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    DEDICATION

In memory of a dear friend and cherished loved one who tragically passed away at the age of thirty, right in the prime of his life, due to an unresolved criminal act.
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PREFACE
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The book "H.B.'s Big Heist" follows Jack Winner as he continues his life working in the EMS and prepares to marry his fiancé, Melanie Straight. They fondly remember their last Christmas together, spent in Jem City Park, where they admired the festive lights, manger scene, and snowstorm. Jack proposed to Melanie with a stunning diamond ring while on one knee. Melanie also recently graduated from Physical Therapy School and celebrated with a party at their favorite nightspot, Alley Burger Entertainment Center, where friends and family congratulated her. It was a joyous and overwhelming experience for her.

♦ ♦ ♦
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MIKE SABER AND JACK Winner have been EMT ambulance partners for a while, and they have become a “WELL-OILED MACHINE,” saving lives. Captain Jim Hawker, their operational manager, made himself an inspiration to all at the Jem City Ambulance Base. Their ambulance transports included critical care of patients to Rehabs, Dialysis clinics, and doctor visits at various hospitals and offices. During Emergency 911 calls, Ambulance 55 was the team on the scene during fire rescue and crime scene stand-by. 

♦ ♦ ♦
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JACK AND MIKE WERE tight with the Jem City Detectives, Glen Delayo, and Brian Lehman, two of the best for Jem City. Detective Brian Lehman was single, and fond of Deidra Straight, Melanie’s mother. Deidra was the head nurse at the Jem City Hospital Emergency Room. Brian asked her out on a date, and after a couple of days of thinking about it, Deidra said, “Yes.” They continued their bonding, and dating several more times, within mind Deidra’s husband John, who was murdered in a home invasion, only a year before. 

♦ ♦ ♦
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STREET GANGS FROM THE Jem City projects were acting up. Brutal games on the basketball courts for money took place. Gangs like the Head Bangers, Black Hawks, and Hell Hoopers, were out to conquer their enemies. A particular group called the Head Bangers, led by Lenny, their gang leader, went to extremes for cold hard cash. This included armed robbery and heartless murders, as they stopped at nothing. One thing led to another as the Head Bangers hooked up with Jermane and his people, who specialized in complicated heists and prostitution. Strategically, they planned a major robbery in a bank downtown. It was the perfect heist; they would make millions—if they pulled it off! 

♦ ♦ ♦
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JACK AND MELANIE, while out doing last minute errands for their wedding. They somehow stepped into a major crime in progress! Will they live through this to see tomorrow? Their chances are slim, as the outcome unravels chapter after chapter.
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CHAPTER 1
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Jem City Gangs

––––––––
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SOARING THROUGH THE air, isolating its target with pinpoint accuracy, "swish" from the top of the key, this round projectile, commonly called a basketball, broke the plain of the hoop. Ronny from the proud street gang, the Head Bangers, added two more points toward their race for victory. It was a typical backyard-type battle under the lights at the Jem City basketball courts. The befuddled "Black Hawks," another street gang of hoods created out of the Jem City projects, returned the ball down court, unaware of how quick and agile their opponents were. From out of nowhere, Lenny, the gang leader of the Head Bangers, sprang like a charging lion. He stole the ball from his opponent and raced the opposite way down the court. Lenny dribbled like no other, past the opposition as if he were in stealth mode, flying low, invisible to the radar. One, two, three oversized steps, he took off like an f-sixteen fighter jet delivering its missile, slam-dunking the ball stalwart into the target. 

Lenny screamed, "Yeah... Yo-mother—nothing like it—can't touch this! The Head Bangers are number one man!" 

He beat his chest with his fist several times, crediting his unbelievable effort. The Black Hawks brought the ball back up-court. One of the players kicked it out to the corner for an outside shot taken by Ricky, their gang leader. The ball hit the backboard, ricocheting off the rim. Nat, from the Head Bangers, seized the rebound and brought it back up the court. He dished it off to Tom, who fed the ball to Sammy, who pivoted around the defender for an unbelievable layup. The Black Hawks got trounced! It was the game-ending point. The Head Bangers were unbeatable and invincible to all! They beat every challenger that ever opposed them so far!

Nat demanded his prize money, saying to Ricky, "A hundred bucks, man, as we agreed—loser—pay up! It's our win; you owe us the cash, homey. Pay up now, bro!"

Ricky stomped over to his defeated Black Hawks to discuss the wager they owed, saying, "If we don't pay them now, I doubt that if we live more than five minutes more, these guys are crazy and got guns!" 

Each Black Hawk player produced a crinkled twenty-dollar bill from deep inside his gym short pockets and handed it to Ricky. He, in turn, walked over to Nat, who resembled a stoic, hard-core Head Banger. 

