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Chapter 1

 

This is my rifle.  There are many like it, but this one is mine.  My rifle is my best friend.  It is my life.  I must master it as I must master my life. 

The mantra, pounded into his head during basic training, ran through his brain automatically as he sighted through the Kahles 10X scope, the reticule resting on the front door of the building over four hundred yards away.

My rifle without me is useless.  Without my rifle, I am useless.  I must fire my rifle true.  I must shoot straighter than my enemy who is trying to kill me.  I must shoot him before he shoots me.  I will.

He made a slight adjustment to the scope to compensate for the wind, blowing from his left at what he gauged to be fourteen miles per hour.  It was always windy in San Francisco.

My rifle and myself know that what counts in war is not the rounds we fire, the noise of our bursts, nor the smoke we make.   We know it is the hits that count.  We will hit.

He shivered slightly as he lay in his "hide" on top of the building.  It was a late Sunday afternoon in October, and the sun had already set behind the coastal hills.  What little warmth it provided was gone as the shadows crept over him.  He was secure that he could not be seen, even from above.  He had constructed his "hide" to resemble the heating and air conditioning apparatus on the roof.  Made of reinforced cardboard, it was painted exactly the same and was the same size and shape as the others.  It would burn nicely, once he was done with it.

My rifle is human, even as I, because it is my life.  Thus, I will learn it as a brother.  I will learn its weaknesses, its strengths, its parts, its accessories, its sights, and its barrel.  I will ever guard it against the ravages of weather and damage.  I will keep my rifle clean and ready, even as I am clean and ready.  We will become part of each other.  We will.

He chuckled to himself at that part.  Clean and ready?  Of course he kept his rifle clean and ready, but there were times he could hardly stand his own stench from the days spent stalking his prey, days during which he hardly slept or ate.  Bodily functions were ignored.  He would not eat, and drink only small quantities of water to minimize the waste his body would eliminate.  When he had to dispose of his waste, he did so where he lay, not moving from his position.  Moving meant dying, and he had no intention of dying.  Urine dried soon enough.

But his rifle, that was another story.  The SIG SG 550-1 sniper rifle was one of the finest weapons for its purpose in the world.  Manufactured in Switzerland by Schweizersche Industrie Gesellschaft, it was a semi-automatic rifle chambered in .223 Remington caliber, using the 556 mm x 45mm cartridge.

First manufactured in 1989, its design is based on the SIG 550 military assault rifle, the main issue battle rifle of the Swiss army, with sniper specific features developed in close co-operation with police special units.  Its design concept forgoes many of the requirements a military sniper might need, such as the simplicity of a bolt action chambering system to prevent malfunctions and jams, and a smaller caliber rather than the long range capability of the typical .308 caliber. Police snipers typically operate under 100 meters, though the accuracy requirements for the SIG SG 550-1 are the same as for military sniper weapons.  It can be deadly accurate up to 500 meters, and in the proper hands, targets up to one thousand meters are not safe.

Before God, I swear this creed.  My rifle and myself are defenders of my country.  We are the masters of our enemy.  We are the saviors of my life.  So be it, until there is no enemy, but PEACE.

He lay on his stomach, feet spread for stability, rifle butt snug against his shoulder.  The plastic stock felt so smooth against his face, the cheek piece seemed almost form-fitted to his cheek.  He gently rubbed his face against it, loving the feeling of power that emanated from the rifle.  He lay perfectly still, knowing his quarry would be emerging from the building very soon, knowing it would be the last thing he ever did.

 

 


 

 

 

Chapter 2

 

The Forty-Niners had barely pulled out a win over the Saints, thanks to a 43 yard field goal in sudden death overtime.  Vince and his two sons were stuck in the mass of traffic trying to get out of the Candlestick Park parking lot.  Other fans walking to their cars through the lot were still whooping it up, flush with their team's victory.

"Great game, Dad," Tony, his oldest son, said.  "Thanks.  It was great!"

"Yeah, great!" his younger son, Scott, chimed in.

"It was a good time, wasn't it boys?  And the Niners winning is just the icing on the cake."

"Yep.  When can we go again?"  Scott asked.

"Well, the team is on the road for the next two weeks, but maybe I can score some more tickets for the next home game.  Anybody know who they'll be playing?"

Both boys spoke at the same time, "The Rams!"

