969.

Being around on-duty policemen was an eye
opener. No shock there—I was smart enough to know that everything
I’d been doing had been wrong. They were all organized, responsible
people who were doing an extremely important job. Something awoke
in me—a part I didn’t know I had. It was a sense of responsibility.
Emulating these men was easy for me, and I started right away.
Doing the relatively mundane office work of stoking paper reports
into aged, creaky metal cabinets led to occasionally answering
phone calls from citizens. I found I didn’t just enjoy it—I was
good at it. The captain of the 7th Precinct in Milwaukee told me
so. He told me I had brainpower.

In 1971, at age twenty-one, I was promoted to
the formerly called rank of patrolman. On went the blue uniform for
a few months while I walked a beat and rode quietly along with
senior officers in marked police squad cars.

Then off came the uniform and on went the
so-called hippie apparel worn by certain members of society at that
time. My short hair grew quickly, hanging past my shoulders in a
ragged mess. A patchy beard sprouted on my extremely boyish face
and I was scooted to the dark, back rooms of the narcotics
squad.

I was undercover. A narc. Revered and
respected by many of my fellow officers and hated to a dangerous
degree by the element of society I was now assigned to infiltrate.
I would spend my days and nights looking to score dope on the
streets, cursing The Man during protest marches, and loitering the
increasingly dangerous streets of Milwaukee.

I was in.

I spent seven years undercover before
returning to uniform for a short while to regain sanity. Then it
was back to the narcotics squad where, thanks to many crazy
incidents, I would collect the stories and experiences necessary to
write my novels. One incident in particular sticks out in my
mind...

I was sent to a house in a very bad
neighborhood where heroin was being sold. An informant had
introduced me to the main dealer. There was a constant stream of
purchasers coming and going. Two narcotics detectives, dressed in
regular street clothes, were assigned to cover me while I made the
purchase. They parked about a block away in an old junker car. I
went to the rear door, knocked and was led into the hallway by a
dark-natured dude. The kitchen door opened and a few people in the
room strained to get a good look at me. When they stopped and
relaxed, the dealer sold me heroin. Simple as that.

This was the 1970s—there were no microphones
taped to my chest—or any other body part, which is a story for
another time—nor was there any radio contact. I had no gun. I had
no badge. I merely had my raggedy hair partially covering my
blanched face and meek smile. Oh, and the twenty-five bucks it cost
to buy the drugs. I was alone with no means of contacting the
people who were covering me.

After returning to the car—and believe me,
these two detectives looked like hippies themselves—I handed over
the drug evidence and explained the details of the purchase. I then
asked: “Exactly how was it that you were ‘covering’ me?”

The passenger dick smiled while turning to
look at me and said, “Our job is to call the regular cops and seal
off the crime scene if you’re murdered. We then make sure the
police photographer gets good shots of your corpse. We then call
the Medical Examiner to convey you to the morgue.”

He turned back to the front. “That’s our job.
What da ya think?” He and his partner, and then believe it or not
I, started laughing uproariously.

At age twenty-nine I was promoted to detective
and spent the next twenty-two years investigating major crimes.
Short hair, suit and tie, the whole clichéd deal. I lived a normal
off-duty life with my wife and two children; everything I could
hope for. Yet, there was something missing.

A seed planted in my earliest childhood days
began sprouting and taking over my consciousness. I wanted to
expand my writing from formal police reports to that of the fiction
I had been reading. I started with short stories. Quickly, the
belief that I could write novels pushed the short story thing out
of the way. I took some short story correspondence courses and got
nothing published. Some gracious and patient instructors taught me
the rules not every novice has the luck of learning.

In my early forties I reached out and began a
thirteen-year novel writing class. Six novels later—none of them
published—and I was beginning to question my path. My instructor,
who quickly became one of the best friends I’ve ever had, ordered
me not to give up and quit. He looked me in the eye and said I
should see him as my police captain who was giving me a direct
order.

“You’ve got what it takes to sell novels,” he
constantly encouraged.

Since I was enjoying myself and receiving
encouragement from my teacher and fellow students, I stuck with it.
I started with horror fiction—an interest arising from my profound
childhood love of Edgar Alan Poe. I was still a cop and doing
police fiction would have been what they used to call a bus man’s
holiday—spending your off time to write about your career. I never
considered it.

When I was fifty I retired from the police
force after thirty-two years of service. Coincidentally—or not, if
you believe in fate—I read The Big Sleep by Raymond
Chandler—an iconic, best-selling crime mystery writer from the
1930s through the 1950s. I was mesmerized. Not only because of the
great story telling, but the style. The so-called noir-esque style
of the cynical, not-bound-by-the-law private detective being
written about during that era: Chandler, Dashiell Hammett, Mickey
Spillane and others.