Ricky handed the money to him, alleging, "We'll get you next time, I'll guarantee it!"

Nat swiped the money from his hand. "You're on... if you still got the kahunas homey, get ready for another beating!" 

The Head Bangers grouped, congratulating each other, pounding fists and slapping high fives. The Black Hawks bowed out silently, quickly, and disappeared from the court. 

Tommy suggested something, saying, "I'm thirsty. We need something ice-cold, man. We need alcoholic beverages. It's a good night for some brew!" 

After a hard-fought battle, food and drink were a good idea.

♦ ♦ ♦
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ALL FIVE OF THE HOODS crammed themselves into Tommy's blue four-door Chevy Impala and headed across town to the Five Corner Package Store on the outskirts of Jem City. It was a quiet weeknight, and the hustle and bustle of the daytime working crowd had subsided to the tranquility of a working weeknight; nobody was around! Tommy parked the car, leaving it running, staying put in the driver seat while the other four Head Bangers, Lenny, Nat, Sammy, and Ron, headed into the store. Acting casually, they entered the package store, noticing the clerk was sitting behind the counter watching a basketball game on his mini TV. He didn't seem interested in what they were getting ready to do. Lenny, as did the others, pulled his stocking mask over his face as he casually and quickly closed in on the clerk. Lenny produced from under his hooded sweatshirt a colt-45 revolver, a trusty piece that he knew how to use. 

He stuck the loaded revolver under the store clerk's chin, saying, "Don't move, or I'll blow your brains out, hands up!" 

The package store clerk tried to get a glimpse of Lenny, but the nylon stocking over his face made it hard to distinguish his features. Ron and Sammy locked the front door and turned the "open" sign around to the "closed" sign. It was a premature time to close, but customers would quickly turn away and look for another liquor store to do their business with. Fortunately, there were many of them in the downtown area.

Nat jumped over the counter and opened the cash register, unveiling about five hundred dollars in United States currency. He shoved the money into a pillow sack he grabbed from Tommy's car. 

He couldn't believe it and screamed, "That's all in the draw, man! You've got to have money somewhere else!

Lenny pushed the gun deeper into the clerk's jaw and demanded, "Where's the safe, man? There has to be more than five hundred dollars in the building!" 

The clerk nervously pointed to a backroom office. Lenny shoved him towards the room, and Nat followed behind the pair. 

The liquor store clerk stopped in the middle of the room and nervously mouthed, "Over there, behind the picture on the wall in the back of the desk." 

With the gun pointed at his back, Lenny walked him over to the picture and told him to remove it from the wall. The store clerk took the picture off the wall, revealing a combination safe. 

Lenny ordered, "Open it or I'll blow your fucking head off!" 

The store clerk tried the combination, but his hands trembled so much that he kept messing up the numbers. 

"Damn it, open it," Lenny shrieked! 

His trigger finger was starting to tense. The store clerk tried a few more times and finally succeeded.

Nat pushed the package store clerk away and advanced towards the safe. 

"Oh man... Oh man,"  

He pulled out paperwork from the safe containing legal type documents, titles, paperwork for a liquor license, and some un-cashed checks stacked and tied with an elastic band. Nat threw and scattered everything on the floor. He observed something much more exciting and of value to him and the Head Bangers. There were about Eight thousand dollars in stacks of hundreds, twenties, tens, and one-dollar bills. It was beautiful green cash, easy money, and theirs for the taking. They hit the jackpot! Nat opened his money sack, dropping every cent into it. He was like a crazed leprechaun with his pot of gold. Satisfied, it was time for them to vanish, leaving no trace of their presence. 

Lenny yelled, "Let's get the hell out of here!" Nat went to the front door, where Sammy and Ron stood as lookouts. Both men gave a thumbs-up signal and high-fived each other. 

♦ ♦ ♦
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MEANWHILE, Lenny dauntlessly pushed the store clerk to the back office floor and cocked his weapon. The store clerk, wholly bewildered, looked up at Lenny and started to whimper. 

He cried out, "Please don't shoot me, mister! You'll go to jail for life if you kill me, mister. Don't, I have a family, a wife, and kids."

Lenny yelled out, ignoring the family part of the storekeeper's plea, "I might be going to jail, but you're not going to know anything about it, are you, my man." 

He cocked the weapon and put two bullets in the store clerk's chest, killing him on the second shot. With nobody alive, there would be no witnesses. Lenny grabbed a magic marker and initialed the store clerk's head with the letters H. B., a calling card for the authorities to figure out. The Head Bangers were like kids in a candy store, grabbing what they could off the shelves: beer, wine, and hard liquor. Sammy unlocked the front door, and they bolted for the blue Chevy. 