"The HATED Rams, right, boys?"

"Right, Dad, the HATED Rams!"

Traffic was moving slowly toward the exits, and it took over three quarters of an hour before they got out of the parking lot.  Vince took the frontage road by Candlestick Point, then drove up the on ramp for Highway 101 heading north.  Traffic picked up a bit and Vince was able to speed up to 45 miles per hour.  The boys had settled down once they were on the freeway and were looking out the windows at the passing scenery.  Vince tuned the radio to the post game show to listen to the re-cap and catch the stats for the teams.  Tony was reading the game program and Scott had slouched in the back seat and was starting to doze off.  It had been a good day, and Vince was in a happy mood.

Taking the Highway 280 cutoff to avoid some of the traffic on Highway 101, Vince got off at Third Street, then turned right on Bryant and got back on Highway 80 at the foot of the Bay Bridge.   Traffic on the bridge was moving at the limit and Vince guessed they would make it to their home in Concord in less than half an hour.
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Maggie looked at her watch and saw it had been almost an hour since the game ended.  She knew Vince and the boys wouldn't be hungry so she decided not to make dinner.  She knew their routine at the games, and knew they would be thoroughly stuffed with hot dogs, nachos, cotton candy, ice cream, and anything else they got the urge to eat.  She had watched the finish of the game on television, but wasn't much of a fan and didn't mind not going with her husband and the boys.  She went into the kitchen and grabbed a beer from the refrigerator just as the phone rang.

"Hello?  Oh, hi, Bobby.  No he's not home yet.  He took the boys to the football game.  Should be home in a half hour or so.  Yes, I'll tell him. Yes, Bobby, as soon as he gets in, I promise.  Bye."  She hung up, smiling to herself and shaking her head.

The call was from Vince's new partner, Robert Mattox, for the third time that weekend to remind Vince to come by his house in the morning and pick him up.  It was his first day in the Homicide Division and he was very nervous. 

Maggie thought about Bobby's upbringing and his past experience with the police department. From what Vince had told her, she felt he would be a good partner for her husband.  Knowing that relieved some of the worry she felt every time her husband left for work.  She knew Mattox had grown up in the Bayview-Hunters Point District, located in the southeastern portion of San Francisco, an economically depressed area that was the site of the former Hunters Point Naval Shipyard.  When Bobby was growing up, residential development was slowed due to the large industrial sector there and because of the problems with pollution from the shipyard, including radiation.  A lot of the housing was the old military housing built fifty years earlier.  It was one of the poorest and most crime-ridden areas of the city, with the majority of the population being African-American.  She felt Bobby's street knowledge would be an asset to him and would help him and her husband in their dangerous work.

Vince had told her that Mattox was able to work his way out of the ghetto through his love of learning.  He enjoyed school and was an enthusiastic student who was always at the top of his class.  Though his family was poor, both his mother and father worked hard at low-paying unskilled jobs, making barely enough money to provide the necessities for them and their two sons, with nothing to spare. The day Bobby graduated from high school was the last day he lived in Bayview-Hunters Point.

Vince said he would tease Mattox about his first job as a bicycle messenger in the financial district.  She knew that Bobby had enrolled at City College of San Francisco. He continued to work as a messenger for a few weeks until he was hired as a campus security officer.  After he received his two-year degree, he applied to and was accepted by the San Francisco Police Department. 

When she first met Bobby, he told her he had been with the department for nine years.  She had known that eighteen months earlier he had been a patrol officer assigned to a task force headed by Vince, investigating a series of vigilante killings.  The local paper had dubbed the suspect the Retribution Killer because his victims were the worst type of criminals who had committed the most heinous crimes and, for one reason or another had escaped justice.  They did not escape the Retribution Killer. 

Mattox had been assigned to one of many two man search teams looking for the murder scene, and had found a seemingly insignificant piece of information that ended up leading Vince to the location of the murders and, ultimately, the suspects.  Because of his involvement with the task force and the interaction with the homicide inspectors, he had found what he really wanted to do.  He wanted to be a homicide inspector.

Two months after the killer had been caught he took the test for inspector, finishing third on the list.  It took another six months before he was promoted and assigned to the auto theft bureau.  He was happy there, glad to be an inspector, and quickly earned a reputation as an enthusiastic investigator, with good skills and common sense, and seemingly blessed with better than average luck.  In his first seven months, he located and shut down six auto chop shops, recovering twenty-three stolen autos in various states of being dismantled and arresting seventeen suspects, from the actual auto thieves to the dismantlers and chop shop owners.

