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Disclaimer

OKAY, LET’S CUT THE CRAP AND GET DOWN TO THE 
NITTY-GRITTY…   

We know there are certain people who may think they recognize 
themselves, or someone they know, in this book. They will probably 
get all grumpy and steamed up over it. They may even decide (just 
for kicks) to give us a hard time. Please keep in mind that if we 
really wanted to be jerks about it, you would have been named 
directly. Even if this book was called “fiction,” you probably would 
still throw a fit over it. Trust us, this version is a lot better than the 
original unedited “rants.”

MOST NON-FICTION IS WRITTEN FROM MEMORY…

We all know that the human memory is deeply flawed and it’s 
almost impossible to recall a conversation word for word. This work 
depicts actual events in the life of the co-author, Tommy Dye, as 
truthfully as recollection permits and/or can be verified by research. 
Occasionally, dialogue consistent with the character or nature of 
the person speaking has been supplemented. All persons within are 
actual individuals; there are no composite characters. The names of 
some individuals have been changed to respect their privacy.
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REGARDING THE CHARACTERS…

We have tried as much as possible to spare you the embarrassment 
accorded to victims of non-fiction writing, but as such there is a 
limit. Any jokes, references or descriptions you might find offensive, 
are meant to be harmless and funny. 

REALLY?

If you can listen to hardcore lyrics about guns and sex, you can 
surely “chill out” when we use swear words in this story. So just be 
cool, okay?  We do wish to apologize in advance to the elderly and 
people of strong faith, however, in case you haven’t heard, this is 
the way they talk, especially in the world of crime.

NOW, JUST TO BE CLEAR ABOUT ALL OF THIS…

The content depicted in this book, including events, locales, 
and persons, living or dead, as well as many other things, were 
inspired directly by real life events. However, we would like to say 
that no resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or 
dead, should be inferred at all. 

OH YES!  THE MOST IMPORTANT…

Absolutely, no part of this publication may be reproduced, 
stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any 
means, without the prior permission in writing and signed by the 
authors, nor be otherwise circulated in any form other than that 
in which it is published and without a similar condition including 
this condition being imposed upon the subsequent publisher. (for 
any piracy queries and illegal downloads, please consult us first.
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GO AHEAD AND SPREAD MY STORY…

Remember to credit the authors and leave the story untouched, 
but if you try to make money behind our back we will have to sue 
you. The moral right of the authors has been asserted.

All rights reserved, plus the contents depicted in this book 
do not reflect the views of the author, publisher or related sales 
and distribution parties (so don’t blame other people for liking or 
reselling this book. It is a free country.)
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Preface

August 1990

Something’s wrong, my intuition told me as I stepped out of the 
stairwell and into the chaotic frenzy of the main hallway running 
under Division One of the Cook County jail.

Sergeant Ricky Walsh opened the heavy, rusted steel door 
leading to the death trap that is A-B stairwell then turned to me. 
“Dye, take the stairs down four flights to the bottom, I will meet 
you there.”

There are four sets of stairs that lead to the main boulevard on 
the first floor. They are legendary for the infamous men who have 
been butchered there, the bloodstained walls a testament to the 
violence that is the norm in this building. As I begin my descent 
down the narrow and poorly lit stairwell, the thought hits me: 
At least half a dozen men have been stabbed in this exact place. The 
words taunt me as I step slowly down the stairs so that Walsh will 
have time to beat me to the first floor in the old, decrepit elevator. 

When I finally make it down, I breathe a sigh of relief. But it 
is not Walsh waiting at the huge, steel door I am to exit. Instead 
of the old mick—who looked and walked like a bulldog with his 
perfectly groomed hair and mustache—it was one of the lackey 
guards. They would often hang out on the main floor waiting to 
proposition some poor woman coming to visit her man. I open the 
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door and step through quickly, not wanting to arouse suspicion. 
But my heart hangs in my throat. 

During my trip down the stairwell, the heavy steel recorder slid 
down my pant leg, stopping on top of my right foot. The ACE 
bandage meant to hold it in place was also dangling and ready to 
pop out for everyone to see. Panic set in as my mind processed a 
million thoughts, but I couldn’t break my stride.

It was common knowledge that this is where inmates often 
came out stabbing when sent to attack a guard by one of the gang 
bosses. Looking past the guard, I watched Sergeant Walsh bearing 
down on us as fast as his stubby legs would carry him.

“Hey Walsh,” I said, “the food poisoning is getting worse, I’m 
gonna puke all over this guy.”

It was just enough to get the lackey guard to jump back. Walsh 
grabbed my upper arm and dragged me into a utility closet. As I 
pretended to puke and gag, I fumbled to regather the tape recorder 
the FBI had strapped to my thigh just an hour earlier. But I was 
all thumbs and my heart pounded out of my chest. It was only a 
matter of time before someone higher up than Sergeant Walsh came 
snooping around to see what was going on. These guards tolerated 
zero bull, especially from a smart-ass like me.

I decided it was quicker and easier to shove the recorder under 
the waistband of my jail pants and pray it would stay. After splashing 
water on my face, I poked my head out. 

Walsh fell right in line with my cover. “We’re going to the 
hospital, come with me,” he bellowed.

I exited the closet pushing the recorder into my torso as we 
walked past another guard. We traveled down the long hallway. 
Once we were far enough out of earshot, Walsh found an unoccupied 
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attorney visiting room. As he opened the door, I scurried to the 
far corner.

“The hallway is clear,” Walsh yelled.
I pulled the recorder from my waistband and looked at it with 

disdain. Then I wrapped it tight with the ACE bandage. Although 
the long recording wires had to be reconnected and it only took a 
few moments, it felt like forever. 

Then it hit me: I’m wearing a wire against one of the most violent 
hit men Chicago has ever known and this prick had been a Chicago 
cop. He probably knows every person who works in this jail. Getting 
whacked in a place like this costs less than a carton of cigarettes. 
What the hell have I gotten myself into? But there was no backing 
out and I still had to get back to my tier. 

Walsh looked at me, his brow furrowed. He quietly asked, “You 
alright kid?”

“I better be, I signed a deal with the devil and it’s time to pay up.”
I drew in a deep breath as we headed to the hospital so we could 

sign in and make it look legit. 
How did my life get to this point? I wondered as I followed Walsh. 

Growing up in Chicago, I was exposed to police corruption, murder, 
drugs, gangsters and sex, oh yes, lots and lots of sex. 

I had no clue of what awaited me, but my unsavory legacy was 
about to go down in history like crap down a toilet.



Part I
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Chapter 1

The Omen

On a cold, windy, November day in 1960, I was born in Chicago 
as Tommy Patrick Dye to an Irish mother and an Italian father. 
This was pretty common with Chicago being such a big landing 
spot for immigrants at that time. 

As an omen of things to come, the hospital was located two blocks 
east of the Biograph Theater where John Dillinger had been killed, 
and two blocks west of where the St. Valentine’s Day massacre 
occurred. On that historic day, Al Capone’s crew, dressed like police, 
gunned down Bugsy Moran and his gang.

My home, located on Taylor Street just off the main drag 
of Chicago’s Little Italy, as it is called by the locals, a two story 
colonial style house with a total of eight rooms and was built 
like a fortress— way too big for the three of us. 