♦ ♦ ♦
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TOMMY SAT QUIETLY IN the car, nervously waiting for them to come out. He wanted to break loose. When they finally showed up, he popped the car trunk, and they threw in the alcohol, money, and the nylon stocking disguises worn over their heads. Nat slammed the trunk closed. Without hesitation, the four men quickly jumped into the car, not wasting another minute. Tommy hit the gas and bolted for safety; he had to make some distance, as far away from the Five Corners Package store as he could. It was another major slam-dunk for them as the Head Bangers pulled off what they considered a victory. It brought the morals of the gang up and made them a little richer. Lenny joked around, popped a beer, and poured it over Tommy's head while he was frantically making his getaway. Tommy swiped his hand at Lenny, not liking it one bit! 

"Hey man, cut the crap! I can't see the road!" 

Lenny tried to get him again, and Tommy screamed, "I'm driving you asshole, back the hell off!"

Lenny let out his war cry, "Head Bangers motherfucker—The Head Bangers rule!"

♦ ♦ ♦
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THE GANG RETRACED THEIR tracks back to the Jem City projects by the basketball courts. Tommy parked and opened the trunk of the Chevy, revealing all the earnings they acquired from the night's events. They carried the loot and the liquor up to the apartment. Playfully rousing each other, they climbed the dungy-lit stairs of the projects to the third floor. It was Lenny's apartment but a centralized meeting place to gather and to crash when his piers needed to. 

Lenny assured them, "As long as the government and welfare department didn't catch on, it was fine with me, and you homeys can stay as long as they want."

Ronny suggested, with a crooked smirk, "Let's order pizza to go with the beer. I'm hungry, man!" 

He ordered five pizzas with everything on it. The girl on the phone explained to him that it would take a half hour to forty-five minutes tops, maybe less. It was not busy tonight, so they prepared the pizza and delivered it quicker than if it was a weekend night. 

Ronny answered, "Fine, just get the food here, I had a hard day at work today, and I'm very fricken hungry!" 

Ron did not want to hear her bull and hung up the phone.

♦ ♦ ♦
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THEY DRANK BEER AND liquor and talked about how their tracks were covered. Nobody messed up and would suspect anything from them—the perfect heist. 

"Did you see that store clerk's look when Lenny first put the gun to his face? I thought the guy was going to dirty his pants right there," laughed Nat.

Ronny added, "If the guy were doing his job, he would have seen us when we first walked in!"

Lenny wanted to discuss making even more money with the extra cash in his pocket. 

He explained, "We need a good plan to pull off a bigger job man, and I want the hell out of this place man. I want a place to live and my life out of these projects. I need to find a way, and I'm going to find a way, brother. I can feel it!" 

Lenny was sick of public housing and the government up his butt all the time. "I want and need luxury, even if it means murder and armed robbery... so be it!"

♦ ♦ ♦
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THE DOORBELL RANG. Ron opened the door, and the pizza deliveryman stood there holding five hot pizzas with everything on them. Ron paid the guy and flipped him an extra Twenty dollars for his trouble. 

"Thanks a lot, man, appreciate it, have a good one," said the pizza guy. 

Ron closed the door, and the aroma of hot bread, cheese, assorted meat, and veggies filled the room. Out of control because of the hypnotizing pizza smell, they rushed at Ronny, grabbed the boxes, and the five feasted on pizza and beer for the rest of the night. Satisfied that their bellies were full and their pockets had a lot of money, the Head Bangers plotted their next heist, and Jem City was their prey!
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CHAPTER 2
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EMT Partners

––––––––
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EMERGENCY MEDICAL TECHNICIANS Jack Winner and Mike Saber rolled their empty stretcher out of the Jem City General Emergency room, finishing an ambulance response call. They dropped off a patient in the care of Deidra Straight, the Emergency Room Head Nurse. Deidra was also the mother of Jack's long-time girlfriend, Melanie Straight. Jack asked for Melanie's hand in marriage last Christmas Eve, giving her a beautiful diamond engagement ring. They have experienced both good and bad times together. They were involved with dangerous individuals in the past year and almost didn't make it.

♦ ♦ ♦
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THE EMTS HAVE BEEN partners for two years and have experienced positive and negative situations. They were becoming a well-oiled machine, a great partnership. Jack and Mike collapsed the stretcher supports to the ground and lifted it onto the back of Ambulance Fifty-Five. The catch on the floor secured the stretcher, so there was no possible way it would roll or move around with or without a patient. The door slammed shut, and both of them jumped into the front seats of the ambulance. Jack sat at the driver's side, and Mike sat "shotgun" on the passenger side. During the subsequent emergency transport, Jack would provide patient care. They switched positions after every response.

Jack called Roy, the dispatcher using the ambulance radio. 

