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From heart warming family situations to the totally bizarre , including aliens worlds and ideas,  you will find stories that get your attention.
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We hope you enjoy the stories as we also hope to publish many volumes of short stories.

All these stories have come to us from submissions to the magazine. We encourage all writers to send us their stories for inclusion.
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The Billy Goat Caper

by Robert Saltzman

Thieves and Scoundrels 

The words “criminal masterminds” were an oxymoron to Bobby. He knew that sooner or later you’re going to slip up, and then it will be “gotcha”. One thing that can be counted on is someone trying to beat the system. Trying to make that quick buck and not even believing they will ever get caught. 

Bobby Salter and Angela Gomez were two shining stars in the NYPD, promoted from plainclothes to detective after surviving a horrific shootout where Bobby’s old partner Vinny Serpentino was killed in action. As they rose through the ranks, they worked in different precients but reconnected to take on a dangerous street gang on the lower east side of Manhattan. While Bobby and Angel were working that case Lt. Hall told them, “Work it, but there are crimes happening right now that needed attention.” Bobby and Angel went on a crime solving spree; one of the crimes that stood out was The Billy Goat Caper

Bobby and Angel were dispatched to a burglary at Pitt St. and East Broadway. Seemed someone had gotten into the apartment of a so-called secure building. The apartment belonged to Hy and Ida Goldman. They owned and operated a small kiosk in the diamond district. Some of the kiosks were small businesses earning a nice comfortable living. Hy had a brother in Israel that had a connection for diamonds from Africa. It was a family affair where everyone got a piece of the pie. The diamonds took a seditious trip from Africa to Israel, then to the U.S. Diamonds are traded and sold up and down West Forty-seventh St. all day five days a week.  To say there were no “blood diamonds” being sold or traded would be a stretch. It would be like saying there is no Mafia, and they are not into bookmaking anymore. The Goldmans liked to live close to their business, so they bought a co-op on Pitt St. in a high-rise building. Hy picked this apartment because it was on the twelfth floor in a secure building. The apartments had heavy real wood doors with deadbolt locks. It would take a police battering ram to knock it down. The lobby was locked, and security cameras recorded every angle of the entrance doors and lobby. 

Someone had gotten in, scooped up close to sixty thousand dollars in jewelry and taken the family heirloom silverware. The cheese box safe had been mangled and pulled out of the wall then pried open. The CSU guys were examining the deadbolt lock and determined that if they got in through the door they either had a key or were an expert lock pick. The lobby security tapes yielded no one suspicious, only the residents of the building coming or going during the time Hy and Ida had gone out and returned. Angel started to check the windows; one window off the corner of the building was closed but not locked. Further examination yielded small scratches on the window locking lever. She opened the window and saw climber’s pitons, or anchors, nailed into the wall. She backed up and yelled to Bobby, “Put out an APB on Spiderman.”  

The crook had climbed up the side of the building and came in through the window. He kept himself in a corner in the dark, and then moved over to open the window and creep in. He got out the same way, repelled down the building, pulled the rope down and disappeared. This guy is good, Bobby thought shaking his head. He had to know what he was doing. With the loot and his equipment, he was carrying a good fifteen to twenty pounds. 

They could only spread the word to other squads to be on the lookout for large amounts of jewelry being fenced. That was going to be almost impossible to trace unless they tried to cash in at a legitimate pawn shop. He had to tell the Goldmans that their property was most likely gone forever. The stolen merchandise was insured, but the silverware was in the family from when Ida’s grandparents came to the U.S. in the late eighteen hundreds. On the criminal market, they would get about fifteen hundred dollars, to the Goldman’s it was priceless. Each piece was monogrammed with an “R” for Ida’s family name Rothstein. The set should have been handed down to their daughter, now it was probably being moved from fence to fence and resold. The good thing was they had pictures of the case and the silverware, and these were distributed to all the pawn shops. Bobby could only hope the crook was stupid enough to try to pawn it locally.

Bobby and Angel went back to the station and put out BOLOs and feelers to the neighborhood snitches to see if they could get a lead. They were less than optimistic that anything would turn up but that was the job. CSU had come up empty on prints and DNA; the thief left nothing left at the scene. 

