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Chapter 1

 

Vince paced back and forth in front of his desk, hoping for the call from the Department Operations Center advising that the tactical team he had requested was ready and heading to the staging area. So far it had been two hours of waiting by the phone, drinking lukewarm, stale coffee. His stomach was in turmoil and the delay was driving him crazy. 

A few hours ago he had finally gotten an anonymous tip that led him to where Jimmy Lee was holed up, and after he and his partner, Bobby, had confirmed Jimmy was there a perimeter was established, effectively closing off all exits from the building. Bobby and several patrol officers and detectives were surrounding the apartment building where the suspect was hiding, trying to keep out of sight. 

 Over the last ten days Vince and his partner, Bobby Mattox, had been working a particularly frustrating homicide case. It was an especially brutal double murder that occurred at a less than sophisticated bar in the Tenderloin District. During a night of hard drinking the suspect had gotten into a fight with two dock workers after they began making fun of his southern accent, calling him a hillbilly and southern trash among other unsavory things, including references to his lack of intelligence and disparaging remarks about his mother. He had given almost as good as he got in the fight, but ultimately was beaten down by the two dock workers and thrown out of the bar. As he picked himself up from the sidewalk, battered and bleeding, he could hear the laughter at his expense from inside the building.

Seething with anger, he staggered to his pickup truck, removed a three foot section of two inch iron pipe from the bed and walked back to the bar. He opened the door and walked inside, holding the pipe alongside his leg so it was nearly unseen in the dim light. All heads turned to look at him and several of the patrons pointed at him and started laughing again. Spitting a gob of blood onto the floor, he said, "This ain't over."

The two men he had fought with were leaning against the bar, nursing their drinks, holding wet bar towels to their bruised faces when they noticed him. They looked at each other, nodded, and one said, "Let's get it done." They started walking toward him, saying, "You ain't had enough yet, okie? We got lots more for ya and this time you won't be walkin' away."

He waited until they were within five feet of him before bringing the pipe up. With a two handed grip, he swung it in a powerful sideways arc at the closest dockworker. The pipe connected to the side of his head with a sharp crack, crushing his skull and knocking the dockworker sideways. Blood spurted from the fracture in his skull as he collapsed, dead before he hit the floor.

The second dockworker stopped in his tracks and stared in shock at his friend lying on the floor, blood pooling around his head. He never saw the pipe coming and moments later he, too, was lying on the floor. He would live for three more hours, dying on the operating table at the hospital.

Jimmy Lee left the bar and walked unhurriedly to his truck. Tossing the bloody pipe to the ground, he casually got in and left the parking lot. Fingerprints lifted from the pipe and the crime scene resulted in an NCIC hit identifying him as Jimmy Lee Jackson, a small time criminal originally from a small town 40 miles outside Memphis, Tennessee. 

Jimmy had arrived in San Francisco eight months earlier looking for work. Finding a job with a janitorial service, he rented a small apartment in a seedy neighborhood and settled in. He had few friends by choice, preferring to keep to himself.

It had not taken long for Vince to learn Jimmy Lee's San Francisco address through the post office and within a few hours surveillance was placed on his apartment while the manager was contacted. He provided Vince with the name of the company Jimmy worked for and a description of his truck, including the license plate. Vince was told that Jimmy Lee had not been seen coming or going since the day before, nor had the manager seen Jimmy's truck at the apartments.

Within twenty-four hours Vince had run out of leads as to Jimmy's whereabouts, so he made a call to the family in Tennessee and talked with Jimmy's brother Aldon. He told him why he was looking for Jimmy and what Jimmy had done, asking if there was any friends or any family in the Bay Area with whom Jimmy might seek shelter and whether anyone in Tennessee had heard from him in the last couple of days. Aldon said Jimmy Lee hadn't contacted anybody in the family and they had no friends or family living in California. He either couldn't or wouldn't provide any other information that might help Vince. He did tell Vince he was getting on the next plane and would be in San Francisco in a few hours. Vince asked him to call when he arrived in the City.