The information he wrung from the suspects during his skillful interrogation lead to the Coast Guard and Customs officers boarding a ship due to sail to Mexico with thirty five stolen autos and more than two thousand auto parts on board.   It was the biggest recovery in the history of law enforcement in California and shut down a major buyer and distributor of stolen cars and parts, ending a five million dollar a year fencing operation.

Vince had told her Mattox had stayed in touch with him ever since he left the task force, asking for his advice and guidance while preparing to take the inspector's test, and as soon as he found out he had received his inspectors badge, Vince was the first person he called to tell the news. Vince said he was amused by Mattox's enthusiasm and somewhat flattered by his admiration, and made it a point to follow his exploits.  Vince felt Mattox would make an exceptional homicide investigator and told him he would put in a word for him with his boss, Lieutenant Simons.

Between the publicity Mattox received about the auto theft case, Vince's talk with his boss, and the request for Mattox's transfer by Lieutenant Simons, Mattox's paperwork was expedited and his transfer pushed through without delay.  He was assigned as Vince's partner at Vince's request.

Vince was just driving onto the Highway 24 on-ramp off Highway 580, heading toward the Caldecott Tunnel, when the newscaster announced a breaking story. "This just in, folks. We have received word that the Consul from the Jordanian Consular Office in San Francisco, Khalid Habash, has been shot and killed while exiting the Consulate on Mission Street.  He was shot immediately upon leaving the front doors of the five story building. Habash was taken to San Francisco General Hospital where he was pronounced dead a few minutes after his arrival.  San Francisco Police are on the scene, but have declined to provide any further information at this time, claiming it is too early in the investigation to issue a statement.  Stay tuned for further news as we receive it."

"Shit," Vince muttered, knowing his cell phone would be ringing any minute.  He called Maggie and asked if the Department had called him. "No, why do you ask?" Maggie said.  He told her of the shooting and that he figured he would be called in to help work the case.  Just then, his call waiting beeped.

"Got another call, Babe.  I'll be home in about ten minutes."  He clicked over to the incoming call and found it was the on-duty homicide supervisor.  He was ordering Vince to report to the office as soon as possible.

Vince called Maggie back and told her he had to go in to work and asked her to get his stuff ready.  He then called Mattox and told him what had happened.  "You feel like getting an early start, Bobby?" he asked.

"Absolutely, Vince.  Want me to meet you downtown, or can you come by and get me?"  Mattox lived in Pleasant Hill, a small city just west of Concord.

"I'll be by in a half hour.  Be ready."  Vince disconnected the call as he took the Treat Boulevard exit off the highway and headed to his house.

 

 


 

 

 

Chapter 3

 

Vince stood where Habash had been when he was shot, facing the same direction.  He looked around, trying figure out where the sniper could have shot from.  Several buildings in the immediate area could have provided the gunman with a clear view of the doorway, but Vince noticed the trajectory was not quite right.  Habash had been struck almost directly from the front, the bullet passing through his body in a downward direction, indicating the shooter had been firing from an elevated position, and since it had passed almost straight through him, he had to have been directly facing the sniper.  As he stood there, Vince turned up the collar of his jacket to ward off the cold wind that seemed to pass right through him.  Night was falling and the street lights had come on, their light reflecting off the thin fog flowing through the City, creating glowing halos around each bulb.

Vince saw an empty lot directly across from the consulate, and a three-story apartment building that had to be on Natoma Street almost four hundred yards away.  "That's where the shooter was," he muttered to himself.  Turning, he said, "Bobby, come with me," and began walking quickly across the street.

"Where we going, Vince?" Mattox asked, as he hurried to keep up with him.

Pointing at the apartment building, he said, "There.  That's where the shooter was."

"Should we get some backup?"  Bobby asked, struggling to keep up with him.

"Don't need it.  He's long gone by now.  I've already told the scene commander where we're going. We'll check the roof first.  My guess is that's where the shot came from."  They walked in silence until they reached the building.  Vince led Bobby to the outside staircase that zigzagged its way up the side of the building, taking care not to touch the handrail so that any possible fingerprints would not be disturbed.  Taking the steps two at a time, Vince drew his Smith and Wesson semi-auto pistol as he got to the roof.  Mattox, following close behind, drew his own weapon when he saw Vince pull his out of the holster.