Jack keyed the microphone, saying, "Ambulance Fifty-Five to dispatch." 

Roy responded from dispatch after a low crackle sound, "Go ahead, A-55." 

Jack answered, "Dispatch, we're clear from the Jem City E.R. and ready to respond."

Roy in the dispatch office acknowledged, saying, "Roger, Ambulance 55. Have you guys left the hospital parking lot yet?"

Jack answered, "Negative, we're still here, about to leave, why."

Dispatch responded, "Good... head upstairs to the Dialysis Unit and pick up Mrs. Lezzy; she's ready to transport home after her treatment." 

Jack keyed the microphone, "Received, dispatch; we're on our way up to the dialysis unit to transport patient Lezzy."

♦ ♦ ♦
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JEM CITY AMBULANCE has transported Mrs. Lezzy to and from her home for about five years now, monitoring her blood pressure and vitals in case they changed for the worse or, in their terms, bottomed out. Quick access to life-saving equipment in the ambulance was within their reach while they rushed her back to the Emergency Room. She recently had surgery to become a double above-the-knee amputee; her mobility was limited, and she had difficulty using a wheelchair. It was a day-by-day grueling process for her. They rolled the stretcher into the dialysis clinic on the second floor. Mrs. Lezzy was sitting in her usual dialysis chair, reading a magazine. She looked stable enough for them to transport her home in the ambulance. Jack and Mike waited while the nurse removed the tubes attached to her arm from the dialysis machine. Then, Jack and Mike carefully lifted her onto the stretcher using a patient lifting technique. They additionally would make her more comfortable with blankets and pillows. She has been susceptible since her recent surgery and the treatment she had just received. Her pain threshold was very high, even though they considered her stabilized.

The attending nurse smiled, waved, and said, "Good night Mrs. Lezzy. We'll see you next week, okay?" 

Mrs. Lezzy returned the wave, and she headed out the door with Jack and Mike. They rolled the stretcher down to the ground floor by the Emergency Room, where they parked Ambulance Fifty-Five. Jack and Mike lifted her onto the back of the ambulance and locked the stretcher in place. Mike carefully attended to her in the patient area as Jack took his turn at the driver duties. Jack spoke into the microphone, calling control. 

Roy answered, acknowledging Ambulance 55. 

Jack repeated, "Ambulance 55 is transporting dialysis patient Mrs. Lezzy back home from her dialysis treatment. We're monitoring her vitals."

Roy, the dispatcher, answered, "Ambulance 55, you're en route 1300 hours (1:00 pm Civilian Time) with Mrs. Lezzy back to her residence."

♦ ♦ ♦
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THEY HEADED OUT TO the Jem City Housing for the Elderly, where Mrs. Lezzy's lived. Mike took a set of vitals, evaluating that she was stable for the transport, and he documented everything on paper. 

The ride was uneventful, and Jack called Roy in dispatch, "Ambulance 55, En-arrival at the Jem City Housing for the Elderly." 

Roy acknowledged him. Jack parked the vehicle and opened the rear doors of the ambulance. Mike jumped out, and the two EMTs lifted the stretcher away from the back of the ambulance, releasing the latch on the bottom and dropping the wheels to the ground. They entered the apartment complex and waited for the elevator. A loud ding sounded, and the elevator doors opened as they rolled the stretcher into the car. Jack pressed the button for the twelfth floor, the doors closed, and the car creaked up the old elevator shaft. Her floor finally came up, and they rolled the stretcher down the hall to Mrs. Lezzy's apartment. She reached for her pocketbook and gave Jack the apartment keys. He opened the door. There was barely enough room to fit into the apartment. Jack and Mike carefully unpacked Mrs. Lezzy from the stretcher and sat her in a wheelchair in the living room. There would be a healthcare aide coming to visit her in about another hour. The aide helped Mrs. Lezzy with the cleaning and her personal needs and brought her meals for her special diet. Jack and Mike packed the stretcher, folded the blankets, and reattached the safety straps.

Mrs. Lezzy grabbed Jack's bicep, saying, "My, what large muscles you have!"

Jack reacted and said, "Appreciate it, Mrs. Lezzy— check this out." He did a Charles Atlas pose for her with his hand curled under his chin.

Mike let out a laugh, "Ya—right on. . . Winner!"

However, Mrs. Lezzy was impressed; "Oh, how wonderful you look, you're just like a statue. Thank you, boys, for helping me.  "I'll see both of you next week. You are the best!"

The two big-headed heroes grabbed their gear and went back down the elevator to the ambulance. 

♦ ♦ ♦
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IT WAS MIKE'S TURN to drive, but he was not up for driving, so Jack stayed at the wheel. Jack radioed dispatch, "Ambulance 55 is clear from the Jem City Housing for the Elderly."