It seemed as if Jimmy Lee Jackson had dropped off the face of the earth. No trace could be found of him in spite of the best efforts to get his picture out to the other detectives, patrol officers and sub-stations. Vince even had flyers with Jimmy's picture posted around the neighborhood where he had lived in the hope someone would see him and call the department. After having identified the suspect within a few hours, the case had gone stale.

Aldon Jackson had stayed a few days, mostly wandering the Tenderloin talking to locals, trying to find his brother. He flew home, giving up his search when he couldn't find out where Jimmy Lee had run to ground. 

Vince called Bobby again using his portable radio to see if anything had changed since his last call. "Vince, nothing happened on this end in the last seven minutes since your last transmission. What about you? Have you heard from Operations yet?"

"Not yet. Should be anytime. I'll call you when I know the SWAT team is enroute."

"OK. We haven't seen any movement from the apartment in the last two hours. Be assured we've got it sealed off. He's going nowhere, partner." 

"OK. Talk to you soon I hope. Out."

Vince slammed the radio down on the desk in frustration and resumed his pacing, muttering to himself. Looking at the clock he saw it was now 10:25 p.m. He walked to the coffee station and poured himself another cup, then walked back to his desk and sat down. Sipping the bitter, tepid brew he stared at the phone, willing it to ring.

Ten minutes later the phone did ring. Vince snatched it up before the second ring. "Torelli. Tell me the team's ready," he said. 

A woman's voice on the other end said, "Yes, Sir. The SWAT team is on their way to the staging area. ETA is less than 10 minutes." 

"Great," Vince replied and hung the phone up. He grabbed his body armor, pulling it over his head but not fastening the straps, and his black windbreaker with the yellow "POLICE" stenciled across the front and back and ran out of the office.

Vince drove like a madman, weaving through the thin traffic. He did not turn on his emergency lights or siren to avoid drawing attention to himself and to not warn the suspect he was coming. He pulled up to the staging area the same time as the SWAT team and contacted the SWAT Commander. After handing out photos of Jimmy Lee and providing a short briefing, the team leader laid out the team's assignments, designating the entry team and the follow-up officers. He assigned Vince to follow the entry team, telling him not to enter until the apartment had been secured. Vince told the team leader he wanted to be with the entry team when they went in to make the arrest himself. After a minute or two of somewhat heated discussion, the team leader agreed with Vince's demands. Though this was against their protocol, he knew Vince had been a SWAT officer for a few years when he was assigned to patrol, and was familiar with their procedures and techniques, plus he knew this was an unwinnable argument. Vince would be there with or without his permission.

Ten minutes later they were poised at the door to the apartment where Jimmy Lee was confirmed to be hiding. Using their breeching tool, the door was quickly smashed open and the first two team members rushed in, one covering the room to the right and one to the left. The saw the room was empty and quickly moved toward the bedroom door, followed by Vince and two more of the SWAT team. The entry team positioned themselves to either side of the door, waiting while Vince, crouched down to the right side called out, "Jimmy Lee Jackson. This is Inspector Vincent Torelli of the San Francisco Police Department. We have a warrant for your arrest. Come out slowly with your hands up."

Immediately, three gunshots sounded from inside the bedroom, the bullets ripping through the flimsy door and impacting the far wall. Vince heard running inside the room, then a window breaking. Grabbing his radio, he keyed the transmit button and shouted, "Shots fired, shots fired. Suspect is armed and fired on officers. Heads up at the rear, he may be coming out the bedroom window."

As the SWAT team prepared to enter the bedroom Vince heard shouting from outside the apartment, then a fusillade of shots. More shouting occurred, then silence. A few seconds later his radio crackled to life. An excited voice shouted into the radio, "Shots fired to the rear of the apartment. Suspect is down. I repeat suspect is down. We have one officer down and need an ambulance. Suspect has been neutralized."

Vince sat down on the floor. "Ah, shit!" he exclaimed.