My Mother, a beautiful stay-at-home mom with long red hair, 
began her day drinking Seagram’s and would not stop until she 
passed out late in the afternoon. My father, a handsome Italian 
man, left the house every morning, returning late every night. I 
didn’t know how he made a living, but later found out that he was 
a big shot gangster. Growing up, I was drawn to where the action 
and money were. This was also an omen, or it could be called a 
family curse. 

I’d asked my mother, “Where’s pops?”
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She would answer between sips of booze, “He’s at work.” 
Crooked cops and other unsavory men would pull up in the 

alley behind our house and leave later with small brown paper bags. 
I started snooping to see what was in those bags. I discovered they 
were full of $100 bills.

My father caught me and yelled, “What the hell are you doing?”
He whacked me and said, “Don’t be nosy, mind your own 

business.”
Often he or one of my uncles would bring home new bicycles 

or color TVs, which were never in boxes. I grew up assuming it 
was okay to obtain things this way, and the practice has been with 
me ever since.

Gino Scarpoli, my father’s best friend and the first lieutenant 
of one of the largest crime bosses in the city, would often come to 
our house. A tall, dark, handsome man with jet black, curly hair, he 
would have long, private conversations with my father. Afterward, 
Gino would leave with one or more of the brown paper bags. 

About the time I turned four, my younger brother Alberto was 
born.

My pops said to my mother, “If you are going to have this kid 
you need to lay off the sauce.”

“Mind your own f---ing business,” she yelled. “What do you 
care anyway? You’re never home.”

When my father died unexpectedly of a heart attack, my mother 
was so devastated she began drinking even more. My brother and 
I were left to fend for ourselves, or in the care of some babysitter, 
who didn’t give a rat’s ass what happened to us. 

She began going out at night and bringing men home with her. 
I didn’t know what was going on until one day when Gino popped 
in and began yelling at my mom.
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“You are causing trouble for the bosses with your drinking and 
loose talk about our business dealings.” 

She began crying, “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to say anything 
wrong. I am so lonely and just trying to get a new start in life. I 
would never say anything that would cause trouble for anyone.”

“I understand that, but the people I work with do not feel the 
same, they believe you know too much. It will be better if you take 
the kids and get the hell out of Chicago. You can’t control your 
mouth, especially with all the drinking. For your own safety, you 
need to get out of here.”

Right after Gino left, I was awakened by my mother yelling, 
“Pack a suitcase of clothes, we have to leave.”

We were hustled out the door to a waiting taxi. I was too young 
to understand that she had just been banished from Chicago by 
the mob due to her drinking and big mouth. I learned later she 
was very lucky that the older generation had respect for women. 
She could have ended up floating in the Chicago River, like some of 
the men my father had been affiliated with.

We moved to Long Beach, California, where my mother married 
a working class stiff who owned his own drug store in a crappy 
part of town. 

With his black hair and blue eyes, it was apparent that he could 
have anyone he chose. The problem was he turned out to be a real 
wimp. It wasn’t long after they tied the knot that my younger sister, 
Sophia, was born.

My mom hated living away from Chicago and let it be known 
regularly. She drank herself blind all day and then beat the crap out 
of her husband every night.

“You are a complete idiot. You do not have the balls to stand up 
to anyone. You’re pathetic.” My mother would always say to him.
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As I watched this play out, I knew I would never be a heavy 
drinker if this is what it did to an individual.

I was in the 7th grade and doing well in a Long Beach school 
when all of a sudden my mother decided to move back to Chicago. 
She was taking me with her and leaving my brother and sister behind 
with her wimpy husband. 

“Why are we moving?” I yelled. “I want to stay here with Alberto 
and Sophia and go to school.” 

In a drunken voice she replied, “I’m your mother and we’re 
moving. You’re coming with me. Now start packing.”

The school I attended in Chicago was on a really crappy block 
surrounded by gangs. Getting there always meant the chance of 
running into violence.

I began skipping school to watch Bruce Lee’s ‘Kung Fu’ movies 
in an old dilapidated theater downtown. It did not take long before 
I began going to a martial arts gym on the west side. The owner 
was an older Korean, named Jae Sun Do, who took a liking to me. 
He even let me join classes for free.

One day as I was leaving school with a friend, a couple of Puerto 
Ricans began trying to take his book bag. These pricks were in their 
mid-20s and we were in Jr. High. I jumped on this guy and did not 
let go until we hit the street. I beat him until I was sure he would 
never try to steal from anyone again. 

My ability to fight gave me the confidence I needed to feel safe 
anywhere in the city. This became one of the tools I used later in 
life as I seemed to have a way of really pissing people off with my 
flippant attitude and big mouth.

When I was in my teens, the Department of Children and 
Family Services came to our door.
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When I answered, he said, “I’m here to remove you from your 
home because of your mother’s heavy drinking.”

Despite this being true, she was still my mother and I damn 
sure wasn’t going to live in a foster home. I slammed the door in 
the guy’s face and skirted out the back and down the alley. For the 
next few weeks, I stayed away from home as much as I could. I tried 
staying in the basement of my girlfriend’s house, but the same guy 
from DCFS found out where I was. He started harassing her mom 
until I knew I had to confront him.

“I’ll go with you if they are left alone.”
“I’m looking for you; we have no interest in your friends. Just 

come with me and they will be left alone.”
They finally put me in this fancy orphanage run by the Catholic 

Church called Mission of Our Lady of Mercy. It was full of boys 
just like me who had shitty parents.

Living in a dormitory, I would sneak out at night with kids of 
mobsters who would steal shit for their dads from store owners who 
owed them money. We would go through the rear of these places 
and take the loot. In exchange, we would get a cut of at least $500.
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Chapter 2

Starting A Life Of Crime

In the summer of 1978 when I turned 18, I left the Boys Home, 
found an apartment in Little Italy and began living on my own.

A big kid for my age, the fathers of these wayward kids took 
a liking to me. I would transfer bags of money from one place to 
another or take a stolen car to a chop shop and drop it off. I was 
making a couple grand a week and a name for myself.

Before long I was working for a couple of the bookies from 
Taylor Street collecting money and running betting slips all over 
the city. I was able to buy a new Caddy. It was fun and the money 
was great, but most of all I liked the respect the older guys gave me.

It was at this time in my life I met Frankie Amara for the first 
time. I tried to be just like him. He and his friends would talk 
about the nightclubs where they would go to pick up women. With 
the money I was now making I had to see this for myself, so I did 
what every young guy my age did in those days, I went down to 
Rush Street.

I drove to the north side of the city and pulled into a parking lot 
right around the corner from a hot place called Faces. This club is 
where all the professional ballplayers go when they come to town. 
All the mob guys from Taylor Street go there and drop a ton of 
cash. As I walked across the street, I saw the line which stretched 
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three blocks around the corner. I wondered, What kind of sucker 
would stand in line that long to get into a club?

A few times someone would walk up to the front, shake the 
doorman’s hand, then walk right in like he owned the place. 
Afterward, the doorman would put something in his pocket. It was 
clear that if you bribed the doorman you didn’t have to stand in line 
like some schmuck. Since I had no idea what to offer a doorman 
or how to go about it, I headed home for the night.

The next day, after I was finished running errands for the fellas, 
I went to Michigan Avenue to the fanciest clothing store I knew, 
called Ultimo. This place is so fancy that when you enter, the 
beautiful gals working there offer you a glass of wine or a cigar. A 
good looking girl walked up and began talking to me.

Quietly I asked, “Could you just take me to the suits that you 
think might fit me?”