Roy responded, "Ambulance 55, Jack and Mike, could you both stay for an extra shift until midnight tonight?" 

Jack wanted to tell him no, but he needed the money. He saw out of the corner of his eye that Mike nodded yes.

Jack keyed the microphone, saying, "Roy, sure, no problem, we'll do the shift."

Roy acknowledged, "You guys are great! There's no call at the moment. Post your ambulance around the hospital area, and I'll notify you when I need you."

Jack said, "Received dispatch. We'll be posted in the area until needed."

Jack turned to Mike, and sarcastically informed him, "Well, Mike, we're stuck for a second shift together! Aren't we lucky?"

Mike contested, "You know, Winner—your face is getting uglier daily."

Jack looked in the rearview mirror of the ambulance, checked his face out, and said, "Well, my girl Melanie still loves it—I'll guarantee you that!"

♦ ♦ ♦
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MELANIE HAS BEEN JACK'S steady girlfriend since high school. It was back when Jack was a football star, and Melanie was a cheerleader who supported Jack and the team through all their victories. As the years passed, they experienced many life-changing events together, including a major incident with the East Coast Cartel that almost got them killed. The couple, both thirty years old, are in love and engaged to be married. Jack gave her a beautiful one-carat diamond ring last Christmas, and she wore it proudly, showing it off whenever she could. Melanie Straight is in her final year of college and will graduate as a physical therapist this year. Her mother, Deidra Straight, was the head nurse at the Jem City General Emergency Room. The father, John Straight, was murdered in an apartment home invasion, shot twice in the back as he tried to defend and protect Deidra, his wife. The assailant attacked them while they were still in bed. It was a very tragic episode in Melanie's life. 

"Oh, that reminds me." Jack stated, "I should call Melanie and tell her that I'll be working late tonight and won't be home until midnight."

Mike asked, "Before you do that, could you go to the diner? I'm starving, and I want to get something to eat."

It was past four o'clock in the afternoon, almost five, and time for dinner. Jack agreed with Mike. He started the ambulance and headed to the diner by the Ninety-Five off-ramp. On the way to the restaurant, Jack called Melanie to tell her he wouldn't be home tonight because he had to work late. He explained to her that he picked up an extra shift until midnight. Melanie told him, no problem, that she would be home with her mother all night and that she had some studying to do. Jack pulled into the diner parking lot and parked the ambulance. It was one of their favorite places to eat when they took food breaks between emergency calls. However, the place to have fun was at Alley Burgers. Jack and Melanie spent quality time partying at this restaurant. When Jack first became an ambulance partner with Mike, he introduced Mike and his girlfriend, Christy, to the restaurant, and they have been partying there ever since. If dispatch needed them, they carry portable radios to keep in touch. 

♦ ♦ ♦
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THE TWO EMTS ENTERED the diner. They generally sat in a booth by the window, which was an easy spot to watch the ambulance. Jack and Mike ordered food and coffee from a cheerful server, who seemed pleased to see them. 

Mike asked Jack, "So what do you think? Will Captain Hawker lose it, or what? He scares me sometimes. One day, he is your best friend, and the next, he will bounce off the walls like a wild rabbit, blaming you for things he thought you did or didn't do. It's very annoying, and sometimes he scares me!"

Captain Hawker was their leader, a person to respect. When the crap hit the fan, he would change your life as you stood stoically by his desk, listening to his long, sometimes-cruel lectures. In the end, he was always right.

Jack said, "Mike, I think he exaggerates and lets simple things get to his head. I think he needs a vacation. Take the family somewhere and have some fun."

Mike replied, "Fun! I don't think he knows what fun is. Life is lonely at the top, and I hope he doesn't jump off." 

Mike had a slight smile on his face. The server brought them their food, setting the plates on the table. Jack and Mike commenced to devour their hearty meal, washing it down with coffee. It was going to be a long night. After dinner, they left the diner and hung out in the ambulance, reading books and playing on their cell phones.

♦ ♦ ♦
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AT ABOUT TWENTY-HUNDRED, the ambulance radio speaker came to life. 

It was Roy in dispatch, "Control to Ambulance 55?" 

"Go ahead... Control," Ambulance Fifty-Five responded.

Roy informed them, saying, "Jack and Mike, start heading to the Five-Corner Package Store for a man down. The store clerk may have been fatally shot. The Jem City police are on the scene.

Jack acknowledged him, saying, “Received dispatch. Ambulance 55 is en route to the Five Corners Package Store for a shooting."

Dispatch answered, "Roger, Twenty-Ten, you're en route." 