 


 

 

 

Chapter 2

 

Several hours later Vince was back at the office and had just finished his report. Two more cups of the old lukewarm coffee had soured his stomach even more. He had a throbbing headache that the caffeine had only made worse. He opened his drawer, took out the Advil bottle and shook three tablets into his palm. Popping them into his mouth, he washed them down with more coffee. He sat back in his chair and stretched the kinks out of his back and neck. Yawning, he looked over at his partner and saw he was sitting with his elbows on his desk, his head between his hands, eyes closed, massaging his temples.

"Need some Advil, Bobby?"

"Nah. I'm good. Just tired." Looking up at Vince he asked, "Has anyone contacted the family yet?"

"Not yet. The coroner will be making the notification tomorrow."

"This isn't going to go well with the family, if they all are anything like the brother."

"Yeah, I know. Background on the family is not good. The father is dead, and his two brothers have all been in numerous scrapes with the law. Remember when the oldest brother was out here, supposedly trying to help us find Jimmy Lee? He was less than helpful, and it was pretty obvious he hates cops."

"We're gonna need to be careful with this guy. He's a time bomb waiting to go off, and Jimmy Lee's death just could be the catalyst."

Changing the subject, Vince asked, "You done with your reports, Bobby?"

"Yeah. Finished a half hour ago. I'm ready to call it a night."

"Me too. I'm gonna call Maggie and let her know I'm coming home. You need a ride?"

"Yeah, I do. I took the BART train in yesterday, and it's not running for a couple more hours."

Looking at his watch, Vince saw it was almost three thirty in the morning. "You want to get some breakfast on the way home?" he asked Bobby.

"Sure. Sounds good. Where you want to eat?"

"How about the Chef Burger in Pleasant Hill?"

"Perfect. Nothing like a huge, heavy, greasy breakfast before bed," Bobby said, grinning at Vince.

"I'm buying," Vince replied, "Unless you want to go someplace else?"

"You didn't let me finish. Chef Burger sounds great. Just what I was going to suggest."

Vince grinned back at him and picked up the phone to call his wife, Maggie. Though it was early morning, he knew she would want him to call. Though she hid it well, he knew how much she worried about him when he was at work. They had long ago made a pact that he would always call her as soon as he could to let her know how he was and when he would be home. Besides, hell hath no fury like Maggie scorned. He dialed the number and at the second ring, a sleepy voice answered, "You coming home, Babe?"

"Yep. Leaving in a few minutes. Bobby and I are gonna get some breakfast on the way."

"OK, honey. Everything OK?"

"Yeah. One of our cops was wounded tonight when we went to arrest that double murder suspect, but it's not serious. He'll be fine. The suspect was killed, though."

"Well, be careful driving home. Tell me all about it when you get here. Love you."

"Love you too." Vince hung up and said, "Let's hit it, Bobby."

On the drive home, Bobby said, "I was thinking about tonight and Jimmy Lee's family. I know I said it earlier, but I'll say it again. We better handle this family gently. Brother Aldon was less than polite when he was here, and his brother dying at the hands of the police won't set well with him. His criminal record shows he has a penchant for violence. You know he's had a few assault and battery arrests, and spent three years in prison for ADW. I want to be in on the call with you when you talk to him, and we should record everything just in case."

"Way ahead of you, Bobby. I planned to record the call, but your idea of listening in is a good one. This won't be the first time someone has been pissed at the cops for shooting a relative, and it never hurts to be safe. Hopefully, he'll be reasonable, especially since there is no doubt Jimmy Lee killed those two dockworkers. We have seven eyewitnesses to the fight, and we found the murder weapon, a pipe, in the parking lot. There's blood on it which DNA testing will show belongs to one or both of the victims. Prints have been lifted and compared with Jimmy Lee's with a positive match, so it's a slam-dunk case. We need to try to get him to understand that we gave Jimmy Lee every possible chance to surrender."

"Well. We'll have to see. I just have a bad feeling about this."

"You worry too much, Bobby. Let's see how he reacts first."