In the old days, they would call this kind of thief a second-story man, now this guy went up twelve floors. Bobby was certain it wasn’t dumb luck that he knew exactly which apartment to hit and when the occupants would be gone. They were definitely watched, and he knew their schedule. It was a Thursday, the day they went up to the Bronx to have dinner with their daughter. They usually closed the kiosk at five and took the subway uptown. They normally stayed for about four hours getting home by ten. That gave the crook a nice stretch of time to do his dastardly deed. Climbing up the side of the building under the cover of darkness, then like a shadow, disappearing into the night. 

If the thief sold the loot on the black market, he would get about a third of the true value, about twenty-five thousand dollars. Bobby figured the crook would lay low, fence the goods and not hit again until he ran out of money. Bobby was known to be wrong sometimes, and this time was no exception. Two weeks later another high-rise was hit, this time seven floors up. The thief had climbed up the balconies and came in through the double glass doors. 

Art dealer Matt Franklin was robbed of two six thousand dollar Rolex watches, a diamond ring and cash. Mr. Franklin was out of town at an art auction in L.A. He came home and found his apartment had been broken into and his jewelry box emptied. It was clear to Bobby this was the same guy, the MO fit like a glove. The report was almost identical to the Pitt St. robbery. It was in the same geographic area. He was working in his comfort zone. 

It would certainly be easy to pick up a target. The guy standing next to you at the coffee shop may notice the Rolex on your wrist or the fancy car you park at the local garage. Once he follows you for a few days he can get your schedule. People are creatures of habit and thieves counted on them being consistent in their daily lives. He may have been so bold as to meet you at your business where he finds out that you’re going to be out of town or, in the case of the Goldmans, going to Thursday night dinners in the Bronx. Bobby and Angel did the only thing they could do, wait until he slipped up.

Mountain Man

Growing up in the Appalachians, a boy has to be a climber; walls, hills, mountains and rock faces. At an early age, Billy wanted to climb every day. He challenged himself daily pushing the envelope. By the time he was in his teens, he was making it straight up the smoothest rock faces he could find. He felt free and really enjoyed the solitude of being flat against the rocks two hundred feet in the air. He could grab onto the smallest pieces of rock to propel himself upward foot by foot. In his later years, he learned how to climb the sheerest of cliffs by using ropes and pitons. He would carry the rope to the top and came down by repelling himself with a swift drop. 

Billy was eager to climb the tallest buildings he could find, and the tallest one in his hometown was only fifty-five feet high. When he was twenty-six he quit his job at the coal mine, threw his gear in the old van he was driving and headed for the canyons of New York. Working day labor for gas and food, he slept in his van. His goal was to climb a building, a flat face of brick and mortar. He started on abandoned buildings along the docks that were six to ten stories. 

His first occupied building was a fifteen-story apartment building. As he approached the roof, he noticed that a window on the top floor was open a crack at the bottom. He slid over and pushed the window up peering inside and looking around the empty apartment. He lifted himself inside and walked around. He went into the bedroom and opened the jewelry box on the dresser. It was brimming with gold chains, a few rings and a watch. He scooped them up, put it all in a little cloth sack and went back out the window. The pawn shop operator ripped him off, only giving him eighty dollars. He was sure it was worth a lot more, but the shop owner said, “Hey, no questions asked. Take it or leave it.” He took it and headed for the nearest gin joint. 

As he sat nursing a beer, he spotted a woman at the end of the bar chain smoking and sipping her glass of whiskey. She looked at him, and when their eyes met, he smiled at her and sent a drink her way. She looked over and thanked him then patted the stool next to her. Drinking and smoking until closing time, they walked out of the bar holding each other up. He invited her to his van; they both stepped inside and fell asleep. In the morning, he woke up to see her next to him hardly remembering the night before. As they both still had their clothes on he knew nothing had happened. 

Billy stepped out and came back with two coffees and a couple of cheese danishes. When she woke she took few sips of the coffee, leaned over and kissed his cheek.He could see she was older than him maybe in her thirties. Her face was weathered; her cheekbones were high, almost American Indian looking. She looked at him and asked if he remembered her name, it stuck in his throat, but he blurted out Rebecca. She smiled and said, “Close, its Ramona.” He looked back at her and said, “Billy.” She said she remembered, and they laughed. 

