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“You still haven’t searched my person,”

she said. “The warrant says ‘the premises and person of Beverly Arden.’”

“It’s a pleasant thought,” Sergeant Matt Rudd said dryly, “but women have to be searched by matrons.”

“Don’t be silly,” Beverly said. “You can’t search a woman forcibly, but you have my permission….”

Rudd hesitated. “All right,” he said, “hold your arms straight out.” He ran his hands along her arms and sides and down her legs. She felt firm and shapely, and when he finished he was perspiring slightly. “I guess you’re clean,” he said huskily.

“You didn’t do nearly as thorough a job as you did on the apartment,” she said.

There was a momentary pause, as Rudd took her in with his eyes. “All right,” he said. Then he reached out and loosened the top button of her pajama top….
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CHAPTER 1

The kid’s name was Herman Joyce. He was twenty-one but could have passed for eighteen. With his lank blond hair cut in a ducktail, his black leather jacket and shapeless slacks, he looked like a typical street-corner punk. It was a good disguise. By the way other cops passing in and out of the squadroom left us strictly alone, it was obvious they assumed we were questioning a suspect.

Actually, Herman Joyce was a rookie cop we had borrowed from Metro for a little undercover work.

“You’re sure he’s not suspicious?” I asked him.

He gave me a youthful grin. “Why should he be? Two different junkies gave me character references.”

Carl Lincoln said, “Don’t get overconfident, Hermie. Benny Polacek is no dunce.”

“He’ll show,” Joyce said. “I’m to be in the alley next to the Adams Furniture Store at nine P.M. That gives you three hours to get a camera set up.”

“That’s down in my old part of town,” I said, frowning. “He picked a fine spot. There’s a warehouse across the street with no windows in front and there’s a blank wall on the opposite side of the alley. What do you mean, he’s not suspicious? He wouldn’t go to all that trouble to make a single sale if he didn’t smell some kind of rat.”

“He’s just careful,” Joyce said. “My junkie pals tell me he always sets it up like that when he makes the first pass. Once he’s thoroughly satisfied with a new customer and the guy has become a regular, he can walk right into Polacek’s apartment and get a pop. But for the initial sale he always picks a spot hard to cover by camera and he checks all along both sides of the street for stakeouts before he’ll move in.”

“That’s because he’s a three-time loser,” Carl said. “He can’t afford another fall. But he has to keep dredging up new clients when the old ones commit suicide, or get shot trying to pull jobs to feed their monkeys, or get committed to the loony bin. Poor guy. My heart bleeds for the sonovabitch.”

“We’ll have to leave the way in wide open,” I said. “We can’t have cops lurking in doorways if he’s going to be watching. And I don’t know where we can set up a camera in that spot.”

“So we’ll use the panel truck,” Carl said.

I gave him a disgusted look. “On a pro like Benny Polacek? He took his first fall as a result of film evidence from a panel truck. With a truck in sight, he wouldn’t sell a pop to his poor old mother.”

Carl said, “Well, suppose we run down that way and case the lay.”

We didn’t take Herman Joyce with us. We sent him back to the South Side poolroom where he had been hanging out for the past two weeks, making friends with junkies and periodically acting as though he too had a monkey on his back. I told him not to try to contact us again but just to show up in the alley at the appointed time. I assured him he didn’t have to worry about us not being there.

The Adams Furniture Store was on Nevins Street in the heart of the Polish section. As I had recalled, the warehouse across the street didn’t have a single window along its front, and the side wall of the building across the alley was equally blank. There were some second-floor windows overlooking the alley from the furniture store, but they were too high up. A camera aimed down at that angle would get only the tops of heads, and if Polacek wore a hat, his face would never appear in camera range.

A number of cardboard cartons piled next to the furniture store in the alley gave us the idea. None were big enough to conceal a man, but we figured the addition of a larger one wouldn’t be likely to attract attention. I knew the store owner, whose name had been Adamski before he shortened it to Adams, and who was a fellow member of the South Side Polish Club. The store had closed at six, so I called him at home from a pay booth. He came down, opened up the store, and let us choose a carton from the supply in his basement. We took one that a refrigerator had been shipped in.