Twenty five minutes later Vince took the Willow Pass Road exit off northbound Hwy 680 and turned left at the bottom of the ramp. Turning right on Contra Costa Boulevard, he drove the half mile to Golf Club Road and turned left, then entered the Chef Burger parking lot. There were a couple of cars in the lot, along with three Highway Patrol cars, two Sheriff's cars, and one Pleasant Hill PD car. The drink-yourself-silly crowd that always filled up the place after the bars closed at two a.m. had left and the cops going off shift in a couple of hours had taken over. Vince shook Bobby awake as he had dozed off during the ride. They walked in and took a small table near the CHP officers. The officers looked over at Vince and Bobby and nodded, recognizing them as fellow officers, and went back to their meals. The Pleasant Hill PD Sergeant was sitting with the Sheriff's deputies and waved a hello to them. "Late night, Vince?" he asked.

"Yeah, got a bit crazy out there. How's your night, Andy?" Vince asked.

"Quiet, as usual. Once the bars close, it gets real quiet in town. Well, better get going." He slid his chair back and stood up. He picked up his check, looked it over and placed it with some bills on the table. 

"You guys take care," he said, as he walked toward the door.

"You too."

Their server arrived and asked, "What can I get you gents tonight?"

"Morning, Geri," Vince said. "I think I'll have a stack of your great vanilla pancakes, some decent coffee, and don't forget the extra syrup."

"Got it, Vince. What about you Bobby? Your usual?"

Bobby groaned and said, "That's fine, Geri." He looked at Vince as Geri walked away, seeing the big grin on his face. "OK, OK, so I've been here a few times. No need to make an issue out of it."

Vince sat back and raised his hands, palms out, and said, "Hey, I didn't say anything."

"No, but I know you were thinking it."

"Why, Bobby, whatever do you mean? It's just that sitting across from me is Mr. Eat Healthy, and you are so well known here that you have a 'usual' breakfast?"

"Alright. I admit it. I love this place, and since breakfast is the most important meal of the day, I come here."

Vince laughed and said, "Can't blame you. Their food is good, though the portions are a bit large."

Their food arrived a few minutes later and they spent the next fifteen minutes concentrating on their plates. The food was excellent as usual, and the coffee strong, but fresh. When they were done, Vince paid the bill and left a good tip on the table. They left and after Vince had dropped Bobby at his apartment, he drove home. The sky was just starting to lighten in the east, changing from night to a lighter shade of gray, and a gentle breeze was blowing the cool air around. It was quiet and peaceful, and Vince wondered again at how his life could go from such deadly violence to such calm in just a few hours. It had been that way in Vietnam, and was that way in the police department. Vince yawned, feeling the exhaustion overtaking him. He thought it good that he didn't have far to go to his house. The combination of the food and coming down from the adrenalin high was making him very sleepy. He could hardly wait to climb in bed.

 


 

 

 

Chapter 3

 

Vince woke later that morning and stretched. He felt good after a dreamless six and a half hour sleep. Looking at the clock on his nightstand he saw it was just after eleven in the morning. He could smell coffee brewing and heard Maggie moving about the kitchen. He climbed out of bed and made his way to the bathroom. He brushed his teeth, shaved, then stepped into the shower. Turning the water on as hot as he could stand, he stood under the spray for a couple of minutes, his face raised to the shower head, letting the water run over him. Standing there with his eyes closed, he thought about the coming day, about going back to his office and the call he had to make to Jimmy Lee's family.

He heard the door open and his wife said, "Lieutenant Simons called. He wanted you to call him when you got up."

"OK. Did he say what it was about?"

"No. Just said to have you call. You hungry?"

"No, Babe. I'll settle for some toast and coffee, though."

"All right. I'll put the toast in when I hear the shower go off."

 "Thanks. I'll be out in a few minutes."

A couple of minutes later he shut off the shower and grabbed his towel. He dried off in the bathroom and used his towel to wipe the fog off the mirror. He brushed his hair then went to get dressed. Rather than his usual coat and tie, he decided to put on his favorite Levi's and a dark burgundy colored long sleeve polo shirt over a black t-shirt. He slipped on a pair of brown hiking boots over white cotton socks, brushed his hair again and made his way to the kitchen.