We walked up the long circular staircase to a floor above the 
entrance and she stopped in front of a wall of suits and asked, “Do 
you have a certain color in mind?”

“What do you think?”
She thought a minute and then reached for a navy blue suit. 

She held the jacket out for me to slip on. I was barely 18 years old 
and this gal looked like something straight out of Hollywood. I 
would have bought a shit sandwich from her if she said it looked 
good on me.

As I slid into the jacket, there was no mistaking that it was 
different than anything I had ever seen before. It smelled different, it 
felt different, and once I had it on my body I knew it was different. 
Then came the sticker shock!

“Please pick out a shirt that will match,” I asked.
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While she looked for a shirt, I pulled the price tag up to look 
at it. At first, I thought I couldn’t read because I could swear the 
price tag said $3500. I looked inside the lapel and the name Brioni 
Made in Italy was hand-stitched to the lining.

“Is there a phone I can use?”
She pointed me to a phone on the wall and I dialed Frankie’s 

number at the restaurant.
“Hey Frankie, it’s Tommy. I’m about to buy a suit and I have a 

question. You ever hear of a brand called Brioni?”
“You sure it is a real Brioni, kid, and not some knockoff?”
“I’m at Ultimo over on Michigan Avenue. You think they sell 

knockoffs?” 
“Ultimo is where I shop, but don’t buy any ties because I have 

some I’ll give you.” 
I thanked him, hung up the phone and walked back to where 

the young, pretty sales girl was. 
“What do you do for a living?” She asked.
My response was honest. “I steal things.” 
She laughed so hard I thought she was going to pass out. That 

was the second valuable lesson of my young life: make a woman 
laugh and she will do whatever you ask. To this day, two traits I live 
by are—fight any man and charm any woman—both have gotten 
me into and out of a lot of trouble. 

This gal and I hung out at Ultimo for another half hour while 
the tailor made some adjustments to my suit. The sales girl walked 
up and slid something into my hand. It was a piece of paper with 
a phone number on it. I realized that although she had probably 
laid half the men that came in, at least I was on to something. All 
it took was a phone call to get a piece of ass.
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I had no idea how much to give the doorman to get into the 
club, so I headed to the barber shop for a haircut I did not need, 
and advice I did. Patiently I waited and listened as the guys from 
the neighborhood talked about everything under the sun. Finally 
I got the chance to chime in.

“Any of you fellas ever been to Faces up on Rush Street?”
A couple of the men laughed and Jack Amoto shot back, “Why, 

you gonna park cars there or something?” 
Although this pissed me off, I calmly told him, “One of my 

buddies has a sister who works there and we want to get in tonight.” 
This impressed one of the older guys, Joseph Leclerc. 
He looked up from getting a shave and said, “Yeah, I go there 

from time to time, just make sure you have a C-note to pass to 
Nicky at the door or you won’t get in.” 

Bingo! Now I have the doorman’s name, how much to palm 
him, and I can even throw in Joey’s name to make sure he doesn’t 
take my $100 and tell me to beat it. 

When I walked over to Frankie’s restaurant to show him my new 
suit, he was sitting in a corner with some friends. He saw me and 
gestured for me to come over. As I did, he stood up—the ultimate 
sign of respect—and greeted me in front of all his older mob friends.

I didn’t want to waste his time, so I quickly said, “Take a look 
at my suit.” 

I opened the suit bag so he could see the label. 
“How much did you pay for this, kid?” Was all he asked.
“$3500.”
“You did well.” 
“Thanks Frankie, see you later.”
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As I was leaving, he gave me some great advice: “Don’t drive 
your own car if you are going to Rush Street, you never know when 
you may have to swear you weren’t anywhere near there.” 

I understood exactly what he meant and thanked everyone for 
letting me interrupt and headed home. 

That Saturday night I showered and got all dressed up for my 
first attempt at getting into Faces. After scarfing down as much 
pasta as I could so I would not get drunk, I headed over to Taylor 
Street to grab a taxi. 

The cabbie asked, “Where to mister?”
“Just drive.” 
We drove up Lake Shore Drive, I felt good about being able to 

afford my new suit and go out on the town at such a young age. I 
had the cabbie drop me off around the corner from Faces so that 
no one could see how I got there.

Exiting the cab I asked, “How much?”
“That’ll be 10 bucks.” 
When I rounded the corner onto Rush Street, the line going 

into Faces was already two blocks long and it was only 10:00 on a 
Saturday night. I spotted the bigger of the two doormen and walked 
up to him as if we were long-lost friends.

I said, “You Nick?” 
Without flinching, he said, “Yep, that’s me.” 
I whispered, “Joey sends his respect.”
I slid a C-note into his hand, then it happened, he pulled the 

rope back and extended his arm as if I were the King of Siam. I 
walked right in like I owned the place. There I was in my Brioni 
suit and Bruno Magli shoes, both bought with mob money. It felt 
like something straight out of a movie and it was then I realized 
the power of money.
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WIRED

With a mirrored tunnel for an entrance that opened into a large 
ballroom where anything goes, Faces was the textbook disco of the 
70s. I walked out of the tunnel and into the opening of the club. 
There were lots of women in their 40s and 50s prancing around 
looking for someone to get them loaded and listen to their pathetic 
stories.

Loneliness reeked from them, and it was clear that any amount 
of attention would get even a youngster like me laid. I slowly walked 
around the outer perimeter of the dance floor checking out the 
surroundings, and finally settled in at the end of the bar to watch 
the crowd. It wasn’t more than five minutes when a middle-aged 
broad slid in next to me looking for some attention. 

As she went on and on about her shitty marriage to some old rich 
guy who had grown tired of banging her years ago, I tried to pretend 
to be interested. She was boring me to sleep with her whining. 
After a couple of drinks, it was hard not to notice the huge ring on 
her wedding finger and the Rolex watch on her wrist. 

“Where do you live?”
“We have a condo right around the corner on Lake Shore, but 

my husband stays in the house up in Highland Park,” she answered.
“Where are you spending the night?”
“I’m not going to the suburbs, staying in the condo tonight.”
Then it hit me. I said, “Come on, let’s get out of here and see 

the view from your balcony.” 
She lit up like a pinball machine and was off her barstool before 

I could settle my tab. The cab ride to her condo building took only 
5 minutes, and before I knew it I was walking this drunk, married 
broad through a lobby that looked like the Taj Mahal. 
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We barely got her door open before she was all over me, kissing 
my neck and face. The thought of having to bang this broad repulsed 
me as I could feel her flabby body pressing against mine.

“Why don’t you go start a bubble bath?”
While she was in the bathroom, I headed for the bedroom to 

see what might be in the jewelry box. In it were a couple of large 
diamond rings and another Rolex watch. I thought to myself, holy 
f---, this broad must keep all her jewelry here. 

When she came out of the bathroom, I swallowed my pride and 
began kissing her. I laid her on the bed and the sight of her body 
was just hideous, so I got up and turned off the lights. I proceeded 
to bang the shit out of her just like she wanted. About 40 minutes 
later she was on her side sleeping so soundly that her snoring was 
irritating me. I did what I should have done while she was in the 
bathroom. I stole all her jewelry and let myself out. Who was she 
gonna tell, her sucker husband? By the way, I picked up this young 
guy at a bar and he stole all my jewelry. The cops? I don’t think so! 
She was just gonna wake up with a nasty hangover thinking both 
of us got what we wanted last night.