“What do you do Billy? Do you live in this van?” Billy wasn’t too eager to tell her he worked day labor and carried off burglaries. He told her was between jobs and yes he had been living in his van. She told him she was on disability and lived in a flea bag hotel. She told him how it was full of roaches, and the other tenants were parasites. Two of the tenants tried to rape her, so she slept with a club by her bed. Her story touched him, and he asked her if she wanted to get out of there, she could stay with him in the van or they could get a place. She instantly said yes, and then slid the door closed. An hour later they went to her hotel and took showers. They gathered up her belongings and stuffed them in the van. The Billy and Ramona show had started. 

Eventually, he told her how he had climbed up the side of the building and burglarized an apartment. Her eyes lit up as she thought of the possibilities. They drove to the lower east side as she pointed out buildings asking if he could climb that one or another one. He told her he could climb anything, but he was worried that the apartment may not be empty. That’s when Ramona came up with a plan. Pick someone out coming out of one of the high-rise condos, follow them and get their schedule. If they were gone at night they would be fair game. 

It was on Pitt St. that they spotted the Goldman’s. They followed them onto the subway and saw them at work. Ramona was excited thinking they must have a ton of jewelry in the apartment, after all they worked in the diamond district. Ramona wandered inside the mall looking at rings and earrings. When she came to the Goldmans’ kiosk, she stopped and chatted with Ida. She took one of their business cards and went back outside. She had their name and where they lived. It was all too easy for Billy to piggyback his way into the building with one of the tenants and get their apartment number from the mailboxes.  It turned out to be a corner apartment with windows on the alley side of the building, perfect for going up in a corner and hiding from street view.

They followed the Goldmans every day for a week. The first time they went to the Bronx Billy and Ramona wished they were downtown at the apartment building. When they left work the following Thursday, they made the same trip to the Bronx. Next week would be different, Ramona would watch the Goldmans, and Billy would be at the apartment building waiting for her to call. When she did, he knew they were headed for the Bronx, he tossed the rope over this shoulder and put on his backpack. He was up and on the wall in a minute, it took him about 10 minutes to get up to the tenth floor, then he moved up two more floors and swung over to the window. He pried at the lever lock, opened the window and slid in. 

Billy went right to the bedroom and cleared the jewelry box. He then looked for a safe and found it in the master bedroom closet. He cut the dry wall around it and broke it loose from the wall. Then he put it on the bed, pounded a chisel into the seams and pulled it apart. He left the papers and took a small bag of loose diamonds and some cash. Looking around, he found the silverware on a shelf in the spare bedroom closet. He put it in his backpack, tied the bagful of jewelry and cash to his belt.

Billy slipped back out the window, made sure the piton was anchored securely, and then repelled down the side of the building. He pulled the rope down, rolled it up and tossed it into the van, then drove to the Bronx to pick up Ramona. Billy pulled out the cash and gave it Ramona. When they checked into a motel on Bruckner Blvd., Billy emptied the loot onto the bed. They looked at each other cleared the loot off the bed and raced into making love. Neither of them knew how much they had or where they could sell it, but they were caught up in a frenzy knowing they had pulled it off. 

Putting It All Together

Bobby wanted CSU to get the pitons the thief had left in the wall to see if there was any way to trace them. He called a few sporting goods stores that sold climbing equipment and found out pitons were sold by the bag and practically impossible to trace. None of the stores remembered anyone making a large purchase recently. The second robbery was similar to the first  in every way except that the thief had climbed up the balcony. But as Bobby always said, they were bound to make a mistake, and he would be there when they did. 

Living Large

Billy and Ramona were holed up in the motel living off the cash they got from the Goldmans’ safe and Matt Franklin’s apartment. They hadn’t tried to fence any of jewelry yet and had no idea how to do it. They spent their days drinking and making love, venturing out in the evening and bar hop. They had bought some new clothes, and both of them actually cleaned up pretty good. 