I loved everything about these stories. The
detectives: Philip Marlowe by Chandler, Sam Spade by Hammett and
Mike Hammer by Spillane. Not to mention their dames with soft
shoulders and loose legs and the bad guys who possessed many of the
same personality traits as the PI’s. The darkness of it
all...chilling...overwhelming. To me, anyway.

I became a crime mystery fiction writer, using
the first person style, a la Raymond Chandler, to delineate the
mess of a life of Jack Blanchard: a former Milwaukee Police
Detective who quit the force in a huff to become a private
investigator and get away from the stupid politics, slime ball
crooks and witless bosses. Though, with any good detective story,
we know the minute you request a quiet life is the moment things
become truly interesting...I guess not all detective stories are
fiction.

 


 



 


 


3—Mary

 


“I’m famous,” the short old woman, wearing a
thick scarf and a long, worn out overcoat said.

She was standing straight, but leaning
slightly against a concrete street light pole. It was dark. It was
cold. Too cold outside for an old woman to be standing motionless
for any length of time, even if her head was covered, and she was
wearing a worn out overcoat.

“That’s not what I asked you,” I said,
standing behind her.

Cars whirred past on South Kinnickinnic
Avenue, in a section of Milwaukee known as Bay View. Some of them
slowed, their passengers straining to look at the woman and me.
Tiny snowflakes flitted past the overhead street lamp and then out
of sight, the way they always do when it’s snowing at night. But
they were falling. Falling onto me in my blue, winter police
uniform and onto the famous old lady standing before me.

She did not respond. I touched her lightly on
the shoulder. “Are you alright, ma’am?” I asked.

She was not all right. The smell of alcohol
wafted from her to me, in unpleasant waves. She was, in fact,
drunk. Hammered would be the better word.

She’d been standing this way since I’d first
seen her, about a block and a half away, while I was walking my
police beat. I walked straight to her. She didn’t move an inch.
While trying to communicate with her, a couple of somewhat sober
men approached. They’d been in the tavern a few doors away. I heard
yelling inside the tavern while one of the men held the door open.
A small group of men squeezed together to stare out the window at
the odd scene.

A lighted Pabst Blue Ribbon beer decoration
slipped from the window. The men who’d been standing there scuttled
away and now there was yelling and swearing coming from inside the
tavern—didn’t need the door open to hear it.

“Purse!” the woman shouted. Large drops of
spit flew from her mouth when she spoke.

“She wants you to look in her purse,” one of
the now-annoying men said while the small group inched toward me. A
couple of them started laughing.

The old woman was standing still, her forehead
seemingly glued to the pole. She was more than just
drunk.

She was blotto.

I ignored the men and slid the purse from her
shoulder. She leaned to let it slide off and then amazingly righted
herself. She was a professional drunkard; one who could still
handle slight movements before they finally caved in and fell to
their inevitable dark stupor.

She’d obviously been through this
before.

“She’s been doing this stuff for long as I
remember,” one of the men said. “Drinkin’ all night and stumbling
out here.”

I looked at him. “And you’ve been helping her
as long as you remember, too,” I said.

I was a twenty-three-year-old police officer,
but I’d quickly learned the sarcastic tone one must take in order
to let potential trouble makers know you were on their
case.

The man stepped back, lowered his head and
raised his hands. He was a good boy, been around cops dealing with
drunks for a long time. Undoubtedly he was one of those drunks on
some occasions. But he knew his place when a police officer uttered
a wise remark. And that was walking backward with your head down,
arms up, and most importantly, your mouth shut. His comrades held
out their arms and embraced him when he returned to their pack.
They all moved together, shuttling away from the woman and
me.

I began looking through the woman’s purse.
Usual stuff: make-up equipment, a couple of pens and a smaller,
clasp purse. No wallet.

“Paper,” the woman said, while attempting to
turn toward me. She began to fall. I caught her but we both went
down to the sidewalk.

I stood and pulled her to her feet. She was
small and not too heavy. But she had that mushy feel that all
inactive people have and the odor of alcohol burst into my face
when she coughed. I managed to prop her against the light pole and
stood close to prevent her—and me, damn it—from falling
again.

She groaned as she tried to speak. I waited.
Looking up at the streetlight, I could tell the snow was falling
more heavily. Damn! I started digging into her purse again, looking
for identification. While digging I noticed her take a breath, hold
it, and lean toward me.