"You going into work today?" Maggie asked.

"Yeah, for a few hours. Need to finish up a few things, tie up a couple of loose ends." He didn't tell her about making the call to Aldon. They talked while he ate the toast and finished his coffee. He told her about his night, but wisely left out the part about making the entry with the SWAT team. What she doesn't know won't hurt me he thought. They talked a few more minutes before Vince called his boss, Lieutenant Simons.

"Hey, Boss, what's up?"

"Vince, glad you called. Just wanted you to know the Medical Examiner called Jimmy Lee's family this morning to inform them of his death."

"How'd they take it?"

"Not well. Lots of yelling and cursing. The brother, Aldon, said he was coming here to escort his brother's body home, and he wanted to talk with us. In particular, you, as the lead inspector on the case."

"When can we expect him?"

"The body will be released in two days, on Thursday, so he said he would fly in that morning. He's making arrangements for a funeral home to pick up his brother's body. He said it will take a couple of days to make the arrangements, so he is staying until the following Sunday. He wants to meet with you Friday morning."

"I guess that would be OK. I planned on giving him a call tomorrow so I can finalize the meeting with him then."

"You planning on coming in today?"

"Yes. As a matter of fact I was just about ready to leave. I can be there in about forty minutes."

"If you want to stay home, you can. Your reports are done and there really isn't anything important you need to do."

"Thanks, Boss, but I need to wrap up a couple of things and I'd just as soon get it done. I'll feel better when all the loose ends are tied up."

"Well, whatever. See you in a bit?"

"Yes Sir."

Vince disconnected the call and looked at Maggie. She shook her head, grinning at him. "You're a workaholic. What time will you be home, and what do you want for dinner?"

"I'll be home by six, and surprise me." He kissed her on the cheek, grabbed his jacket and headed out the door.

As he approached the Bay Bridge, he took out his phone and called his partner. "Hey Bobby. What're you up to? I'm heading into work to finish up this case. You coming in?"

"Not today. I'll be in first thing in the morning. What's up?"

 "Just wanted to let you know that Jimmy Lee's brother is coming to town Thursday morning. He wants to meet with me on Friday and I'd like you to be in the meeting."

"OK. That the only reason he's coming here?"

"Not the only reason. He's making arrangements to get his brother's body home."

"Oh, alright. Listen, I gotta go. Got some company coming over and I need to straighten up."

"Company, eh? What's her name?"

"You don't know her."

"Wanna bet? Let me guess. She works for the department, but isn't an officer. Am I getting close?"

"No comment."

"That means I'm on the right track. OK, let's see. The last couple of weeks you've been finding reasons to go to down to the ME's office. I'm gonna guess it's that cute little clerk that works there."

"Listen, Vince. Do I pry into your private life? Now, I'm not going to confirm or deny it, so I will thank you to keep your Italian nose out of my business."

Vince could hardly keep the laughter out of his voice, asking, "So am I right?"

"Absolutely, my friend."

"I knew it!" Vince said, laughing. "Anyway, have fun, and I'll see you tomorrow."

When he arrived at the homicide investigations office, he went directly to Lieutenant Simons' office and asked for the reports from the other officers involved in the shooting. He took them back to his desk and began reading.

He read the patrol officer's reports first, then the SWAT team's reports, and, lastly, Bobby's report. He wanted to be fully up on everyone's role during the shooting so he could answer any questions Aldon may ask during their meeting.

He made a list of everyone who was there, including their role during the incident. Next to the names Ben Stengler, Davon White, and Andy Robinson he wrote "shooters". It had not been determined which of the three officers fired the fatal shots as the ballistics test hadn't been completed yet and the results would not be available for another few days. 