In less than an hour of meaningless sex, I had made enough to 
pay for my new fancy suit, new shoes and even pay my rent for a few 
months. Besides, she was too drunk to ever remember my name or 
where I told her I lived, so it was a great life lesson for all involved. 
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Chapter 3

Can’t Say No To Blow

As the late 70s became the early 80s, I began to grow into my tall, 
lanky frame. By the time I turned 20, I was a muscular 200 pounds 
with very little fat. A combination of good genes and my love of 
martial arts had turned me into a guy that women admired.

My social life was booming. This was before the AIDS epidemic 
had begun, so casual sex was everywhere; it was a consequence of 
the times and my place in the world. 

Between my legal job, running errands for Frankie and his 
brother Carl, and stealing whatever wasn’t tied down, I had stashed 
away enough money that I decided it was time to broaden my 
horizons. 

My brother had moved back from California with his friend 
Martin, so we rented an apartment on the north side in the ritzy 
Lincoln Park area and moved in together. It was a huge, sprawling 
three bedroom place in one of the brownstone buildings a block 
from the lake. By now, my brother had come out as being gay.

I had become a regular in all the trendy nightclubs around the 
city and had gotten to know the doormen and bartenders by way 
of over-tipping to avoid waiting for service. 

One question I was hearing nightly, “Who has the blow?” 
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Cocaine had become synonymous with a night out in the clubs 
in the early 80s. Although I did not do drugs, I was not about to 
let that revenue slide by without getting my hands into it.

One night I was at home with Martin and Alberto. We took 
a pad and wrote down the names of everyone we knew who did 
cocaine. Between the three of us, we came up with over 100 people, 
which was enough for me to get started. 

The very next morning I went to a used bookstore on Clark 
Street and bought a book about dealing drugs. I read everything I 
could about weights and costs so that I would not be ripped off. 
With this information in my head, I went to find the dirty cop 
who hung out in bars named Danny Leon. 

Danny was so handsome that he could have made it in 
Hollywood. He was a light-skinned black guy with green eyes and 
the type of swagger that made girls melt. He was a patrolman in the 
Rush Street area of the city where all the fancy clubs and bars were. 
This scene was so overwhelming he got mixed up in it, causing him 
to eventually lose his job. 

It wasn’t long until he was back selling high-end jewelry on 
Michigan Avenue. All his connections as a dirty cop were drying 
up. Luckily, Danny and I connected on other levels. He would get 
drunk and tell me too much about police procedures. Within a few 
weeks of getting him drunk and laid, I had a pretty good sense of 
how to stay one step ahead of the police.

With the information I had about weights and costs, I 
approached my brother and Martin with my idea to buy enough 
cocaine to begin making money. My brother wanted no part of it 
because he knew my tolerance for stupidity and the penchant for 
druggies to want to skip out on payments. Martin, however, saw 



GLENN PAINTER

17

the benefits in his future and took me to one of his connections. 
I started small by buying two ounces at the total cost of $1200. 

The greasy, white kid who sold it to us said, “If you buy more 
at a time I can cut the cost per ounce.”

He then took me to the house of some girl who was all too 
willing to help me measure and package it up in exchange for a gram. 

We packaged up 56 gram-sized packages and I began to do the 
math. At $100 per gram times 56 grams, there was potential for 
some real profit here. 

Our next stop was one of the gay clubs where Martin and 
Alberto hung out. This place was very dark and very loud. There 
was a huge bar in the front with a dance floor the size of a basketball 
court. We sat at the far end of the bar watching people for a few 
minutes. Martin pulled one of the bartenders off to the side to talk 
privately.

He returned and said, “Give me one of the packets,” 
He and the bartender then went off to the bathroom. When they 

returned the bartender came to me and got right down to business. 
“For every gram I sell, I will keep $25 for myself and give you 

$75.”
“Okay, we have a deal,” I replied. 
Since I knew that I had paid only $20 per gram, I realized I was 

making four times what I paid and he was doing all the transactions. 
I sat there with Martin and had two drinks as I watched this 
industrious gay bartender turn my $1200 investment into $4200 
in less than an hour and I knew I was really onto something.

I began asking around to see if anyone knew someone higher up 
the supply chain where I could get more at one time for less. One of 
my coworkers at my legit job knew a guy who was one of the biggest 
dealers in the entire city. He was in a horrible neighborhood on the 
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west side called the Austin District. It was swarming with two of 
the most treacherous gangs in the city. I began buying dope from 
him. Robby, my new supplier, liked one aspect of my personality—I 
was all about the money. 

In a matter of a few weeks, we had become so close that he was 
allowing me to come right to his home to do our business. I would 
ride my motorcycle right up to his garage at the rear of his property 
and he would be waiting with the door open. As we walked past 
the Rottweiler kennel in his backyard it never escaped me that this 
could easily be the last place I was ever seen alive. 

I liked Robby despite his penchant for violence. I would often 
bring good looking women with me to meet him. Since he was 
somewhere north of 350 pounds, he was not very good with the 
ladies. I knew how to deal with him and it soon blossomed into a 
very profitable business scenario. 

By now I was picking up four ounces of cocaine three times a 
week from Robby. I had worked out deals with people in all the 
bigger bars and clubs around town. All I had to do was drop off the 
product on Tuesday and pick up the money to restock on Friday. It 
was a vending machine business for cocaine. Everything was rolling 
along and I was making more money than I could spend. 

One day I got arrested for the burglary of one of my girlfriend’s 
apartments. I posted bail and was out the next morning, but this 
broad just would not let it go. No matter who I sent to pay off this 
broad, she wouldn’t budge. So there I was headed to prison for the 
first time for some stupid shit burglary. 

Sending me to jail for four years was retarded as far as I saw it. 
All it did was introduce me to crimes and criminals I had not met. 
I have to admit that I met the smartest and toughest man I had 
ever known while in jail.
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You can learn a lot by quietly listening to others. No better 
example than Phil Falco. He was an ex-Chicago copper who had 
gotten pinched for beating a black kid on the subway platform a 
few years earlier. I liked him because he was absolutely fearless and 
would back down to no one, despite his smaller physique. 

I would sit there and listen to him talk about his police work. 
Phil was not a braggart; he knew what he was talking about. 

Phil would often talk about a high-end theft ring led by a 
Chicago copper named Steve Manning, who apparently traveled in 
the same circles as I did, and whose path I would cross soon enough. 



Part II
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Chapter 4

Debt Collector

By now it was the mid-80s, and thanks to all the weight lifting 
I had done while in prison, I was looking like one of the muscle 
heads you’d see in the magazines. 

I moved back in with my brother and Martin. I was invited 
to a party at the house of one of Martin’s friends. This guy was 
Roy Ricci, the head trader for Merrill Lynch in Chicago. He was a 
closet homosexual who was deathly afraid of being exposed as gay. 
When I showed up at this swanky brownstone in the DePaul area 
of Lincoln Park, everyone was drunk and cocaine was out in the 
open everywhere. Shortly after my arrival, Roy reached out and 
grabbed my arm. 

“Can we talk privately?”
“Sure, where?”
“Follow me.”
I followed him out onto a balcony overlooking a Ferrari Dino 

in his back driveway. He then began to lay out this sob story.
“I have a big problem at the stock exchange. A few of my friends 

and I have some coworkers who borrowed large sums of money 
from us to cover bad trades that were made without their client’s 
permission. I need someone to persuade the repayment of these 
loans. Can you help us?”
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“I’ll think about it and contact you in a few days when you are 
sober enough to negotiate.” 