By eight P.M. we were all set. Adamski loaned us some packaging tape to seal the top of the refrigerator carton shut; we cut one side of it down the center and along the top and bottom edges to form a sort of double swinging door. Carl picked out a small but substantial carton strong enough to bear his weight and seated his lanky frame on it inside the bigger carton. He cut a hole at eye level for the camera and another, larger one low down between his feet. The latter was for the battery-powered infrared lamp we used to take night moving pictures when we didn’t want suspects to know they were being filmed.

We unscrewed the bulbs in the green-shaded lamps over the rear doors of both buildings, so that the only light filtering into the alley came from a street lamp in front of the warehouse across the street. Carl had objected to unscrewing the bulbs on the grounds that finding them unlit might make Polacek suspicious. But I figured the pusher had probably cased the place in the daytime and wouldn’t realize later that they were supposed to be on. And, in the event he decided to check the rears of the two buildings, I wanted it to be too dark back there for him to be able to see me.

I took up a position behind the furniture store and waited.

Waiting is a necessary part of police work, but that doesn’t make me like it any better. For most of an hour I shifted from foot to foot, hungering for a cigarette. My only consolation was knowing that Carl was finding the wait even more tedious. It was a fairly warm June night, and that closed carton must have been a sweatbox.

At ten to nine I heard footsteps enter the alley, and there was a low whistle. Peering around the corner, I saw the dim form of rookie Herman Joyce silhouetted at the alley mouth. When I gave an equally low answering whistle, he leaned his back against the brick wall on the opposite side of the alley and waited.

Exactly at nine there was the sound of a car parking in front of the furniture store. A car door slammed, then I heard footsteps going away. For a moment I was puzzled, then I remembered what Joyce had said about Polacek’s precautions about checking for possible police stakeouts before moving in for the contact.

He must have looked into every possible place of concealment on both sides of the street, for several minutes passed before I heard the footsteps enter the alley. There was a low mutter of voices. I waited, not even risking a look, until Joyce’s voice said loudly, “I guess this will hold me until next time, Benny.”

At this prearranged signal I stepped from behind the building and closed in fast. Benny Polacek tried to make a break, stumbled, and fell flat on his face when Herman Joyce thrust out a foot and tripped him. Moments later I had jerked the pusher to his feet and had his hands cuffed behind him.

Polacek yelled, “Cops!”—and the car waiting in front took off like a Polaris missile.

We hadn’t expected Polacek to arrive with a chauffeur, because he usually worked alone. Young Joyce ran to the alley mouth, but I heard the squeal of tires around a corner before Joyce reached the sidewalk, and I knew he hadn’t been able to get even a glimpse of it.

As Joyce returned from one direction and Carl, camera in hand, came over from the other, Benny Polacek peered at me in the dim light.

“Matt Rudd,” he said bitterly. “I walk into it for a lousy three-dollar-and-a-half pop.”

I looked him up and down. Benny Polacek was a chunkily built man of about thirty-five, not unhandsome in a swarthy sort of way.

I said, “Three-fifty tonight, but you figured on draining him of thirty to fifty a week if he became a regular customer, didn’t you, Benny?”

The pusher glowered at Joyce. “What do you get out of this, stoolie?”

If Polacek still didn’t realize he had been dealing with an undercover cop, I saw no point in disillusioning him. We might want to use the rookie again sometime.

“He gets off the hook for another rap,” I said, turning to Joyce. “Take off, punk.”

Carl held out his hand and said, “First, we’ll have that evidence.”

Joyce handed him a small folded paper such as sleeping powders used to come in. After dropping it into a manila envelope and sealing the flap, Carl held the envelope against the brick wall and initialed it. Then he handed his pen to Joyce, who also initialed it.

Meanwhile, I shook down the suspect and removed three one-dollar bills and a half dollar from his side pants pocket. We all moved out to the sidewalk where there was more light, and I had Joyce examine the money. His initials were on the bills in ink, and the half dollar was marked with red fingernail polish.

Carl put the money into another envelope, and he and Joyce initialed it also.

“Now you can take off,” Carl said to the rookie. “Just be around when we need you.”

“Yes, sir,” Joyce said, and hurried off up the street.

Carl said, “Who was your driver tonight, Benny?”

“Baldy Mason,” Polacek snarled at him.

William (Baldy) Mason is our police commissioner.

“You’re hilarious,” I said. “Let’s go downtown so you can regale the booking sergeant.”