Vince cautiously stepped onto the roof and quickly looked around, sweeping the rooftop with his eyes and the pistol.

"So let me get this straight," Mattox said from behind Vince, scanning the roof with his own gun drawn.  "We don't need backup, but we do need to have our guns out.  Anything about that strike you as strange, Vince?"

Vince chuckled softly, saying, "Just being careful, Bobby.  You can never be too careful, ya know."

Vince and Bobby walked around the roof, checking carefully for the suspect.  When they knew there was no one there they holstered their pistols. Vince began walking slowly around, making a more thorough search for evidence.  Near the edge facing the Jordanian Consulate he saw a blackened area that appeared to be burnt.  He walked over to the area, stooped down and rubbed his fingers over it.  He sniffed them, then took out his handkerchief and wiped his fingers.

"What's that, Vince?" Mattox asked, stooping down next to him.

"Something was recently burned up here.  I'd be willing to bet our shooter was responsible for it."

"Yeah?  Think he was covering up something?  Maybe destroying evidence?"

"That's exactly what I think.  He burned something, something made of heavy cardboard.  See," he said, pointing to some scraps of ash. "There's still a small piece of the cardboard that didn't burn.  He was destroying evidence from where he took the shot."

Vince stood up and said, "Take a look at the area around this burnt spot.  See if you can find a shell casing."

"OK, Vince, but if he was thorough enough to burn up the evidence, he's not going to leave a casing lying around," Mattox replied.

"Yeah, you're right, but let's take a look anyway." Turning toward him, Vince said, "Never cut corners, Bobby.  Always follow good, solid procedures, and be as thorough as you can, even if it seems a waste of time.  You just never know what you will find.  It may not be what you were looking for, but it may be important, and as insignificant as it may seem, it just might be the one piece of information you need to break the case.  Remember what you found on the warehouse door?  That led me to the Retribution Killer and solved the case."

"OK, OK.  I get it.  I'll take a look."  Mattox walked off, his eyes on the rooftop, muttering to himself.

Vince looked toward the Jordanian Consulate from the edge of the roof.  The five story building was clearly visible in the semi-darkness, and Vince could imagine the view in daylight.  He lay on his stomach next to the burnt area, facing the Consulate and found he had a clear line of sight over the short parapet at the edge of the building.   He simulated holding a rifle, sighting down the imaginary barrel.  This is where you did it, isn't it, he thought.   But why?  Why him?  Why this particular consulate?

Bobby completed his search of the rooftop, using his flashlight to peer under the pipes and vents.  He walked back to Vince just as Vince was getting up.

"Nothing, Vince.  I knew there wouldn't be anything."

"Go get the forensics guys, and tell them to bring a camera and tape measure."

"What?  What for?"

Looking down at the charred roof, he said, "You can just see scuff marks from his shoes, and the gravel has been pushed aside over here, probably where his elbows rested."

"Think so?" Mattox said. Walking over to where Vince was pointing, he shined his light on the roof.  He could see what Vince was referring to.  The gravel had been pushed aside, creating a small pile a few inches away.  "Makes sense, Vince.  He probably was up here for some time, waiting for Habash to leave.  The gravel would be pretty uncomfortable, so he moved it."

"Yep."  Turning to face Mattox, he asked, "What would you do now that you know that?" Mattox thought for a few seconds and, smiling ruefully, said, "I'd get a photographer here to take pictures, and I'd measure the distance between the scuff marks and the elbow mark.  Could give us an idea of the shooter's height, and by looking at the location of the two, I'd say he shoots right handed."

Vince applauded softly, saying, in his best British accent, "Very good, Watson!  But," he said, getting serious, "Don't assume the shooter was a man.  Could've been a woman, old sport."

Bobby laughed, saying, "I'll call for the forensic team right away," as he pulled the small police walkie-talkie from a rear pocket.

Vince stood at the edge of the roof, looking at the consulate, trying to get some sense of what the shooter was thinking, and some reason why he picked this particular consulate.  Vince knew there were over sixty consulates in San Francisco alone, and more in the Bay Area.  One thing he was certain of was that the shooter was a professional sniper, military or law enforcement trained.  He leaned more toward military training because of the patience and discipline the sniper must have had, waiting for his quarry to come out.  Vince knew the sniper had to have been on the roof for some time, as employees at the consulate had told him that Habash worked odd hours, coming and going at different times.  He did not have a routine, often working on Saturdays or Sundays, as he had today.