The very next night I popped into a club around the corner 
from Faces called Club Hippo. It was a swanky place co-owned by 
Barbara Eden, from the TV show “I Dream of Jeannie.” I had a girl 
who tended bar that I really liked named Claire Kelly. She was as 
Irish and perky as they came. I loved hooking up with her whenever 
we could find the time. I’m sure she would have made a great wife 
had I been smart enough to see her that way. As with all the rest, 
money came first so we stayed casual lovers and best friends. 

Mark Gatto, who worked at the club, walked up as I was leaving. 
We made small talk for a few minutes and it hit me that this guy 
was exactly what I needed if I was going to take Roy Ricci up on 
his collection offer. I stood there for a moment and just stared at 
this big son of a bitch as he walked away. 

It was obvious that Mark was straight out of Goomba Casting 
101. He was made for a Hollywood movie that needed a huge Italian 
goon to collect debts. At 6’4” and 285 pounds of pure muscle, he 
would scare virtually anyone that did not know he was a pussy on 
the inside. With his salt-and-pepper hair, he looked like one of the 
guys back on Taylor Street.

My problem was that poor Mark couldn’t hurt a fly if he was 
being tortured, and nothing in this world was gonna change that. 
Even sexy ass Claire would call him “doormat” to his face. He let 
women walk all over him, and take his hard-earned money that he 
needed for his bodybuilding. He was one huge knuckle-dragging 
guy, and he loved that I had the swagger he lacked. Now I just had 
to figure how I could use him to get Mr. Ricci’s money. 

Once he was out of earshot I asked Claire “Can you get out of 
here early, we need to talk privately?”
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Since I knew her boss, a Moroccan prick, I went to him and 
offered him $200 if he would let Claire leave. Next thing I knew 
she was grabbing her coat as we headed out the back door and into 
the night. We settled into a joint around the corner. I began to run 
it all down for her about how this guy at the Board of Trade had a 
ton of money out and needed it collected. 

She agreed, “Mark is too soft to ever enforce payment, but the 
look is too perfect to pass up.” 

“Don’t tell Mark what I have in mind.” 
“Don’t worry, I won’t say a word.” 
The smell of big money in this deal prompted me to get up 

early and head over to talk to Mark. 
“Mark, this is all about money and respect. Up to now, you 

have gotten neither, so let’s get you started.” 
He was all ears, so I went on. “I have lent a few guys money out 

of my drug business and they’re gonna pay me back next week. I 
need a bodyguard to walk with me once I get all that cash. I’ll pay 
you $500 a day, every time I need you, and buy all your meals.”

He stared at me like a puppy with an empty stomach. I thought 
this lump was gonna have an aneurysm when I told him $500 a day. 
Once it sunk in that he was about to make more tax-free money in 
two hours than he made in 40 hours checking IDs at the club, he 
couldn’t say yes fast enough. So with Mark locked in, I was ready 
to go. As soon as I dropped Mark off at home, I called Roy Ricci. 

“I will take you up on your offer.”
Right away he said, “Can you swing by so we can talk privately?”
When I got there, he and Martin had already been on their 

second bottle of wine, which pissed me off because I do not like 
negotiating with people who are inebriated. Roy seemed sure about 
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his numbers. We set it up that Mark and I would approach the 50K 
guy two days later while coming off the trading floor. 

In case something went wrong, I spent the entire next day 
getting my drug business in order and bringing my cousin up to 
speed. All was a “go” for my trip into this new revenue as I settled 
in for the night. 

The next morning, I drove out to pick up Mark. As we drove 
back downtown I got a feel for his mood. This poor lump had no 
idea we were about to shake down a legitimate businessman in broad 
daylight, so he didn’t have a care in the world. After dropping him 
off at an Italian beef stand to grab a sandwich, I met with Roy across 
the street at the creepy bar. When Roy and I walked over to pick 
up Mark, he was happy as a clam from socking away $20 worth of 
beef in ten minutes. As we walked across the street I wondered, Why 
hadn’t I thought to bring my gun with me. Later, I was glad I hadn’t.

As fate would have it, when we walked through the heavy glass 
doors into the main foyer, coming right at us was the prick that 
owed Roy the 50 large. Roy got all excited and grabbed my arm, 
“That’s him!” he bellowed.

I had to physically pin his arm to his side to calm him down.
I told Roy, “walk away.”
Turning to Mark I said, “Keep an eye on me.”
Then I stepped in front of this guy, took his forearm firmly 

with my left hand and put my right hand in my pocket as if I was 
packing. 

Leaning in I whispered, “It’s time.”
As I stepped back, there was a smell of feces coming from this 

guy’s suit like a smell of raw fear. He stared into my face trying to 
get a handle on me and what I wanted. Letting go of his forearm, 
I took his neck and firmly pulled it into my personal space.
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“You are going to the bank, or wherever you have to go. You 
are going to pay Roy Ricci every dime you owe him, or you are 
going to die right here in front of all your coworkers and anyone 
else that wants to watch.” 

As he tried to speak all that came out was dry air and spit. I 
motioned for Mark to come over. The moment this prick got one 
look at him, I could feel his knees give way. Now I had to hold 
him up.

I looked past him to see Roy standing about ten feet away. I 
motioned for him to come over. At that moment I knew this guy 
would have signed over his house if I would let him go, so I took 
the opportunity to move this circus out of the building and onto 
the sidewalk. 

As I walked him out of the Board of Trade, Mark walked directly 
in front of us and it was impossible for this guy not to wonder if 
he was there to break his bones. We all went around the corner 
and gathered in a circle out of sight from the building’s entrance. 

“How long is it gonna take you to get Roy’s money?” I asked.
He stumbled for words. I actually felt a little sorry for this guy, 

but in the back of my mind I knew if Roy had approached him 
alone, this smug jagoff would have acted like a tough guy and told 
Roy to go f--- himself. It was clear that he had the coin to pay Roy, 
so I gave him an option.

“You are going to walk with Mr. Ricci to whatever business 
you must go to. You are going to pay him 50 thousand dollars in 
cash. Once you do this, Mr. Ricci will page and inform me that it 
is done. Do you understand what I am saying to you?” 

As this lump tried to talk with little success, I made it easy for 
him.
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“If this does not go as I just told you, the next time I grab you it 
will be while you are with your wife and kids. I will cut your fingers 
off with them watching. Do you understand that?” 

As he nodded silently, I motioned for Mark to follow me. We 
walked into the underground subway tunnel and out of sight.

Mark and I popped up on the next block and walked to a pizza 
joint to wait for Roy’s page. As I ordered two slices of pizza for this 
eating machine and a soda for myself, my pager buzzed. I dialed 
the number and Roy picked up on the first ring. 

“Are you paid?” I asked.
“That was amazing,” he yelled into the phone.
“Do not talk about the details on the phone. I’ll swing by your 

house tonight to pick up my 10K.” 
As I walked Mark out of the pizza joint, he was happy to be 

eating again. 
“When will I be working again?” He asked.
“I’ll know tonight, just leave your afternoons open for the next 

few weeks.” 
Once we were in the car, I reached into my pocket and pulled 

out a thousand dollars in hundred dollar bills. I gave it to Mark 
and watched as his eyes almost popped out of his head.

“You did a great job. I’m paying you for today and for the next 
time we work.