Ramona was well known at most of the gin joints she frequented. She hinted around that she had some jewelry to sell and asked some of the locals if they knew anyone interested in buying a few pieces. One of the men said he could put her in touch with a guy from Brooklyn. Two days later they were introduced to Jack “Hi-Jack” Lomanski. They made arrangements to meet him at a bar in the Bay Ridge section of Brooklyn. 

The next day they drove to Brooklyn and met him at a bar on Eighty-sixth Street. They had brought a few of the chains and one Rolex. Jack looked everything over and he said six hundred. They knew they could get more at a pawn shop, but the loot was hot. They took the cash and asked if he would be interested in some other items they had. Jack told them he was usually at the bar and to come by any night. They knew not to bring too much at once, they didn’t want him to know how much they had. They would show up every few days with some gold and rings. They sold the silverware for $500 and the remaining Rolex for $600. But they knew the money wouldn’t last forever so they began to plan the next heist. 

Billy and Ramona bought cell phones and scoured the neighborhood for easy marks. They drove uptown and cased some of the multi-million dollar brownstones on the Upper West Side. Looking them over, Billy said it would be a cake walk to get up and into any of them, they needed to be unoccupied. They parked on West Seventy-second Street and watched the comings and goings of the residents. 

One day they spotted a woman leaving. She looked to be in her fifties, was well dressed and a Limo picked her up. They followed it to a dance studio in Times Square. Ramona went to work. She wandered inside to see the woman in tights limbering up on a ballet bar. As students began to arrive, it was obvious she was the teacher. Now to see if she had classes at night! They spent the day waiting, at noon she went out for lunch, at six a delivery boy entered and dropped off her dinner. The students arrived about seven and she didn’t close up until nine thirty. That gave them the window they would need to have Ramona watch her as Billy did his thing. 

Slick and Clean

Billy could look at the height he was going to climb and guesstimate exactly how much rope he need. In this case, he figured seventy-five feet should do it. He slipped between the buildings into the back yard, looked up and picked a window.  Billy was up on the wall going up like a cat with his bagful pitons and his backpack. He tried the window and was pleasantly surprised when it opened. Sliding in, he entered through one of the back bedrooms. He peeked to the living room and it was obvious the house was empty. He looked for the master bedroom. Inside he went right for the jewelry box. He didn’t stand there looking it over, he emptied it into his sack. Next he took out the dresser draws and emptied them on to the bed. In one there was stack of cash that he stuffed into the bag. He went downstairs to the living room and looked for anything that might have value. He put a pair of silver candle holders in the bag, but did not find much more that he could sell. 

He was out in less than a half hour. He wound the rope up and made his way back to the van. He called Ramona and said he was on his way to pick her up, all had gone well. He got away slick and clean except for getting a parking ticket. No big deal, he would pay it and try to be a bit more careful where he parked next time. When he picked Ramona up, she looked in the bag as they drove to the motel. Looking at the loot got her so excited that she felt the ecstasy surge through her body and couldn’t wait to get back to the room for some celebratory sex. For one of the first times in her life she was happy, a man to make love to and the thrill of being a criminal enlivened her.

Ms. Dragos

Vivian Freshetti had Ramona when she was seventeen. Her father, Carlos “Chino” Dragos, was a small time gang member that was gone by the time she was six months old. It was from him that she got her almond shaped eyes and high cheekbones. Her jet black hair and full lips came from her mother.  Ramona and Vivian lived with Viv’s parents until her mother got married at twenty-two. Ramona was five. They lived in Astoria, Queens, with her step father who worked for the New York City SanitationDepartment. 

She lost her virginity when she was sixteen, and her uterus became infected. At seventeen she had to have a hysterectomy that left her destined to be barren. As she moved into womanhood, she became promiscuous knowing she could never become pregnant. Her life was a downward spiral; she would meet a new man and was always sure this was the one. Usually, once they found out she couldn’t have children, they used her for sex. Knowing she couldn’t get pregnant, they had no intention of ever marrying her. 

She fell into a life of menial jobs and alcohol. She was working in a big box store and was hit by a fork lift as it backed up. Her back was broken, and at twenty-eight she was declared totally disabled. She won a civil suit against the store and was awarded sixty thousand dollars. The lawyers wound up getting their hands on forty thousand of it. The twenty thousand lasted her about eight months. From then on she lived on government assistance. With food stamps she could only afford to live in a Section eight SRO in a less than desirable area of lower Manhattan. At least the room had its own bathroom, but the clientele in the flea bag hotel was less then desirable also. 