“Newspaper in the purse,” she shouted. It had
taken all her energy to speak.

She was blotto plus.

Newspaper in the messy purse? What the
hell...

A folded, yellowed and flimsy piece of old
newspaper was tucked into her coin purse. Nothing else—certainly no
coins, or money in any form, just the relatively neatly folded
newspaper clipping.

“Ha!” she shouted when she saw I’d found it.
She was grinning...sneering.

While beginning to unfold the paper I sensed a
man walking toward us. He was coming from the direction of the
tavern. He was nimble and stepped quickly. He was not drunk. I was
glad.

“Excuse me, Officer,” the man said, and
stopped several steps away from me. He was being respectful.
Polite. I kept my guard up, anyway.

“Yeah,” I said, looking at him.

“That’s Mary,” he said. He was wearing a heavy
coat with a fur-lined hood, which he kept down from his head. He
was balding, graying, average height and build.

“Yeah?” I said again, with a slight tone in my
voice.

“She’s got that old newspaper clipping,” the
man said. “Carries it everywhere. Especially for stuff like
this.”

Stuff like what? I did not ask.

I looked back at the newspaper clipping, which
was quite old and flimsy, and saw the large, dark print at the
heading: Woman Saves Family From Fire.

I didn’t need to read the accompanying article
to figure out what was going on.

“’Bout ten years ago she was
walking to her then-favorite tavern, couple blocks from here,” the
man continued. “Smelled and then saw smoke coming from the window
of a house. It was dark and late, so she went up and pounded on the
door. Screamed and yelled. Neighbors heard and looked out their
windows, called the police.”

The man had memorized the story he was
telling. I checked the clipping and saw verifying words in the
story.

“She lives a block from here,” the man said,
pointing across the street. “Go through that yard and her basement
flat is right there.”

I thanked the man. “I own this place,” he
said, pointing at the tavern behind him. “Stop in next time you’re
on this beat. We’ll have a beer. Or something a little more, if you
want.”

“Thanks,” I said while gathering Mary and her
purse and her newspaper story.

“Lotsa’ coppers have walked her home from
places around here over the years. They all know her. She shows
that news clipping to the new guys, so they don’t throw her in
jail.”

I was definitely a new guy; my first time on
this particular beat. And this was definitely the most unusual
thing I had come upon. Bay View was a fairly tame, family-friendly
area, even at night.

Mary had gathered some strength and began to
move. I put one hand in her armpit and held on tightly. The street
was clear of cars and we started walking across. She’d gained
energy and was doing fairly well. Her balance failed her a couple
of times, but walking with her was easier than I thought it would
be.

We finished the block-long trek and approached
her home. It wasn’t what I’d call a home, but she was obviously
limited. Her abode was in the back of the building and after going
down the concrete steps leading to an old wooden door that was
barely six feet high, she grunted while pulling away from me and
pushed open the door. The house beyond was completely dark and the
odor of household neglect wafted out.

It was snowing heavier than ever and my nice
blue uniform was turning white with snowflakes.

I felt good, walking back toward Kinnickinnic
Avenue. I mean, here was this poor old woman who was obviously
drinking herself into a grave, who badly needed medical attention,
but I’d managed to help her. Saved her from falling and freezing in
the street that night, or worse. It was a moment in time, a moment
where I felt as though I’d done one of the most important things a
policeman can do.

 


 



 


 


4—Strakowski

 


Carl didn’t like new guys comin’ to the crib.
Didn’t like it at all.

When I knocked on the door I was expecting to
see his brother, Eddie. Carl was too high to deal at night. That’s
what my reliable, drug addicted police informant had told me. Go
figure.

“Wha’s your name?” he asked while I stood in
his door way. It was late: 8:00 p.m.

His basement living quarters were a dimly lit
mess. Typical of those that littered most of the tall, early 20th
century homes that stood about fifteen feet apart in the sagging,
south side neighborhood.

The doorway was shorter than a man six feet
tall; like me. I had to stoop to get a better look at Carl. He’d
clearly intended to keep me from entering, squaring himself off
before me in a defiant manner. The look in his eyes was defiance
plus: the plus being hatred and the glaze of someone high on
heroin. No doubt he’d been high all day.

“That Joe?” I heard Eddie yell from the other
side of the basement. “He’s been here before!”

I stood on the stairway, watching Carl,
listening to the voice from the dark behind him.

Carl didn’t know me. Eddie had been there the
first time I showed up with my police informant, Ray, and bought
heroin from him. Ray had been taking me—a long-haired, bearded,
undercover cop—into one of the hottest dope dens in the city of
Milwaukee. This time I had gone alone to visit, with no
appointment.