He just stared at the money as if it were a million bucks. I 
realized that he had never had that much money in his paw at one 
time. It made me feel good that I had a hand in helping him get 
ahead, if even for a moment. 

For the next few months, I was doing my drug business at 
night and collecting debts owed by total strangers during the day. 
I would break long enough to eat or hit the gym, but otherwise, it 
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was all business; the city was ripe with opportunity for a guy with 
my ambition. 

One day as I was leaving the gym, two older men approached 
me and one extended his hand as if we knew each other. 

He asked, “You Tommy, Frankie Amara’s friend?”
I looked at this guy and tried to remember if I had met him 

somewhere before, but I was drawing a blank. 
Then he says, “I’m Carlo Solomon from Smith Park, you don’t 

know me yet, but if you are gonna keep collecting at the Board of 
Trade, you have to pay your dues. It’s 20% like everyone else. If you 
have any questions, get with Frankie and he will explain it to you.” 

He was all smiles and nice, but in my gut I knew right then that 
the mob had heard about my shakedowns and they were telling me 
to fork over their cut. I contacted Frankie that night.

“I sent Carlo since you are my protégé, but do not mistake our 
personal friendship for your responsibility to the crew.” Frankie said 
“I’ll stop by and drop off 20% of whatever I make,” I said. 

Frankie seemed genuinely pleased that it did not have to go 
any further. 



31

Chapter 5 

Pretty Spanish Smart Ass

By now it was early spring of 1987. I was making more money than 
I could ever spend. Then, when I least expected it, I fell in love. 

Mother’s is one of those bars that stretches a block wide and 
a block deep and will have 3,000 drunk, rowdy people roaming 
around on any night of the week. One early evening I swung by to 
pick up my drug money from one of the managers. As I stood there 
separating the bar money and stacking it up to be rubber banded 
into $1,000 bundles, this pretty Spanish girl with short hair and 
dimples looked over at me. 

Without an ounce of fear she said, “You are so obnoxious.” 
Looking up, there was this girl in a leather jacket and tight 

sweater sitting all alone.
“You need to mind your own business,” I responded.
“Whatcha gonna do tough guy, shoot me?” she asked.
I just stared at her for a moment and then, trying to be a little 

softer, I asked, “Why are you here?” 
“My roommate is a cocktail waitress here and I’m waiting for 

her to pick up her paycheck.” 
Just as I thought the ice was melting, her roommate returned. 
Then all of a sudden she said, “I don’t talk to obnoxious men.”
She got up and walked right past me toward the door. “Wait a 

minute, what’s your name?” I asked. 
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She said, “Debbie.” 
“Where are you headed?” I asked. 
She looked at me and cocked her head before saying, “Elsewhere.” 
As I watched her perfectly shaped ass wiggle off into the night, 

I had no idea that she would be the one who would sweep me off 
my feet and change my life forever. 

A few nights later I was in a different part of town. As I walked 
up to the doorman, I noticed the line was long because it was ladies 
night. I grabbed a fifty, folded it into my palm reaching for the 
doorman’s hand. There in line with her roommate was Miss Pretty 
Spanish Smartass from Mother’s.

As I palmed the doorman, I pointed to where the two girls were 
standing. I asked, “Will you walk these two gals through the line 
and let them drink on my tab?” 

Debbie was close enough to hear my request and shot back 
with, “I don’t let obnoxious men buy me anything.”

“Suit yourself,” I said as I walked into the club. 
When Debbie and her roommate came in they walked to the rear 

where the dance floor is and Debbie began dancing by herself. As I 
watched her dance, it was like watching a seductress from biblical 
times as she twisted and turned to her own rhythm. 

It was obvious that she was not looking to dance with anyone 
else. She was there to be in her own world and she ignored the men 
who tried to dance with her. After about 20 minutes she walked off 
the dance floor and came across the club to where I was standing. 
Rather than take a bar stool, she squeezed right between me and 
the bar, wedging herself close enough to order a drink.

‘What would you like?” The bartender asked “A coke please.” 
She walked away without waiting for the drink or bothering to 

pay for it. I thought to myself, this broad is either nuts or very ballsy. 
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After dropping a ten on the bar I walked over to the table where 
she was standing. 

“If it isn’t Mr. Obnoxious,” she said.
“Look, lady, I am not obnoxious. If you truly knew me as well 

as you think, you would know not to insult me.” 
Finally, she smiled and the ice was broken.
As we talked, she explained, “I work two jobs just to be able to 

afford to live downtown, one is at the Drake hotel where my boss 
is a sexist.”

“How do you think you know me?” I asked.
“Whenever you come into the club where I work as a bartender 

at night, people whisper that you work for the mob.” 
“Are you hungry?” I asked.
To my delight, she said, “Yes, I am”.
I then asked her, “Would you like to go get something to eat?”
She didn’t bat an eye as she smiled and said, “Sure.” 
As I held the door open for her to exit, I thought to myself, 

what else has she heard that may come back to bite me? 
We walked toward the motorcycle and I asked her, “Do you 

have a problem with riding on my motorcycle?”
“So long as you don’t drive like a douchebag or try to show off. I 

have never been on a bike before, so please don’t go too fast. Okay?” 
“I promise to take it slow.”
After I got her seated and showed her how to hold on to my 

waist, we were headed off into the city night. 
She was able to lean on my shoulder and talk to me as we 

drove through the city. I putted through Lincoln Park on my way 
to a popular hot dog joint on Clark Street. We finally got there 
and ordered. We took them to sit on the curb to eat, which is the 
practice. We talked and laughed for an hour.
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Finally she said, “I have to get home and get things ready for 
work tomorrow morning.” 

0nce I reached her building, I parked and walked her to the 
front door.

“I will find you later and we’ll see what happens.”
The next morning I left my apartment before 7:00 so that I was 

in front of the flower shop across the street when the lady arrived to 
open. As the gal walked up to the flower shop I stopped her before 
she could even begin to get the place unlocked. 

“What will it take to get a dozen roses to the Drake Hotel 
before 9:00 am?”

“Impossible, I will have to phone the order to a different shop 
which will then deliver the flowers.”

Peeling off $300 from the cash in my pocket, I asked, “Will 
you drive the flowers over yourself for this?” 

She motioned for me to follow her into the store. 
“Pick out a color you like and I will get a box,” she said.
There were various colors to choose from, but I settled on 

peach since red meant love and I didn’t want Debbie thinking I 
was getting ahead of myself.

As the lady boxed them up I wrote a card which said, Thanks for 
the beautiful evening. She put the card inside the box and grabbed 
her purse to follow me back out of the flower shop. I waited until 
about 9:30 that morning before phoning the Drake Hotel. 

“Food and beverage department, please,” I said.
On the first ring I heard, “Food and beverage, this is Debbie.”
Without announcing myself, I blurted, “Are they your favorite 

color?”
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If I had held the phone 10 feet away from my ear I still would 
have heard her scream “YES! They’re beautiful. This is the first time 
a man has ever sent me flowers.”

We agreed that we would have our first real date that Friday 
night. She wanted to cook dinner, so I hung up happy as I started 
my day. 

When I showed up that Friday night at her building, I had 
on nice pants and an expensive sweater. She buzzed me up to her 
apartment and I was a little surprised to see she had her hair up in 
a ponytail and was wearing sweatpants and a shirt.

She explained, “I spend all week in a business suit at the Drake 
and I just want to be comfortable, is that okay with you?”