Who trains the best snipers? He thought.  The Marines, that's who. Our shooter most likely is, or was a marine.

His train of thought was disrupted by the arrival of the forensics team and photographer.  He directed the photographer to where and what to photograph, and assisted the crime scene technician in measuring the toe scuff and elbow marks left by the suspect.  Once the photographs had been taken and the measurements made, he lay down again on his stomach.  He assumed a shooter's pose, spreading his legs, making scuff marks in the gravel with the toes of his shoes.  Where his elbow rested on the roof, he wriggled it back and forth until he had moved the gravel away.  He then got up and measured the distance between the marks he had made, finding it was five feet seven inches, just four inches less than his height. Checking his notebook, he saw the measurement for the marks left by the shooter was five feet four inches.  That would make the shooter five foot seven to five foot nine inches tall.   Vince made a notation in his notebook.

Bobby was supervising the collection of evidence, and once he was satisfied there was nothing left to collect, told Vince he thought they were done.

"Did you get that bit of cardboard I found?"

"Yep.  Scraped some of the soot off the roof, too.  Took some samples of the gravel, in case we find anything to compare it to.  Other than that, there wasn't much here."

"OK, Bobby.  Good work.  Let's get back to the office.  I need to get this down on paper.

 

 


 

 

 

Chapter 4

 

The sniper gently wiped the last of the gun oil from the rifle, his movement almost like a caress. He folded the butt stock over and placed the gun in the black leather covered aluminum case, settling it in the foam rubber, pleased that it fit so precisely in the cutout.  Once the case was closed, it would protect the weapon and its delicate scope from damage. At a glance, it could very easily be mistaken for a large briefcase or a laptop computer carrier.  He placed it on the top shelf of the closet in his bedroom.  When he first saw the rifle, he was concerned that the modification of shortening the length of the barrel would affect the accuracy, but after test firing it at various ranges, and scoring almost dead center hits each time, his worries were allayed.  The rifle performed to his standards.

It had only been two hours since he had eliminated his first target and he was already planning his next mission.  There were twelve targets on the list he had memorized, and his instructions specified the order in which they were to be eliminated.  The Colonel had been very specific about that, and his orders were to be followed to the letter.

As he shut the closet door in the small apartment, his cell phone rang.  "Yes?" he said, sitting on the bed.

"I heard the first target has been taken care of.  Good work."

"Thank you, Colonel."

"I will call you when the next target is to be eliminated.  You're sure you know where to go, who the target is?" he said, a hint of anxiety in his voice.

"Yes, Sir.  I have it in my head."

"We can't have any mistakes.  This has to be done according to the plan."

"I understand, Sir.  You can count on me.  I won't let you down."

"I know you won't, Sergeant," he said after a few seconds, his voice softer and calmer.  "You were the best.  Still are.  I know you will complete your mission as ordered, just like in Bosnia."

"Yes, Sir.  I will do my best."

"Now, the money will be deposited to your account first thing tomorrow morning.  When we hear of the successful completion of your next assignment, we will deposit another $25,000 to the account, and each time a target is eliminated, another $25,000 will be paid.  If you are successful with all the targets, you will walk away with $300,000 tax free."  He had no intention of that happening, knowing the Sergeant would be the last victim.  

"Thank you, Sir."

"I will call you in a couple of days. Have a good night, Sergeant."

"You too, Sir."

"Semper Fi."

He hung up the phone and walked to the small bathroom to wash the solvent and gun oil off his hands.  He then changed his clothes, donning a pair of running shorts and a long sleeve t-shirt.  Lacing up his running shoes, he carefully locked the door behind him and placed the broom straw across the opening at the bottom.  If the straw were dislodged when he got back, he would know someone had entered the room while he was gone.  He went downstairs and out the door, then turned toward the high school three blocks away.  He would spend the next hour running around the track at the school, burning off the adrenalin coursing through his body, allowing him to sleep tonight.