She was a regular at the Pike Street Pub where she sat most nights smoking and drinking. She was thirty-three, and up close you could see the wear and tear on her. She still had a decent body but even that was starting to sag early. Meeting Billy had been probably the most positive thing that had happened to her in the last ten years. These were two lonely souls that found each other in an alcohol fueled frenzy. Now they were partners in crime; she loved it and Billy was right with the program.

Tough Nut

Bobby was watching for something to identify this guy. He and Angel were trying to figure him out. He seemed to be a shadow. If you didn’t count ripping the Goldmans’ safe out of the wall, he wasn’t leaving the apartments in a mess. At the Franklin burglary, until Mr. Franklin went to his jewelry box, he had no idea he had been robbed. 

Angel was perusing the precinct reports when she came across a burglary on West Seventy-second Street that fit the MO down to the pitons. The detective assigned to the case was Detective Preston Johnson, Twentieth Precinct Robbery Homicide. Angel looked up and said, “Hey, we got another one.” Bobby asked her where. She told him, “West Seventy-second, and you will never guess who is lead.” Bobby asked, “Someone we know?” “Our old plainclothes buddy from Brooklyn, Bubba.” Bobby smiled, but of course his first thought was of his old partner Vinny that was killed in a shootout. 

Bobby and Angel went right into the conference room and called him on the speaker phone. The voice that answered was so familiar they couldn’t miss it. “Hey, Bubba. It’s Bobby and Angel, and you’re on the speaker.” Bubba was pleasantly surprised to say the least. “Hey guys, what you up to?” Bobby went on to explain about the break-ins with the pitons. All three said at the same time, “Let’s compare notes.” Bobby and Angel cleared it with Lt. Hall to take a ride up to the twentieth to compare notes with the detective in charge of their break-in. They may get a lead, but most of all they wanted to see Bubba. 

The big man was still big, but now he wore a suit. When he saw Bobby and Angel, a smile the size of a grand piano came across his face. It was like old home week with lots of hugs and fist bumping. Then they had to get down to business. Bubba’s case read exactly as the Goldmans’ except this was a brownstone on the Upper West Side. In this case, the thief had emptied the dresser draws; a sign he was getting bolder, taking his time and searching for hidden valuables. 

The brownstone was owned by renowned ballet teacher Abigail Delarosa. She may not be a household name but in the ballet world she is a superstar. This was sure to get some attention, and they were trying to keep it out of the press. But as much as the police try, news reporters work twenty four seven to get a scoop. This one hit the papers and TV news in a New York minute. 

The way the cops figured it, this guy was good but they were better. He may have thought he was smart, but the cops knew he would slip up, and they would be there when he did. They decided to take a ride up to the scene to see if there was anything the original investigation had maybe missed. Although Bobby had to circle the block three times before he was forced to park in a loading zone down the block, when they got out and walked the block nothing jumped out at them. A sector car rolled by and gave them the once over, but they recognized Bubba and went on their way. Bobby saw them eyeing his car in the loading zone. One of the cops got out and looked inside, saw it was NYPD and they continued their patrol.  

Motel Madness

Billy and Ramona got back to the motel and spread the loot out on the table. Rings, watches, brooches and about fifteen hundred in cash. They were living off the cash and had fenced a few pieces with Hi-Jack, so they could relax. Ramona was ecstatic and felt truly alive for the first time in a long time. Billy was thrilled with her passion for him; they were in a whirlwind world of their own. Without a care in the world, they made love and fell asleep. In the morning, Billy went out for some coffee, and as he passed a newspaper machine the headline hit him like a ton of bricks. “BURGLERIZED” with a picture of the brownstone and his pitons still embedded in the side of the building. He grabbed a paper and some coffee and went back to the room. 