Jack woke up Ambulance 55, lit up the emergency lights and wailing siren. They jumped onto the route ninety-five on-ramp heading out to the highway; this would cut the response time in half, and Five Corners was the next exit down. They reached the ramp and then a roundabout. Jack followed a road sign for "Five Corners," and soon they arrived at the Five Corner Package Store.

Jack called over the microphone, "Ambulance 55 is on arrival at Five Corners."

Roy, the dispatcher, acknowledged, "Message received, Winner and Zaber, you're on arrival, twenty-sixteen. Excellent response time!" 

♦ ♦ ♦
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THERE WERE THREE POLICE cars on the scene with their blue strobe lights blocking off the area. With its red flashing emergency lights pulsating in the evening dusk, a Jem City fire engine arrived as the first responders on the scene. They began first aid procedures until the EMTs arrived. Mike grabbed the backboard and oxygen; Jack brought the EMT medical jump kit, and they hauled-ass into the package store. The two EMTs blew by the entourage of police at the front door and in the store; there were police setting up a robbery and murder crime scene. They finally got to the first responders, who performed CPR on the store clerk. Jack noted—two gunshots to the chest. He checked the radial and carotid arteries for pulses and respiration, but there were none. It was improbable—but there was a slim chance he would make it. The clerk suffered a massive loss of blood. They continued their assessment and care. They laid a backboard on the floor, sliding it under the victim's body, then lifted the store clerk up and out the door to the stretcher as quickly as possible. Jack and Mike continued CPR until they got the stretcher with the store clerk on it into the ambulance. 

Mike resumed "one person" CPR, and Jack jumped into the front driver seat, calling "en-route, CPR in progress" to dispatch. 

He turned on the emergency lights and sirens and headed high priority to the Jem City Emergency Room, where the staff would be waiting. 

Five minutes later, Jack called control, "Ambulance 55 is en-arrival at the Jem City Hospital E.R., CPR in progress."

Dispatch returned, "Ambulance 55, you're en arrival, twenty-forty three" (10:43 pm).

Jack ran to the back of the vehicle and opened the ambulance doors. Mike jumped out, and they unlocked the catch and dropped the wheelbase of the stretcher as it hit the ground. 

♦ ♦ ♦
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THE EMT'S CONTINUED CPR as they rolled the stretcher into the Emergency Room. Melanie's mother, Deidra, was off duty tonight. There was another on-duty nurse, and she directed them to one of the rooms for cardiac emergencies. A team of doctors and nurses took over as Jack and Mike continued CPR. They used rescue breathing with an Ambu bag or Bag valve mask. Unfortunately, forcing air through the upper airway was not enough. The E.R. team got ready to intubate the patient so they could breathe for him artificially. Oxygen forced directly into the lungs was probably the best way for the victim to survive. One of the E.R. Docs placed a Laryngoscope into the mouth of the store clerk and skillfully slipped a tube down past the larynx into the trachea to the patient's lungs. An Ambu bag connected to the tube would manually force oxygen into his lungs until they could get him on a respirator. The defibrillator lay ready. It was on and warmed up. They placed on the victim's chest electrodes, leading to the heart monitor that would look at his heart rhythm. It was not much. 

Someone yelled, "Stop CPR." 

Jack and Mike backed off as the doctor gelled and placed the paddles on the store clerk's chest. He needs to apply about twenty pounds of pressure on the patient for it to work right. You could hear the defibrillator wind up, and then a certain amount of electrical current measured in Joules blasted into the patient's body. The shock will flat line the patient, hoping to start a normal heart rhythm. They tried desperately several more times without success. Cardiac drugs were administered with no success. They exhausted all possibilities for resuscitation. The attending doctor checked his watch and the patient's pupils. 

He said, "Pupils fixed and dilated, time of death, eleven ten p.m." 

Officially, the store clerk was deceased, and notifying his family would be difficult, delivering the dreadful and shocking news to his loved ones. Jack and Mike were now completely worn out, their efforts exhausted. The poor man did not have much hope of survival. Nevertheless, if there was a tiny chance they could resuscitate a patient, the EMS would react and pull all stops out. The EMTs gathered their equipment, set everything back in place, and restocked the ambulance cabinets. They did not want to be caught with their pants down on the next call.

♦ ♦ ♦
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JACK HAD A DESIRE. "I wish we had an AED on the ambulance." 

An automated external defibrillator was fundamental to the Manuel defibrillator used in the hospital E.R. If applied to a cardiac patient while on the scene, the AED would extend their chances of saving a life before transporting a patient to the hospital.

Mike suggested, "We'd need to talk to Captain Hawker to see if the city could fund an AED for us. We'd also have to pass the test to be qualified to use the AED."

Jack was optimistic, "Okay, that shouldn't be a problem, but the hospital is associated with the American Heart Association, and Captain Hawker could set us up to take the course and the test to qualify to use the AED. It should only take another couple of weeks."