As he ran, he thought about the next target, mentally reviewing the dossier he had memorized.  He knew the target's habits, when he arrived at the consulate, when and where he went to lunch, when he left for the evening.  He hadn't quite yet decided from where he would take the shot.  He did know that, unlike the first target, this one was predictable.  Every Tuesday, the target paid a visit to his mistress.  They would meet in the late afternoon at a favorite restaurant near Embarcadero Plaza, a short drive from the Consulate, for a quiet dinner together before returning to her apartment where she did things to him his wife would never consent to.  Of course his wife believed he was at his regular Tuesday night poker game.

The Sergeant knew that while the target was dallying with his mistress, his driver/bodyguard would be sitting in the bar at the restaurant where he could keep an eye on him.  The bodyguard would leave a minute or two early to check outside for any obvious threats, then escort them to the car, parked in a red zone twenty feet away.  The diplomatic plates prevented any over-zealous police officer from issuing a parking ticket.  Besides, it was obvious to the beat officers who the car belonged to and they left it alone.

He finished his run at the high school and began walking back to his apartment to cool down.  The sweat on his face and body cooled quickly in the cold, windy San Francisco night, chilling him.  He took the stairs to his dingy second floor apartment, foregoing the rickety elevator.  At the door, he bent down to inspect the straw he had left there, finding it undisturbed.  He removed it and unlocked the door.  He quickly stepped inside, flattening against the wall next to the door, closing it quickly behind him, standing perfectly still in the dark.  He did not move for a full two minutes, listening for unusual sounds inside or outside the apartment.  Once he was satisfied he was safe, he flicked on the lights.

It came to him while he was taking a shower.  He was reluctant to shoot from the roof of another building so soon after the first one.  He was still alive because he never under-estimated the enemy, and he wouldn't start now.  That was how good soldiers died. He knew the police were not stupid.  They would be concentrating on roof tops, using helicopters and maybe even small fixed wing airplanes, but he didn't believe it would be a problem this early in the game.  He decided to take the target from another rooftop.

He thought of the man's dossier, provided by the Colonel.  He knew that the bodyguard driver would get the car from the underground garage and park it out front.  He would have the rear door open and would be standing next to it until his boss left the consulate and walked the fifteen feet to the vehicle.  The bodyguard would then drive him to the restaurant.  He smiled to himself, thinking he would scout the area tomorrow and find his vantage point.  He was proud of his cleverness, and relaxed in the hot shower, letting it wash the tension from his body.  The hot water cascading over him was soothing and caused his mind to drift to another place and time, where the water was cold and the weather colder, a place where he was not supposed to be.

He had been temporarily assigned to the First Infantry Division in Bosnia as a sniper instructor, and, as there supposedly were no U.S. Marine forces there, his presence had been kept very quiet.  His transfer had been requested by a Major who knew of his shooting skills and ostensibly wanted him to train his troops in sniper tactics.  In reality, the Major was frustrated at what he considered the ridiculous rules of engagement the U.N. forced him to abide by, not allowing him to do his job and hindering him in the accomplishment of his mission.  The Major decided he needed to write his own rules, take action where and when needed, and for that he needed his own personal army.  He got it when he had the marine sniper transferred to his unit.

He would successfully complete eight missions for the Major in the next five months.  Eight exceptional shots with eight targets eliminated before being transferred back to the United States.

He would leave the military camp with a civilian work detail, dressed as they were, not speaking to anyone, until they were walking along a path next to a forest where he would gradually drop a short distance behind the others, then disappear into the woods.  He would retrieve his camouflage ghillie suit and sniper rifle, hidden inside a blasted and hollowed out tree trunk, and make his way on foot to his target's location.   After eliminating the target, he would make his way back, stashing the suit and rifle and once again donning the local civilian garb. He would join a returning work detail to get back into camp, where he would report to the major.  After six months he was sent back to the States and received an honorable discharge a year later.

 

 


 

 

 

Chapter 5

 

Vince stood on the street in front of the Jordanian Consulate four hours after the shooting, staring at the building, lost in thought.   Mattox was leaning against their car, parked at the curb, sipping a cup of coffee, watching the FBI agents who had arrived a couple of hours ago.  Bobby was surprised that they had not tried to take over the investigation.  They seemed to be content to let the SFPD handle the evidence collection and interviews, though an agent was always listening in while a witness was questioned. Bobby also noticed another person arrive and guessed he would be from the State Department.  Murdering a foreign consul really stirred up a hornet's nest, he thought.