“You bet it is,” 
Our dinner turned out to be a picnic on her living room floor 

consisting of cheese, fruit and sliced cold cuts. We laughed and 
talked and it was perfect in every way. We spent the night together 
making love, the next morning she wanted to go for a walk down 
Michigan Avenue.

As we were getting ready to head out she said, “I don’t own a 
pair of sneakers and my only casual shoes are in the repair shop, so 
I don’t know how far I can go.”

There was a sporting goods store right around the corner, so I 
asked her, “What size do you wear and what’s your favorite color?”

I shot out the door before she could object. Twenty minutes 
later I came back with two pairs of pink, Nike running shoes 
and a matching tracksuit for women. As she opened the bag and 
looked inside, tears ran down her cheeks and I could tell she was 
overwhelmed. 

I asked, “Did I do something wrong?” 
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She wiped away the tears and looked up as she said, “No one 
has ever done anything like this for me before. I grew up very poor 
in Southern Mexico with no new clothes or pretty shoes.” 

“In an Italian household, where I grew up, we share everything 
and do not let our family do without,” I assured her.

I knew in my heart, I was never going to let her go without 
again, especially comfortable shoes. We were inseparable from that 
moment on. 

As we spent more time together, it was apparent that she simply 
did not understand my all-consuming desire to make money. 

She made it clear, “Drinking, shakedowns, and staying out all 
hours stop here and now if you want to be with me.”

We agreed that I would step away from the business. She would 
move in with me and we would share our lives together. Although 
she was adamant about her disapproval, she gave in enough to look 
the other way while I tied off the loose ends and wrapped up my 
assorted deals. 
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Chapter 6 

Overkill

At the time, I was living on the same street as her, only 20 blocks 
deeper into the city, away from her swanky neighborhood on 
Michigan Avenue. I shared the place with my cousin and partner 
in crime. We had all sorts of criminal enterprises running out of 
there 24 hours a day.

The neighborhood was a mix of Hispanic gangs and 
predominantly Russian immigrants from the bordering Ukrainian 
Village. Two well-groomed guys like us could walk down the street 
with machine guns under our coats without raising an eyebrow.

I sat my cousin down, “You’re gonna have the place to yourself,” 
I explained. “I’ll still carry half the bills so that I can have access 
whenever I need it.” 

He was okay with the arrangement, and in turn, it allowed me 
to keep things away from my girl that she didn’t need to see.

A few weeks passed and the big weekend arrived. I rented a truck 
and moved all of our stuff into a new shiny building in Lincoln 
Park. Because money was still flowing, I convinced Debbie to quit 
her job at the Drake. She stayed at the club as a bartender a few 
nights a week and had her days to do whatever she wanted, which 
made her happy. 

I took a legal job waiting tables at a busy place downtown called 
the Italian Village. We were bringing home a couple grand a week 
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between us. It felt good to be out of the nightlife and to come home 
after work to a woman who actually cared about me. 

My boss was a man named Jimmy Greco, Jr. His dad, Jimmy 
Sr., had opened the place 5O years ago, so he was connected all 
over the city. One of his girlfriends was the property manager of a 
new high-rise complex, Presidential Towers. She offered to get us 
a great deal if we were interested. 

“I have a unit on the very top floor that I can let you have for 
the employee cost,” she said.

We took the elevator up to the 49th floor. As we walked in, 
I immediately saw that the entire apartment had floor to ceiling 
windows. Debbie fell in love with it immediately. We took the 
apartment just six weeks after moving to Lincoln Park. 

I was now living like the yuppies I so despised. I took some 
of the fake IDs that I had gotten from a friend at the DMV and 
opened several bank accounts. I even stashed another 20K under 
the carpet in our closet just in case we needed it right away. 

We spent the next several weekends buying new furniture that 
fit the new place. I still had the place on the west side where I could 
stash whatever I didn’t want Debbie to see. The two worlds were 
far apart—Or so I thought. 

Just as I was beginning to feel like my life was becoming what 
I had always dreamed it would be, the sky began to fall and shit 
was raining down from everywhere.

Debbie and I were having lunch on the outdoor patio of a nice 
place called Jerome’s. It was one of those places that was elevated 
from the sidewalk so that the patrons could people-watch. The table 
we were at was on the edge of the patio overlooking Clark Street. 
I saw them creeping slowly toward where I was facing and I knew 
they were looking for me. 
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Moving at a very slow speed was a detective car with four 
middle-aged white men with mustaches and that look of being 
perpetually pissed off on their collective faces. As they got closer I 
could see they were all wearing bulletproof vests. 

I leaned into Debbie and whispered, “Where did that cop car 
go, sweetheart?”

She had no idea what I was talking about. 
“I don’t see a cop car.”
“There is a gray Crown Victoria with four old detectives creeping 

by my motorcycle. Do you see them?”
“I have no idea what you are talking about.”
It was the last thing I saw before my head exploded into my 

ceramic salad plate and four very large guns were jammed into my 
cheeks. 

I looked up just enough out of the corner of my eye and said 
to Debbie, “That cop car, sweetheart.” 

By this time the rest of the guests on the patio of Jerome’s were 
screaming and running for cover. The detective with the pump 
shotgun was screaming, “Move, motherf---er, so I can blow your 
head off.” 

All at once, and I could feel the broken plate as it was cutting 
through my ear, one of them grabbed my throat and jerked me up 
to my feet.

“Do you have any money to give your girl to pay for lunch?”
As I pointed at my pants pocket, he reached in and took my 

wad of cash to hand her. He took the rubber band off the wad of 
bills flipping through the money to find a small bill. There was 
about $3,000 in c-notes and this, of course, set him off even more. 
He handed Debbie the money and began yelling so that everyone 
would hear; 
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“This is the money this shit bag got for killing his buddy.”
I looked over at Debbie just long enough to see that she was 

not the least bit impressed by the overkill.
As one of the cops put handcuffs on me, Debbie said, “I’ll call 

David Sullivan immediately.” 
I was marched to the car and shoved in the back with two fat 

detectives from the 18th district. I knew to keep my mouth shut 
until a lawyer showed up. We rode in silence as I prepared for the 
ass whipping that was always a part of any trip to the 18th. The four 
cops took me to Belmont and Western where a sprawling mega jail 
and courthouse sat like a beacon for all that is wrong. 

I was taken to an interrogation room and handcuffed to a steel 
ring in the wall used as a hitching post for those about to have the 
shit beat out of them. Shortly, the first set of two came in and began 
to punch and kick me. As I turned my torso away from them to 
fend off the blows, I was hit in the back of my head with a Jap slap. 

This thing is a legend in Chicago. It looks like something out 
of medieval times. It is a leather pouch that is filled with steel balls 
slightly larger than BBs. It has a stitched-on handle that fits in 
the palm of the hand. Cops use it all the time to hit people they 
obviously cannot beat up on their own. Now my eyebrow was split 
open, my ear was slashed, and the back of my head had a golf ball 
sized knot on it. 

Once the first two were done, they left. About 20 minutes later 
a new team of fat overweight dicks came in and the routine began 
all over again. One would kick or punch me while the other talked 
shit about how I wasn’t tough. This rotation went on until I lost 
all sense of what day or time it was. Finally, some clown in a suit 
came in. 