Vince copied the list and placed it in his desk drawer. He made a note of where Jimmy Lee's weapon was found and how many shots had been fired. He knew the weapon was a .357 Smith and Wesson revolver, missing the grips, and that five shots had been fired, three through the bedroom door and two more at the officers stationed out back of the apartment. One of those shots had struck Officer Robinson in the left leg, breaking the femur. In spite of his wound, Robinson was able to return fire, firing three times. According to the reports, Officer Stengler fired six times and Officer White fired five. Out of the fourteen rounds fired at Jimmy lee, five found their mark. Two struck him in the abdomen, one in the leg, one in the chest and one in the neck. The M.E.'s preliminary report stated the neck wound and the chest wound were likely the fatal bullets. Jimmy Lee's weapon was found on the ground below the fire escape he tried to climb down. The thirty foot fall broke a couple of bones but the M.E. said it was unlikely the fall alone would have killed him.

Vince made a few more notes then returned the reports to the Lieutenant. Lieutenant Simons told him to sit down and they discussed the incident. The Lieutenant was particularly concerned that the reports were accurate as far as who had done the shooting. Vince told him that from what he knew they were, and reassured him that department policy was followed and the officers acted within the law and procedure. 

After a few more minutes discussing what Vince's plan was for the meeting with Aldon, they called it a day. Vince was home by five.

 

 


 

 

 

Chapter 4

 

The next morning Vince arrived at work by seven a.m. He was wearing his usual slacks and sport coat with a shirt and tie, anticipating having to attend at least one meeting with the higher-ups regarding the shooting. He figured he should look the part of a professional as he answered their questions. He was no stranger to these proceedings, informal though they were and in violation of the peace officer's bill of rights, even though they were characterized as fact finding meetings. He planned to keep his answers as ambiguous as possible. 

He got a cup of coffee from the coffee station and made his way to his desk, intending to quickly review the reports one last time, just to make sure he was up to speed on the facts of the case. He had just gotten into the reports when his phone rang.

"Homicide, Torelli," he answered.

"Good morning, Vince." It was his boss, Lieutenant Simons calling. "Aldon Jackson called this morning wanting to talk to you. Apparently he's here in San Francisco, staying at a motel six in the Tenderloin. I told him you were not in and I would pass his request along as soon as I saw you."

Vince had seen the Lieutenant's office was dark and closed up when he arrived earlier. "Where are you, Boss?"

"I'm with the Captain. We are going over Jimmy Lee's shooting, based on yours and the other officer's reports."

"You need me with you?"

"Nah. We got it covered. The reports are enough to answer his questions."

"OK, then. Give me Aldon's number and I'll call him in a few."

The Lieutenant recited the phone number and told Vince to let him know how it went, then disconnected the call.

Vince sat there a few minutes drinking his coffee, waiting for his partner to arrive. He wanted Bobby to be there when he made the call, to listen in, in case Aldon Jackson became threatening. 

Bobby arrived a few minutes later, got some coffee and walked over to Vince's desk. "What's up, Vince," he asked.

"Gotta make a call to Aldon Jackson. He's here, in the City."

"Jesus! He didn't waste any time, did he?"

"Sure didn't. I wasn't expecting him until tomorrow at the earliest."

"There's gotta be a reason why he's here so soon. Got a theory?"

"I think he's here to snoop around a bit. Do his own investigation into Jimmy Lee's death."

"I think you're right. Let me get the recorder hooked up and we'll make the call."

Bobby had attached the recorder to the phone and checked to see it was working properly. When he was satisfied it was, he gave Vince the thumbs up.

Vince dialed the number for Aldon provided by Lieutenant Simons, getting the front desk of the motel. He asked for Aldon's room by number. Aldon answered on the first ring.

"Yeah?"

"Aldon Jackson?" Vince asked.

"Yeah, who's this?"

"It's Inspector Torelli, Mr. Jackson, returning your call."

"Good. I've got some questions for you."

Vince looked at Bobby, who was listening in on the call. He mouthed "So much for the small talk," and grinned at Vince.

"I'll try to answer your questions as best I can, Sir."

"Great. That's just cop bull shit talk meaning I ain't gonna get much information."

"Mr. Jackson, surely you know that the investigation is on-going. I'll give you whatever I can, but there may be some that I can't release yet."

"Yeah, yeah. Why'd you have to kill my brother?"