He woke Ramona up. Her eyes were barely open, but she woke up fast. She smiled and said, “We made the papers!” Now it was really exciting her. The story was mostly about Ms. Delarosa and her status in the ballet world, but it also mentioned the suspicion that this along with the Goldman and Franklin heists were done by the same person. The police claimed to have no leads at this time and said if anyone saw anything suspicious they should report it to the Seventh or Twentieth Precincts’ Detective Devisions. Billy laughed and said he should give them a call. He was famous and enjoying it. Ramona sat there slack-jawed knowing only she and Billy knew who it was. They had another round of celebratory sex then decided to get out of the motel, but they needed more cash so they drove to Brooklyn with about half of the loot to see if they could find Hi-Jack. 

Hot Rocks

When Billy opened the Goldmans’ safe, he had no idea that he was opening a can of worms. The diamonds he stole were going to be the worst thing he could have grabbed. If you steal a ring, a watch, or a necklace that is saleable loot. But loose diamonds are another thing altogether. The market is small and not many crooks have any idea where to unload them. Hi-Jack was a fence, and to think he didn’t have Mob connections would be a mistake.

The newspapers had said the haul from the Goldmans was about sixty thousand, but Mr. Goldman forgot to mention the loose diamonds that were in the safe. He’d held back not wanting anyone to know what he had. Yes, the diamonds were blood diamonds, but also worth more than all the rest of the items Billy lifted. Probably around eighty thousand retail. If Billy could unload them, he could get nearly twenty thousand for them. But he was thinking small, he was thinking he could get five or six thousand. 

When Billy and Ramona walked into the bar on Eighty-sixth Street, they spotted Hi-Jack at his usual booth in the back. He looked up and waved for them to come on back. Billy sat down and Ramona went to the bar. Billy pulled out a small cloth bag and handed it to Jack who looked inside and gave out a low whistle. Jack knew right away this was more than  regular swag. He took out his jewelers loupe and plucked out one of the diamonds. He then emptied the bag on the table and separated the diamonds from the rings and necklaces. As he sifted through the diamonds, he looked at Billy and said, “I’ll give you fifteen hundred for the rings and necklaces, but the diamonds, the diamonds are out of my league.” Billy didn’t understand. “You don’t want them?” Jack replied, “Not saying that, but I will need time to arrange for the cash.” Billy still didn’t understand. He had no idea he was sitting on so much money. Billy gathered up the diamonds and put them in the sack. He pushed the rest of the stuff at Jack and took the fifteen hundred. Jack told him to call him tomorrow, he would let him know when to bring the diamonds and have someone there to appraise them to see how much they would give him. 

Billy and Ramona sat in silence as they drove back to Manhattan. Billy spoke up, “I wonder if we should go back tomorrow?” He was thinking Jack was up to something, maybe planning to rip him off. Ramona said, “They probably won’t do anything to us in the bar, but we need to be careful when dealing with snakes. We need protection”. She said they should be prepared, and she could probably get them a gun. Billy agreed, so they drove over to the Pike Street Pub and touched base with Crazy Mike. Mike sold them a snub-nosed thirty-eight. The plan was for Ramona to sit at the bar while Billy did the business, if anything went hinky she would start shooting. 

Working it

Bobby was looking over the case file wondering why this guy hadn’t hit again. Maybe the news articles spooked him or he fell off the side of a building into a dumpster and got hauled away with the trash. Either way he still had to work the case. None of the stolen loot had showed up at any pawn shop or at least had not been reported. Most pawn shop owners are honest and would report items they perceive to be stolen, but some are under the table quasi-fences. That is why the cops always advised victims of burglaries that they may never recover their lost goods. This guy was certainly flying under the radar; no leads coming in, not a whisper, it was uncanny. 

Angel was all for rounding up known burglars and sweating them to see if they could get a line on this guy. Bobby wanted to think outside the box, see if he could figure this guy out. He had hit three times and all in all had about one hundred and twenty thousand in stolen property on the street. He would get maybe thirty grand for the lot. That may have been enough for him to stop and lay low for awhile. But Bobby knew that most crooks were bold and liked being challenged, the old catch me if you can attitude usually got them cuffed in the end. He also knew there was no such thing as a perfect crime, either this guy would make a mistake or maybe he already had and they hadn’t found it yet. Whatever this guy was up to, Bobby wanted to stop him. People work hard for their possessions and for some dipstick to come along and steal them was plain rude. Clinical Bobby was kicking in; he was going to put it all together, it was a matter of time. He may not be able to recover the property, but he was hell-bent on stopping this creep.