At headquarters Polacek was a little surprised when we took him straight to the felony section instead of first questioning him in the squadroom. I thought it might do him good to mull over the reason for this departure from routine procedure.

“We don’t need to ask you anything, Benny. This is your fourth fall, so you’re cooked. This time you get stashed away for life.”

He licked his lips. “I want to call my lawyer.”

“Tomorrow, maybe. Tonight we’d rather have you muse upon your sins without benefit of legal advice.”

“I know my rights, Sergeant. I’m entitled to counsel.”

“We know ours, too,” I informed him. “We can hold you twenty-four hours on suspicion before we lodge a formal charge, and we don’t have to let you phone anybody until the charge is lodged.” I turned to the desk sergeant. “For the moment he’s in on an open charge. Got an isolated cell where he can’t converse with the other prisoners?”

“Sure. O.K., mister. Take off your clothes.”

The men’s felony section is in the basement, and there isn’t any danger of any women wandering in, because you have to be admitted through a barred door even to get to the booking desk. Polacek stripped right in front of the desk. His personal possessions, except for cigarettes and a lighter, were listed on a property sheet, which he signed, then were sealed in a large manila envelope with a copy of the list stapled to it. Then he was led off to the shower, which is mandatory for every newly admitted prisoner even if he is arrested as he steps out of a bathtub. When he got out of the shower his clothing, except for his belt, would be handed back to him.

As he was led off, I called, “We’ll be back to see you tomorrow afternoon, Benny.”

Upstairs in the squadroom we found Herman Joyce waiting for us.

“How’d it go?” he asked.

“He’s in the can,” I said. “You did a good job, kid. Tomorrow morning you can get a haircut and report back to Metro. I’ll phone your skipper and suggest you deserve a couple of days off.”

“Gee thanks, Sarge,” he said. “You ever need me again, just yell.”

“Don’t worry, we will,” I told him.





CHAPTER 2

Next morning I phoned Captain Parker, head of the Metropolitan Division, as I had promised. After commending Herman Joyce for his good work, I suggested he get a couple of days’ leave as a reward.

Parker said he thought he could arrange it.

Carl Lincoln and I weren’t due to report in until five P.M. since the night trick works from five until one in the morning. But when we both checked into the squadroom at one P.M., we found Captain Maurice Spangler in his office.

The head of the Vice, Gambling, and Narcotics Division is a square-bodied, grizzled man in his early sixties, who normally has the affable manner of a traveling salesman. I say normally because on occasion he can be about as affable as a Gila monster.

This afternoon he was in a cordial mood. Smiling at Carl, who had entered the office first, he said, “What are you doing here so early, Corporal?” Then he spotted me behind Carl. “You too, Rudowski? Something must be up.”

Outside of my old neighborhood on the South Side, very few people call me Rudowski. I’m not ashamed of the name and I’m proud of my Polish ancestry. But when you have to give your name over the phone to strangers a dozen times a day, Mateuz Rudowski requires too much repeating and, quite often, spelling out. People understand me instantly when I say Matt Rudd. But for some perverse reason Maurice Spangler insists on using my real name.

When Carl and I were both seated, I said, “We’ve got Benny Polacek in the can, Captain. We nailed him at nine last night.”

Spangler looked gratified. “How good’s your evidence?”

“We haven’t seen the film yet. We left it at the lab last night. We thought maybe the D.A. would want to see it before we make the next move. We got the junk in a marked envelope and the money in another, of course, so I think we can nail him even if the film turns out blank.”

“The junk been analyzed yet?”

“Should have been by now. We left it at the lab.”

Spangler picked up his desk phone and called the Crime Lab. He asked for George Abbot, then after a few moments conversation he hung up again.

“The package was ten grains,” he said. “One grain of heroin and nine grains of powdered milk sugar. They sure gyp the poor suckers, don’t they?”

“Nine to one is about standard,” I said. “The junkies know it’s cut, but what can they do? And one grain is enough to get a conviction.”

The captain picked up the phone again and told the switchboard operator to get him the D.A.’s office. When he got through, he asked to speak to the District Attorney, Norman Dollinger.

After a moment’s wait he said, “Norm? Maury Spangler. My boys caught Benny Polacek with the goods last night.”

There was another pause, then: “Pretty solid. We haven’t seen the film yet. I thought you might want to see it too when it’s run.”