Mike, sensing Jack's determination, responded, "I'm with you, Jack. Let's take the lead on this. We should meet with Captain Hawker and request Jem City to finance and provide us with an AED. The class and the test will be the easy part."

Jack jumped on the microphone to dispatch, saying, "Ambulance 55, we're clear of the Jem City Emergency Room and heading to base."

Roy from dispatch acknowledged, "Roger Ambulance 55, see you when you get in."
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CHAPTER 3
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Five-Corner Investigation

––––––––
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THE CRIME SCENE DETECTIVES were on the scene at the Five-Corner Package Store, as well as the Jem City police, fire, and EMS who transported the victim. Homicide Detective Glen Delayo and Brian Lehman were in charge of the investigation. The forensics team searched for evidence, dusting for fingerprints in the back office. They would eventually reach the front counter, the glass beer and wine cases, and any other areas of the store involved in robbery and murder. The Crime Lab people would not overlook even the smallest DNA sample. 

"There were no shell casings, so it most likely involved a revolver rather than a pistol at close range," Detective Delayo remarked.

Detective Lehman added his technical support; "A revolver would hold the cartridge or shell in the weapon's chamber. So, as far as evidence leading to who owned the weapon and finding the weapons and discharged shells, we might be out of luck." He cringed, saying, "What I find hard to believe and understand is why they would shoot this unfortunate man. They could have tied him up and knocked him out or something. Instead, they put two bullets in his chest. The poor guy had a family. I can't see the point of this ridiculous murder, Detective Delayo."

Delayo responded, "You bet! It is a pretty fucked up thing to do. They weren't thinking of being humane to this guy. The murderers needed to get rid of anybody that might have evidence, which would lead to their arrest." 

Delayo walked over to the wall with the combination safe built into it. He noticed the legal documents and un-cashed checks flung on the floor. 

He remarked, "They weren't looking for anything special except cold green cash, especially since the safe contents were flung on the floor!"

Detective Lehman added, "It was a quiet night for store sales, so they had plenty of time to go through and check every item in the vault. It looks most definite that they were after nothing but the cold cash."

"Then our speculation is unanimous, Detective Leman! The root of the crime is one thing, and that is money! They didn't care about whom they murdered to get it," Delayo exclaimed. 

♦ ♦ ♦
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THE TWO DETECTIVES moved from the back office to the front counter—by the cash register. Along the way, they noticed details that might produce evidence: a fingerprint, a piece of hair, a blood smear—anything that might reveal DNA evidence. 

Detective Delayo observed the apparent signs and said, "The cash register was first, and it looks like they forced the store clerk to open it and simply cleaned it out. After which, they went for the wall safe, forcing the store clerk to the back room to show them where the vault was. They strongly convinced him, by gunpoint, to reveal the combination to open the safe. The vandals took what they wanted, discarding anything else on the floor." 

The detectives headed to the storefront, pausing by the beer cooler and liquor racks to survey the scene.

"It looks like a couple of cases of beer were missing, and liquor bottles smashed on the floor—Punks," Delayo snared.

"Glen, who found the store clerk," asked Detective Lehman.

Delayo answered, "From what they told me over the phone, it was a Nine-One-One emergency call to police dispatch by an unidentified Good Samaritan who entered the store. He searched around, trying to find someone to sell him a six-pack of beer—by the way, the six-pack was on the counter when we arrived. Anyway—the customer went to the back of the store and found the clerk in the back office on the floor dead! The anonymous customer called the police from the store phone, then took off, not waiting for the Jem city police to arrive. Fingerprints lifted off the phone might reveal who he is—hell, it could be one of the robbers himself!" 

Detective Delayo's cell phone buzzed. 

Delayo answered, "Detective Delayo, how may I help you?"

The caller replied, "Yes, this is an administrator at the Jem City General Hospital, Dr. Wild. Sir, it is confirmed the store clerk has died of multiple gunshot wounds to the chest. The E.R. staff made every resuscitation effort possible to revive him. He is at the hospital morgue with the pathologist. The hospital has notified his family."

Delayo answered, "Thank you, sir. Detective Lehman and I will visit the morgue after we close the crime investigation scene." 

Lieutenant Lehman asked, "What's up with the phone call?"

Captain Delayo updated him, saying, "Well, our store clerk is confirmed dead. We now officially have a murder investigation and armed robbery."

Detective Lehman, taken aback, said, "Jeez, here we go again, Detective Delayo. It never fails! Could this be the start of something big time or a random incident? I have a gut feeling we shall soon find out!"

Delayo answered, "Looks like we'll have a look-see at the hospital morgue; let's wrap up here." 