Bay Ridge Blast

Billy was hesitant thinking he really didn’t want to go back and meet Jack. But Ramona was insistent that she could handle it if there was any trouble. Billy called Jack and they agreed to meet a one o’clock at the bar. Ramona assured him she had would have his back. As they drove to Brooklyn, Billy started to relax. He was probably making too much of it, he had done business with Jack before and it all had gone smoothly. He parked the van on Third Avenue and they walked to the bar mid-block on Eighty-sixth Street. When they walked in, the place was empty except for the bartender, one guy sipping a beer at the bar and Jack and another guy sitting at the back corner table. The guy sitting with Jack was a big man that looked to be at least six foot tall but heavy-set, maybe about two-fifty. 

Jack waved Billy back as Ramona sashayed up to a stool at the end of the bar facing them. Jack introduced the big man. “Billy, this Dominick. He’s my diamond guy.” Billy shook his hand and took out the little bag. He laid it on the table as the big guy took out a jewelers loupe. He fished around in the bag and picked out a diamond. Putting the loupe to his eye, he studied the stone. Unbeknownst to Billy, this guy couldn’t tell a diamond from a clam shell. He put the diamond back in the bag, looked at Jack then back at Billy and said, “I give you nothing.” Billy was confused, but the big guy took the bag and clasped it in his hand. Then he said, “Take a hike pal. These are mine now, and you get to get out of here alive.” 

At that point, the guy at the bar started to move towards them. The bartender stood there watching Ramona. She looked at him and he said, “Don’t do anything stupid.” Then he grabbed her left wrist pinning it to the bar. She raised her right hand with the gun and shot him in the forehead. His legs collapsed, and he dropped. She stood up and shot the guy that was walking towards them in the back of the head. Jack and Dominick were trying to get up; she ran up and shot both of them. Billy grabbed the bag of diamonds, and they hurried for the door. “Don’t run, don’t run,” Billy said. He then said, “Hang on a second.” He went back and emptied Jack’s pocket of about fifteen hundred dollars. They strolled out of the bar and got the van. They drove back to Manhattan in an eerie silence.

Things Get Hairy

The headline read “MOB RUBOUT IN BROOKLYN”. Billy was reading the paper finding out  who Ramona had killed. The story indentified the four men as mafia-types that were probably killed by a rival gang. The dead men were identified as Dominick “Fat Dom” Ruggerio, a lieutenant with the Calabrese crime family, Jack “Hi-Jack” Lomanski, a long time and well known Calabrese family associate, Vincent “Skinny Vinny” Sarafino described as another mob associate and Tommy Maldo the bartender at the Eighty-sixth Street Pub. Billy was pissed that it all had gone south. Had they expected him to be ripped off and take it? Seems these diamonds may be more of a hassle then they were worth, or they were worth a lot more then he thought they were. Billy wanted to sell them fast and get out of town. Right now he needed a new fence. He hoped the guy that introduced them to Jack didn’t put it together that it was him and Ramona that did the killing. He told Ramona they needed to put the word out that they had some merchandise to sell. They had about four thousand dollars left including the money he stole from Jack’s pocket. That wouldn’t last forever; the motel room was costing them three hundred a week. Either he had to do another burglary or sell the diamonds. He thought it was less stressful to climb up the side of a building than deal with the scoundrels and scum that were surrounding them. As much as Billy wanted to show off his climbing skills, he found the brownstone to be the easiest and fastest to climb. They set out to find their next victim.

The cops had no reason to connect the recent high-end burglaries in Manhattan to the murders in Brooklyn. They were investigating it as a hit on Fat Dom, and the rest were collateral damage. Cops investigate from inside out, so they started with the Calabrese gang. That is where they picked up a tidbit from a Confidential Informant. He said Fat Dom was there to look at some diamonds. Jack had looked at them and figured they were worth at least a hundred thousand. The snitch said it was going to be a rip from the get go. Jack told him the guy selling them was a hillbilly loser; they could probably scare him to death and take them. They were most likely going to kill him, looked like he got the drop on them. That made the cops working the murder think. Where was this loot coming from? Were there any high-end burglaries involving diamonds lately? They put out a bulletin to all precients to see if any precinct had reported high-end thefts involving diamonds. 