After listening, Spangler said, “O.K. Fine,” and hung up. “He’s coming right over,” he announced. “We’re to meet him in the lab.”

We all three took the stairs to the third floor and walked down the hall to the Crime Lab. Plump George Abbot was inside, peering through a microscope, but he looked up when we entered.

“Afternoon, Captain,” he said. “Hi, Rudd, Lincoln.”

The captain said, “The D.A.’s coming over to look at Rudowski’s and Lincoln’s film, George. Want to set it up in the projector?”

“Sure,” Abbot said.

Rising, he led us into the windowless projection room, which also doubled as the ballistics lab. Selecting a roll of film from a rack, he held it up to the ceiling light to examine a few feet.

“Looks pretty clear,” he said, and began putting it into the projector.

The county courthouse is only across the street from Police Headquarters. By the time Abbot had the film strung into place, the D.A. had arrived.

Norman Dollinger was a tall, slightly stooped man in his mid-fifties with a thin, studious face and horn-rimmed glasses. I suppose he was an efficient enough district attorney, but he was first a machine politician and second a servant of the people. I didn’t hold this against him, because you can’t hold office in either the city or county of St. Cecilia unless you are a machine politician. But I did hold it against him that he made a pretense of being dedicated to equal law enforcement for all, when everybody knew he winked at local rackets which had machine protection. He was up in arms over the narcotics racket solely because the machine wanted it stamped out.

The film was gratifyingly clear for an infrared job, since they don’t always come out perfect. Benny Polacek’s face was easily identifiable as he passed the junk and received payment for it. After the showing was over, Dollinger examined the other evidence and nodded with satisfaction.

“He couldn’t beat it with Clarence Darrow defending him,” he said. “Let’s go downstairs and talk to him.”

The captain returned to his office instead of going downstairs with us. Carl, the D.A., and I descended to the basement together.

The felony section is built for maximum security. You can’t even get into the booking room until the desk sergeant looks you over and presses a buzzer to release the barred entry door. No one but police officers and officers of the court are allowed farther than that, lawyers and other visitors having to wait for prisoners to be brought to the visitors’ grille. And even officers can’t carry any kind of weapon beyond the booking room.

Checking our guns at the desk, we waited for the desk sergeant to buzz open the first door to the cell blocks. Four feet beyond this was a second door which also had an electric lock controlled from the desk. It was impossible for both doors to be open at once: the first had to be closed and locked before the second would open.

Beyond the second door were the cells, three banks of them, walled with two-inch-thick plexiglass so that the patrolling inside guard could see into them at all times. Only the doors to the cells were of barred steel.

We didn’t have to ask the guard which cell Benny Polacek was in, for we could see right through them all, as though the occupants were all in one big room. He was in the far corner of the third bank, isolated from other prisoners by a distance of several cells.

When the three of us stopped in front of his barred door, Polacek looked up sullenly. Then, as he recognized the district attorney, his expression changed to one of surprise.

“Well, well,” he said. “How come the D.A. himself is interested in small potatoes like me? I expected about a twelfth assistant.”

Norman Dollinger looked him over estimatingly, then said to me, “He doesn’t seem to have the shakes.”

“He’s not a user,” I said. “Just a pusher.”

“Yeah,” Carl said. “The slob doesn’t even have the excuse of being hooked himself. He just likes the money. We saw him bareass naked last night, and there isn’t a needle mark on him.”

Dollinger turned his attention back to the prisoner. “We just ran the film of your last night’s transaction, Polacek,” he said crisply. “It came out quite well. An analysis of the product you sold shows it was cut heroin. And of course by now you realize the money you accepted was marked. Looks as though we have an open-and-shut case.”

“So I take the fall,” the pusher said with a shrug. “How come you’re telling me? All your assistants busy?”

“We consider you an important case, Benny. We’ve been laying for you for some time. We can put you away for life with no hope of parole, you know.”

Benny Polacek’s eyes narrowed. In a slow voice he said, “The way you say that, I smell the offer of a deal.”

“You smell correctly. As you say, you’re small potatoes. Ordinarily you’d just be a routine report on my desk, and I wouldn’t even bother to look at the evidence against you. You wouldn’t rate as low as a twelfth assistant, because I only happen to have five, but you’d be handled by the junior member of my staff. How would you like to walk out of here with all charges dropped?”