My commanding officer was eager to get heroin
delivery cases on all of the dealers living at Carl’s place as soon
as possible. He was happy to have me take big risks.

Carl had been slouching and was a bit wobbly.
He straightened and looked toward the other side of the basement.
He stared for an uncomfortably long time. He shook his head and
grumbled unintelligible words. Then he looked at me.

He was not happy.

I cautiously stepped down the creaking wooden
stairs and followed when Carl shrugged and walked toward a small
wooden table shoved against the wall to my left.

Eddied had probably talked me up to Carl, but
Carl hadn’t expected to see me. He obviously hated surprises. Being
a heroin dealer, certain surprises could land him in prison for ten
to twenty.

I followed him to the table, straining to see
anyone in the dark rear part of the basement...no luck.

“No noddin’, dude,” Carl said to a large young
man who was deeply slouched in an old kitchen chair near the table.
He’d been sunk so low I hadn’t seen him. Carl stepped toward the
snoozing big man and kicked him in the leg...hard. He had to. The
big man had just shot up and had the reaction time of a
corpse.

The young man obviously wasn’t in with the
regular cabal of addicts who visited this particular den. Only
regulars got to stay after doing their bag.

I looked more closely at him while he stirred
and pushed himself up from the chair. He wore a dark knit hat
pulled down to his eyebrows and a filthy green army jacket.
Something was familiar. Suddenly I recognized him. Ah! He’d been an
all-city tackle in high school. I had also played football in high
school. I remembered his face from his photo in the sports section
of the local newspaper. He still looked like his photo in the
sports section of the newspaper. I’d studied those photos when the
paper came out. I’d been envious.

The football star-turned-junkie had been given
a football scholarship by the University of Wisconsin when he
graduated from high school. This was no longer that
star.

It was a sad, watershed moment for me, among
the first—and most dreary—of my police career.

The big junkie roused himself a little more,
stood, and walked straight to the exit. No thank yous or good-byes
could be heard. Just an unspoken Get the fuck
out.

Carl looked at me inquisitively.

I said, “Three.”

He raised his hand over his head, with three
fingers sticking up. A dark figure on the other side of the
basement stood and moved toward a side room. Eddie! A moment later
Eddie came out and walked toward us. He smiled, with droopy,
unfocused eyes.

“What up, bro?” he asked, unable to raise his
head high enough to look at my face. But he knew me. Good
for him.

I was “Joe.”

Eddied handed three small foil packets to
Carl, who took them and looked at me.

“Three for a quarter?” he asked.

“Yeah.” Three for a quarter meant three
ten-dollar bags of product for twenty-five bucks. I always marveled
at the unique turns of phrase created by street thugs, dopers and
the like.

He gave me the three bags.

I gave him a twenty and a five. He grabbed
them without looking at me or saying anything.

It was my turn to get the fuck out.

Which I did, and quickly. I had my buy in my
tight fist and was headed back to the narcotics detectives who were
covering me, where they’d parked their vehicle two blocks
away.

Four days later I reported for duty at the
narcotics squad.

“Hi, ya, killer,” Detective Lee said to me as
I walked through the door. He was a wide man with a big belly and a
big laugh. “The Bureau’s checkin’ you out; see if you’re an
accomplice.” He sat back in his chair, behind the desk that stood a
few feet away from the entrance of the room.

I stopped in place and smiled back at him. I
had no idea what he was talking about.

Killer? Bureau? In the parlance of the
Milwaukee Police Department, that meant the Detective Bureau—where
the homicide squad was.

I felt my face turn hot and the red glow that
was growing on my cheeks.

“You’re supposed to be on the run. Everyone
else from 6th Street is.”

Carl and Eddie lived on 6th Street. Their
place had its own name. Everyone who did drug investigations in the
city knew what you meant when you said, “The place on 6th Street.”
Carl and Eddie’s house of heroin.

Bill “Donuts” D’Amato came to the room from
the hallway behind me.

“Okay, Lee,” he said to Detective Lee. “Tell
the kid what’s really up. No bullshit.”

“You were ‘made’ the other day,” the detective
said. “A guy in back—name of Dennis Strakowski—knew you from Junior
High School...knew your name was Robin Riley...had heard you’d
became a cop.”

“He didn’t say anything.” Stating the obvious
is normal when you’re in a state of shock.

“Guess he was stunned. Figured there might be
more cops right outside the door. After you left he told Carl and
Eddie who you really were.”
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