Bobby read the bulletin and wondered. He had this climber who had robbed a diamond merchant, but Mr. Goldman didn’t report any loss of diamonds. Bobby didn’t like it, it was starting to stink. If it was Goldman’s diamonds, why hadn’t he reported it? Bobby went to his favorite place to learn, the internet. He Googled diamonds to see what popped up. That is where he found an interesting statement on the Global Diamond Awareness website. “In some of the more politically unstable Central African and West African countries, revolutionary groups have taken control of diamond mines using proceeds from diamond sales to finance their operations. Diamonds sold through this process are known as conflict diamonds or blood diamonds.” 

Smuggled conflict or blood diamonds are cheaper, and if they get here to the U.S., the profit margins are amazing. Seventy-five thousand dollars worth can fetch two and a half times as much if they are sold here. Maybe Goldman was willing to take the loss rather than having his reputation smeared by having and selling these blood diamonds. Bobby let the detective working the bar killings know that he had a few high-end burglaries he was working, but no diamonds were reported stolen. But he did let him in on his suspicions about Goldman.

Bobby decided to go back and interview Mr. Goldman again. This time he would take not only Angel but would ask if Bubba would like to ride along. Bubba being in the room might scare the snot out him and make him give it up. If they hinted around to this now being a murder investigation, Goldman may come clean. As they were sure the burglary uptown was connected to their two, the lieutenant was on board with Bubba riding along. When the three of them got in the car together, it was like the old days when they rode together in Brooklyn. They drove uptown to the diamond district and found the Goldmans’at work. Bobby said he had some questions as something came up in an investigation. He asked Mr. Goldman if he had heard about any large diamond thefts. Goldman was kind of taken back and asked, “Why would I know anything about stolen diamonds?” Bobby went on to tell him there may be some diamonds that may have been the cause of a homicide but with no reported thefts he wondered if he had heard of anything within his circle. Bubba interjected, “We’re trying to clear this up. People are dead.” “Clear what up?” asked Goldman. “I haven’t heard anything about blood diamonds!” Bobby caught him. “Who said anything about blood diamonds?” At that point Bobby suggested Mr. Goldman close for the day and he and his wife take a ride with them over to the station. Poor Hy and Ida squished in the back seat with Bubba  looked small and pathetic. 

The first thing they did was separate them. Hy was taken to interrogation, and Ida was escorted to the conference room. It was decided Bobby and Bubba would conduct the interrogation. As soon as they walked into the room, Hy asked to call his lawyer. He would cooperate but not without his attorney. When his lawyer got there he laid it all out. His brother gets the diamonds from Africa and ships them to Isreal. They may or may not be blood diamonds, but Mr. Goldman never lets too many out in market at one time. He keeps them in his home safe; at least that’s where he thought they would be safe. If he had claimed them on his insurance, they may have sent up a red flag as to why they would be in the home safe and not in the business vault. If they found out they were blood diamonds he was not admitting that they were, it could ruin his reputation in the industry. That is all Bobby really wanted to know. He had connected a quadruple murder in Brooklyn to burglaries in Manhattan. Mr. Goldman never admitted there were any diamonds stolen from his apartment, but it was a sure thing something happened in that bar and diamonds were at the center of it all.

A Dime A Dozen

Ramona and Billy needed a new fence, but they didn’t want to ask the guy that hooked them up with Hi-Jack. Ramona knew a slew of unsavory characters, one of which gave them a line on a guy that worked out of his van. He was usually parked on the East Side under the FDR Drive. He was like a rolling flea market; they approached him with a large paper bag that held a pair of silver candle holders and an array of gold chains and rings. He took the goods inside the van and offered them eight hundred dollars. They took it, wanting the get as much cash as possible. Billy was beginning to think the diamonds were cursed. He wondered if Goldman would want to buy them back, no questions asked. It would be tricky, but sweet-faced Ramona probably could broker the deal, the exchange was where it could go wrong, so they needed a
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