Benny Polacek’s eyes grew large. “You’re kidding.”

“Not at all. You mean nothing to us. The minute we salt you away, some other vermin will take over your customers. Pushers are a dime a dozen. We want the man who supplies the pushers. The wholesale outlet.”

Polacek’s eyes remained large. “You mean if I give you his name, you’ll let me walk out of here?”

The D.A. shook his head. “It’s not going to be that easy. You’re going to have to set him up, just as you were set up. We want photographic evidence of you making a buy, plus your testimony on the stand. We won’t settle for just a name. You’re off the hook only when we get a conviction.”

The prisoner’s eyes returned to normal size. “I might of known there’d be a gimmick. How long you think I’d live after the trial?”

“A long time, if you fully cooperate. We also want from you the name of every retailer you know. If we smash the entire ring, you’ll be safe enough.”

Polacek emitted a bitter laugh. “For a D.A., you ain’t been around much. A guy squeals and he’s done. Even if you picked up everybody in the business, every gun in town would be after me. They never let a pigeon get away with it, even when they got no ax to grind.”

“The code of the underworld,” I growled. “You’ve been seeing too many B movies. Nobody in any other racket is going to give a hoot in hell if you rat on a horse distributor, Benny. But if it makes you feel better, we’ll furnish you protection after the trial until you get out of town. You’d be better off living somewhere else under a new name than rotting your life away in the joint.”

He thought this over before answering. “I’d have one eye over my shoulder the rest of my life.”

“Better than having the handle of a pickax over your shoulder,” Carl said. “Would you rather make little ones out of big ones the rest of your life?”

Polacek thought some more. Finally he said, “Can I chew this over a while?”

“No,” Dollinger said definitely. “It’s a take-it-or-leave-it proposition. You can decide right now.”

“Umm. Can I talk to a lawyer before I decide?”

“If you wish. But any reputable lawyer will advise you to jump at the chance. What lawyer do you want to talk to?”

Polacek considered for some time. “How about Martin Bonner?”

The D.A. looked surprised. “He’s pretty high class for a pusher. Do you think you can get him to represent you?”

“I don’t know. He won’t know me from a hole in the wall when I call him. I just figure he’s tops, and’ll give me a right steer. Maybe you could ask him to listen to me.”

Dollinger glanced at me, and I moved my head in indication that I wanted to talk to him out of Polacek’s earshot. We walked a few yards away, Carl trailing after us.

“I was going to put in an objection when you said he could talk to a lawyer,” I said. “Chances are any lawyer he deals with regularly would also represent the wholesaler, and that would shoot the whole works. But Bonner’s as honest as they come. He couldn’t possibly have any connection with the dope ring.”

“No, I’m sure he couldn’t,” Dollinger agreed. “He seldom even takes criminal cases. Essentially he’s an estate and corporation man. Why do you suppose Polacek picked him?”

“Maybe for the reason he said,” Carl suggested. “He knows Bonner will give him a right steer.”

“Then suppose we let him phone Bonner,” the D.A. said.

But when we returned to his cell Benny Polacek had a further condition. He insisted that he be allowed to talk to the lawyer with no one eavesdropping. He stipulated that he be allowed to call from a public phone booth, with no cops within hearing range.

“I got a right to private consultation with my attorney,” he said. “It’s that way or nothing.”

The district attorney nodded and I said, “There’s one in the headquarters waiting room, Benny. How’s that?”

Benny Polacek said that would be fine.





CHAPTER 3

We checked Polacek out and took him upstairs. The public phone booth was in the far corner of the waiting room. We led the prisoner over to it, and Dollinger looked up Martin Bonner’s number in the book. Stepping into the booth, he dropped a dime and dialed.

We all stood outside the open door of the booth as the district attorney asked for Martin Bonner.

After a moment he said, “Marty? This is Norm Dollinger. Do you happen to know a Benjamin Polacek?”

There was a pause, then: “I didn’t think you would. He’s not exactly your type of client. The police picked him up last night for peddling heroin. We’ve offered him a deal, but he insists on legal advice before accepting it and he chose you as the adviser. I’d appreciate it if you’d talk to him. I’m not asking you to accept him as a client. I just want you to talk to him on the phone for a minute.”

After another pause, Dollinger said, “He’s right here. I’ll put him on.”