"Bobby," Vince called, "What was the purpose of the shooting?"

"What?"  Mattox replied, grinning. "You don't know?"

"I have an idea, but I want to hear what your thoughts are.  We are partners, you know." 

"Well, it's probably got to do with something from the Middle East, some big political reason.  I'll bet it has to do with the unrest there.  Someone has a grudge against Jordan, or doesn't like their policies toward their neighbors, or some shit like that, or it was Israel. Frankly, my money is on Israel.  Those dudes don't mess around!   Their solution is to eliminate problems, and this just may be a problem they wanted gone."

"Well, yeah, that's a possibility, but doesn't it strike you as strange that there was no prior warning, no demands made of the Consul before the shooting?"

"Maybe the Consul just isn't telling us about it.  They could have been getting warnings all along and just not said anything."

"That's true, but they would have told us after the shooting.  I asked the security officer just that question. No, I think it is much simpler than that."

"Oh, yeah.  And what do you think the reason is?"

"Well. I've narrowed it down to a couple.  Its either personal, or it's about money."

"Really," Mattox said, draining the last of his coffee from the cup.  He crumpled the paper cup and tossed into the back seat of the car through the open window.  "And which one do you think it is?"

"I don't know yet.  Let's wait and see.  I got a feeling we will be hearing from someone about this.  Let's get back to the office.  I want to see if the crime lab found any usable prints on the roof top."

An hour later, Vince had made his way to the crime lab and was talking with the fingerprint analyst assigned to his case.  "Anything usable from the shooting scene?"

"Tons of prints.  That staircase and the railing at the top is a veritable thoroughfare.  We must have pulled a hundred possibles from there.  It's gonna take us a while to classify and compare these prints with all the elimination sets we got from the residents that live there."

"And don't think I don't appreciate it," Vince said, grinning at him.

"Yeah, yeah," he said, grinning back at Vince. "Now, go away so I can get some work done.  I suppose you want this done by the morning, right?"

"Actually, I need it immediately, if not sooner."

"Very funny, Torelli.  Get out of here before I accidentally lose this stuff for a couple of weeks."

"OK, OK, I'm going," Vince said as he backed out of the room, closing the door behind him. A couple of seconds later the door opened and Vince stuck his head in.  "Report will be on my desk by morning, right?"

"Get out, Torelli!" the analyst shouted, flinging a plastic water bottle at him.  Vince slammed the door just before the bottle hit. The analyst shook his head side to side, stifling a laugh, as he heard Torelli say through the closed door, "Assaulting a police officer is a felony, you know!"

Back in the office, Vince sat at his desk going over his notes.  There was nothing much of value there, other than the observations he had made at the rooftop.  He transferred the information to a clean page, placing the notes into groups to separate them into related items for clarity.  Once done, he re-read the list, then threw the tablet down on the desk in frustration.

There's nothing here.  It's too clean a scene.  This guy was a professional, very careful. He's done this before. Vince mulled this over in his head for a bit.  Think, Torelli.  A professional sniper, trained by the U.S. Government, and the Marines have the best. Vince added a notation to his notes to look into this more in the morning.  He yawned mightily, and decided to call it a day.  It was late, and he knew he would find out nothing new at this hour. He was tired and not thinking clearly.  Tomorrow was a new day and he could make a fresh start.  He locked his notebook in his desk and said to Mattox, "Wanna get something to eat?  It's past dinner time and I've not had anything since earlier this afternoon."

Bobby was on the phone arranging for the beat officers to canvass the area looking for other potential witnesses. He completed his instructions and hung up.  "Sure, I'm starving.  You buying?"

"Of course not!  Who's the junior man here, Rookie?"

"I should've known.  OK, Vince.  What do you feel like?  Jack in the Box, Burger King?"

"I feel like an Outback steak, Bobby.  You're paying, so I get to pick the spot."

"That apply to me when it's your turn to buy?"

"Of course not.  I'm still senior man."

"Thought so," Mattox said, walking toward the office door.

"Torelli, Jackson, get in here," Lt. Simons called just before they left the office.  Vince looked at Bobby and said, "Guess that dinner is on hold, Bobby."  They turned and entered the Lt's office.  The FBI was leaving as they walked in and Lt. Simons closed the door behind them.

"What's up, Boss?" Vince
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