"Well, your brother chose to shoot at us when we went to arrest him. He wounded one of the officers while trying to escape."

"So why did you have to kill him?" he repeated.

"I didn't kill him," Vince replied, getting irritated at Aldon's demeanor. "Your brother fired at us first, then climbed out the second story window and shot at the officers on the ground. The officers fired in self-defense, Sir. It's unfortunate that it resulted in your brother's death."

"Cut the crap, Torelli. I'm here to get my little brother's body, not be placated by you fucking cops. I know what he did and why you wanted to arrest him, but it seems to me you could have handled it better. I think you went there looking to shoot him down, that you never gave him a chance."

"That's not true, Mr. Jackson."

"Bull shit. My family and I have dealt with you cops before. We know how it goes when you big city cops deal with us small town country folk."

"You can believe what you like, Sir, but that's not true. If you have no more questions, then I'm going to end this call. I am sorry for your loss. It is never easy to bury a family member."

"Whatever. I'm leaving here in a couple of days with Jimmy Lee, but you haven't seen the last of me.  You spill my family's blood, you owe us a blood debt."

"I hope that's not a threat, Mr..." Vince heard the click of the line being disconnected, paused for a moment, then hung up the receiver. He turned to Bobby and said, "Another happy citizen, eh, Bobby?"

"I've said it before and I'll say it again. Better watch out for this guy."

"I agree. He's leaving this Saturday, so that gives him three days to snoop around. We know where he is staying, so maybe we ought to put a tail on him while he's here, just to make sure he stays out of mischief."

"Good idea. You want a twenty-four hour surveillance?"

"I don't know about that. He hasn't done anything wrong, yet, so how about from six A.M. to midnight?"

"I'm opting for twenty-four hours. I really don't trust him."

"I'll see what the L.T. says. If he agrees to it, we'll go with your suggestion. You know that may mean you and I will be working it, don't you?"

"That's OK by me."

An hour later, Vince and Bobby were driving to Aldon Jackson's motel. The Lieutenant had approved the surveillance that Vince recommended, from six a.m. to midnight. They would be following him until six that evening, then would be relieved by another team. 

When they arrived at the motel, they made contact with the manager, identifying themselves and asking for Aldon's room number. They already knew his room number, but wanted to get some info from the manager and planned to use this approach to get it. 

The manager gave them the room number and pointed out where the room was located. Vince asked if Aldon had registered a vehicle when he checked in and was told he had. The info and license number was on the registration card which the manager provided to him and Bobby noted the information in his notebook. They assured the manager that he was not in any trouble, that they just needed to ask him a couple of questions.

Vince and Bobby walked to Aldon's room and knocked on the door, hoping he wasn't there. They hadn't seen his rental car in the lot, so most likely he was gone. When they got no reply to their knock, they went back to the office and told the manager that if he saw him to let him know they had stopped by and they would call him later. They then went back to their car and pulled it across the street, parking in the strip mall where they could see the driveway. 

Bobby walked to a Peet's Coffee in the shopping center and bought them some coffee and a couple of bagels. They settled in to wait for Aldon to return to the motel. They didn't have long to wait as Aldon returned about an half hour later. He stayed in his room for a couple of hours, then came out and got in his rental car. Bobby pulled out behind him as he drove out of the motel lot, keeping a couple of cars between them. They followed him as he drove around the Tenderloin, eventually ending up at the apartment building where Jimmy Lee had died. Aldon parked a few doors away and walked back to the building. Bobby parked further up the block, and looked at Vince. "What now, partner?" he asked.

"Nothing. We wait here until he comes back."

"Not gonna follow him? Aren't you curious about what he is doing?"

"Not really. He's just checking out the shooting scene, some harmless snooping around. Can't get in any trouble doing that."

They watched as he entered the building, spending ten minutes inside before they saw him come out and look up and down the street. He then walked to the corner and around the back of the apartments where the fatal shots had been fired. He was there for a few minutes before returning to his car. He drove off, heading back toward his motel with Bobby and Vince following
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