Stepping from the booth, he handed the phone to Polacek. The pusher moved into the booth, but left the door open.

“You officers mind going over by the desk where I can see you?” he said. “I don’t want you sneaking up alongside the booth to listen in.”

With a shrug, Dollinger moved over to the desk. Carl and I followed. We stood there, about twenty feet away, watching.

Polacek kept one eye on us as he spoke into the phone. We could see his lips move as he spoke at considerable length, but we couldn’t hear a thing he said at that distance. When he finished speaking, he listened for some time, periodically nodding. Once or twice his lips moved as he injected some comment.

All at once his voice came to us clearly. “Hello! Hello!” He reached up to jiggle the hook, repeated it a couple of times more, then stuck his head out from the booth.

“We got cut off,” he called. “One of you officers got another dime?”

We all felt in our pockets, and I came up with one. Dollinger followed me over to the booth.

When I handed Polacek the dime, he said to the D.A., “What’s that number again, Mr. Dollinger?”

“Channel 7-3241,” Dollinger said.

Polacek dropped the coin, then waved us back to the desk. Retreating, we watched as he redialed and again conversed in a tone too low to hear at that distance. The conversation went on for a good five minutes before he finally hung up and stepped from the booth.

When he came over to the desk he said, “You win, Mr. Dollinger. Let’s go somewhere quiet where we can talk.”

“I told you any reputable lawyer would advise you to go along,” the D.A. said.

Polacek grinned at him. “I figured that. I just wanted advice on how to get the best deal. I thought maybe I could get an agreement of immunity in writing from you, but Bonner says not to push my luck. He says he’s sure you wouldn’t sign anything, but your word is good. That’s good enough for me.”

The district attorney stared at him coldly. “You thought I might sign my name to a written agreement with a criminal?”

“No harm in trying, is there? Bonner said the suggestion would probably make you mad. Shall we find that quiet place?”

We took him upstairs to the squadroom. He took his time settling himself in a chair and getting a cigarette going before he spoke. Then he said, “The name of the wholesaler is going to knock your hats off. Better fasten your safety belts.”

“Get on with it,” Dollinger said impatiently.

“It’s Goodie White.”

All three of us stared at him. “Goodie White?” Dollinger repeated incredulously.

“Uh-huh.”

Goodman White was city councilman from the Twelfth Ward. It didn’t surprise me that the councilman was involved in a racket, because many of St. Cecilia’s politicians were. It just surprised me that he was involved in narcotics.

St. Cecilia isn’t a syndicate town, and there are no protected rackets in the sense that anyone gets paid off to leave them alone. But there is a political hierarchy which operates in a somewhat feudal manner. At the top, the city and county administrations, both parts of the same machine, exercise limited dictatorial power over an army of lieutenants whose influence varies according to the number of votes they control.

Some, such as Goodie White, deliver the vote of only a single ward. Others control whole districts, or even several districts. But both the big and the small operate much as did feudal barons, owing allegiance to the princes who run the machine while retaining a degree of independence to run things as they see fit in their own areas. Many are honest men; probably as many more are involved in rackets of different sorts. As long as the rackets stay within tacitly prescribed limits, the powers that be look the other way.

The prescribed limits are pretty strict. A ward leader can get away with operating a discreet gambling house, a string of bookie joints, a lottery, or a call-girl racket so long as he continues to deliver the vote. He pays nothing to protect such rackets, but any cop unwise enough to interfere with them is likely to be called on the carpet by old Baldy Mason, our politically appointed police commissioner, and advised to stop persecuting Baldy’s political colleagues. Persistence can get you transferred to the sticks.

But two things are out: murder and narcotics. This isn’t because of any humanitarianism on the part of the administration. It’s simply that the machine wants to stay entrenched, and is wise enough to know the public will put up with only so much. Activities which might bring on a clamor for reform aren’t tolerated. No one, regardless of political power, can get away with either murder or dope peddling in St. Cecilia.

That’s why I was surprised at hearing the name of Goodie White. If what Polacek said was true, the councilman had been laying himself wide open to being thrown to the wolves.



OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Cover.jpg
[ PROLOGUE BOOKS ==

THREE NEAT BULLET
THE COPS HOLDINS

{ICHARD DEMING





OEBPS/OEBPS/images/prologue.gif
PROLOGUE!