Detective Delayo was smooth and sophisticated, but for some reason, Detective Lehman's uneasiness towards the whole situation awakened his inner subconscious, bringing his thoughts of the crime together in bits and pieces.

♦ ♦ ♦
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THE DETECTIVES ENSURED everything was in order at the crime scene, and all evidence that might lead them to the perpetrators would be investigated—no stone would be unturned. They got into Delayo's Crown Vic and drove to Jem City Hospital. Both detectives went through the hospital's main entrance, making their way to the morgue. The signs directed them towards the rear of the main building and left to the South wing. At the South Wing, they would then go down two floors in the elevator to a sign pointing toward the morgue. They followed a long, dark hallway until they got to a pair of double doors with smoky type glass that said "City Morgue."

♦ ♦ ♦
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DR. ISMOLE, THE PATHOLOGIST on duty, was dressed in a long white gown, surgical gloves, and protective goggles on top of his head.

He greeted them, saying, "Welcome, Detectives Delayo and Lehman! What a privilege to see you both!" 

They were familiar with one another from past criminal cases as the detectives accepted his salutation. 

Dr. Ismole continued, "I have discovered something interesting on the body that might interest you. But first, as you can see, we have a gunshot victim with two bullet holes in his chest but no exit wounds."

He lifted the sheet that covered the store clerk's chest, exposing two neat holes. Then he informed the detectives, "I haven't begun the post-mortem examination on the body yet. I will examine how the bullet's striation did damage the store clerk at close range. After I perform the autopsy, the bullets and fragments will forwarded to forensics as evidence and examination for the weapon type used."

Detective Lehman looked at Delayo with an underhanded smile as if it related to their earlier conversation about the weapon.

Lehman mentioned, "Probably a revolver at close range."

Dr. Ismole lifted the sheet, further uncovering his head. He pointed out markings on his forehead. Detective Delayo focused on what Doctor Ismole was directing him to.

"Detective Lehman, check this out; somebody wrote the letters H. B. on the clerk's forehead with a magic marker."

Lehman responded, "H.B., I wonder what it might mean? Could it be the murderer's initials? Maybe a mark the murderer leaves on his victims as a calling card, a sign, or a message. That is messed up, Detective Delayo! H.B. could stand for anything."

It was hard to conceive what the initials meant, but consequently, they would have to go deep into the investigation with it. The detectives took out their cell phones, snapping pictures of the lettering on the clerk's forehead and the victim's two gunshot wounds. They sent them to the office computer. The Crime Lab Forensic Photographer would have many more pictures to view later. Detectives Delayo and Lehman thanked the pathologist for his time, and they made their way out the door, up the elevator to the main lobby, and back out to the hospital parking garage. 

Detective Lehman looked at his watch and exclaimed, "Damn, it's past 11 p.m.!"

Detective Delayo answered, "Yeah, you're right. It's time to go home and get some rest. I'd say I'm quite worn out. Debbie, my wife, probably forgot about me by now." 

They headed to police headquarters to pick up their vehicles and check out for the night. The Jem City Police Headquarters was business as usual, except news media vehicles were posted outside in the parking lot, with newscasters reporting stories of the shooting for the Eleven O'clock News. Both detectives barely sneaked through unnoticed as they drove by the unforgiving media, looking for information and interviews. Clear from the mob of media, they bolted home.

♦ ♦ ♦
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THE FOLLOWING DAY, Detective Delayo and Detective Lehman met in the Detective's office on the third floor of the Jem City Police Headquarters. Brian Lehman looked proudly at the bubble glass door with Detective Delayo's name on it. However, recently freshly painted on the window, printed in gold leaf, the name "Detective Brian Lehman" was printed beneath Detective Glen Delayo's name. It is now his office, as well as Detective Delayo's. The office was unique. When you entered, two matching wooden teak desks with high-back padded office chairs provided a comfortable work environment. A furniture company created beautiful teak-linseed oil-finished wall paneling, adding some class to the office. A wall unit with shelving, file cases, and a small glassed bar is attached to and covers part of the teak-paneled wall. In the middle of the office stood a glass coffee table with a golden-colored base to support it. Four reddish leather chairs with gold-plated upholstery tacks held the chairs together and surrounded the coffee table. Against one of the walls was a sofa with the same style of red leather upholstery. The shelves were full of law books and books affiliated with their law profession. In addition, lining part of the bookcase was a mixture of the usual sports magazines and trophies from their college and high school athletic days. Glen Delayo called from his phone. Sergeant Shelly Lowey, their secretary sitting at the front desk,  

He asked, "Sergeant Lowey, would you run across the street and pick up coffee for me, Brian, and don't forget yourself? Also, pick up a few of those wonderful coffee rolls."

"No problem, Detective Delayo. I'll have them there in
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