He asked, “Why did you cripple Carl Bianacardo?”
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Cardo was his nickname. He was one of the guys who sold 
cocaine for me in the clubs. We were on good terms, so whatever 
happened to him was not my doing. He had owed me a couple 
grand at one point, but that was months prior. We resolved that 
when I walked into the bank his father owned and turned him 
over to pops. 

“Cardo will pay me or I will blow his fingers off one by one 
with my .357.” 

Shoving the gun in his father’s face for the visual effect, Cardo’s 
dad ponied up the loot on the spot. 

I knew not to tell this dick anything if he was accusing me of 
hurting Cardo, but I had to know when and where this supposedly 
happened. The cop then let down the tough guy act.

“Carl was found floating face down in Lake Michigan with a 
broken spine,” they said. “He told his girlfriend that he was afraid 
of you for some reason.”

The coppers went looking for me at work and had assumed that 
I had something to do with killing Cardo. 

“I want my lawyer before I say anything else.”
He turned on his heels and walked out leaving me with dried, 

crusted blood all over my face, a pounding headache, and an empty 
stomach to encourage my memory.

I had to get out of this mess, but had no idea where the break 
was going to come from. Then like something out of heaven, it 
happened, Debbie had the savvy to track down David Sullivan, 
the lawyer I had used before. When the door to the interrogation 
room opened, there in the flesh stood the big, round, Irish lawyer 
with the red face and thinning hair. 

Debbie knew to go get my work schedule before contacting 
David. By the time he got involved he knew where I had been for 
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much of the past two weeks and was ready for whatever the dicks 
were gonna try to hang on me. Lucky for me, a couple of the coppers 
that worked the l8th district liked David and went with him to my 
job to confirm that I was actually working at the time that Cardo 
got busted up and tossed in the lake. 

David stood in the doorway, looking like John Wayne coming 
to save the day; the cop in the suit walked past him and uncuffed 
me from the wall. 

It was just that simple. There was no, “sorry,” or “we’ll pick 
up your lunch tab for pistol whipping you,” from any of the cops. 

Just, “You can leave now.”
Tired, hungry, and confused, I walked out followed by David 

Sullivan, as the rest of the coppers just stared and scowled at me. 
David dropped me off at Presidential Towers and arranged for me 
to stop by his office in a few days to settle up for what I owed him.

I went upstairs and showered before going to bed and sleeping 
almost 18 hours. 

When I finally got up and began to clear the cobwebs from my 
aching head, I knew that I had to address my job with my boss. 
Before I could, the next round of bricks began to fall almost as if 
on cue.
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Chapter 7

Media Abuse

Debbie had grabbed the Tribune and some groceries before heading 
out to work, so I made some coffee and opened the paper to see 
what I had missed around town. One of my favorite writers at the 
Tribune was an old curmudgeon named Dick Caito, who was a 
legend in the literary world. He was my kind of guy, but to my 
horror, today he was an epitaph writer and I was his topic du jour. 

As I read this article it was like having an out of body experience. 
He called me a handsome, well-dressed, one-man crime wave. He 
said the city would be better served to throw me in the pokey or 
get me into politics. He didn’t just use my name, but this prick 
somehow knew that I had just moved into Presidential Towers. 

Since I was absolutely certain that I had not done anything to 
deserve this type of attention, it was obvious that someone had 
gotten to this guy and was using him to make my life miserable. I 
was both shocked and pissed as I dressed and headed down to the 
Tribune Building with my swollen and cut up face. I walked right 
up to the front sign-in area and asked to see Mr. Asshole face to face. 
The fella at the security sign-in desk called someone and listened 
for what seemed like a long time before turning to me.

“Mr. Caito can’t see you now”.
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I thought to myself, just what I need, for this old coot to write my 
ticket out of town. I thanked the security guy and left more frustrated 
than when I arrived. 

By the time Debbie rolled in from work it was late and I was 
really tired. Someone had already told her all about the article, and 
we decided to try to ignore it and wait for the next shoe to drop 
and all seemed under control for the moment. 

Within a week I had gone from being a working man, in a new 
relationship, to having my head treated like a piñata in an outdoor 
cafe and my name spewed across the second biggest paper in the 
country. Shit was getting crazy in my life and it just did not make 
any sense. 

It took my face just over a week to look somewhat normal. I 
went to see my boss at work. The moment I walked in, Jimmy 
took one look at me and shook his head in a way that told me my 
days at the Italian Village were over. I was really pissed about this 
because the Greco’s were great people to work for. I felt like shit as 
Jimmy just stood there looking at me. 

I thought, who knew that Carl Bianacardo would float up on Lake 
Michigan or that Caito would write all that shit about me? Whatever 
the reason, I was out a good job and I was pretty sure there was 
more bullshit just lurking around the corner. 

Tired and pissed off, I headed home. Debbie was settling in after 
being out for a while. She sat down next to me in a long T-shirt 
and nothing else. I thought about making love to her, but fought 
off the urge and instead grabbed the paper with the article about 
me. I turned to the Caito article and began to read it to myself to 
see if I could make any more sense of it this time. 

I thought, why would a famous writer like this guy write an article 
about a reformed criminal like me?
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My mind was not grasping it, and I knew there was more that 
I just didn’t know yet. 

I asked Debbie, “Listen to this article and tell me what you 
think and don’t comment until I finish.” 

She poured herself some coffee and I began to read. 
“He was what modern females call a hunk. Ruggedly handsome, 

blond, broad shouldered, muscular and dressed right out of Gentleman’s 
Quarterly. But there’s more to him than just a pretty face. He’s erudite, 
witty and well-mannered yet dashing enough to travel by motorcycle. 
Unfortunately, it was only recently that this fine figure of a man, Tommy 
Dye, found his true calling. Earlier, he had squandered his talents 
in endeavors such as burglary (4 years in the pokey), bail jumping, 
unlawful use of a firearm, and other such mischief. According to 
Mariana Abbedelli, an export food manager, she ran into Tommy Dye 
at a bar called Traffic Jam. He bought round after round and tipped 
the waitress heavily. After they had been there for a while they decided 
to leave. She invited him to her apartment. She took off her jewelry 
and put it in the jewelry box, with her purse next to it. The next day 
she noticed the jewelry box had been moved. When she looked in, she 
found all her jewelry was gone. It was worth about $4,000. Also $40 
had been taken from her purse. Mariana later ran into Tommy at the 
Baja Beach Club and confronted him about her missing jewelry and 
money to which he had no comment.”

At this point Debbie stopped me from reading. I noticed that 
she had actually been taking notes.

“I’ve never heard of this place, Traffic Jam. Have you?”
“Nope, I know I have never been there. Something is fishy.” 
Next she asked, “Have you ever known or met someone named 

Marianna Abbedelli?” 
“No.” 
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Then she got to the nuts and bolts of it. 
“Even to me, and I know what you are capable of, it seems very 

strange that you would spend that much time and money on this 
girl only to rip her off, when you are walking around with $5,000 
in your pocket. It sounds to me like, whatever caused this article 
to be generated, it had nothing to do with some chick claiming to 
have been ripped off. It sounds like it has something to do with 
the death of Cardo,” 

Then it hit me, “Why would they tie the end of the story to the 
Baja Beach Club, the very place where you work as a bartender?”

It was slowly coming together, whoever was behind the pressure 
being put on me had bigger plans than just getting to some fella 
that supposedly stole some kibbles and bits from some gal out 
looking for love. I knew I needed David Sullivan’s connections to 
get to the bottom of it.

I called him, “I need to set up a meeting with you.” 
After our meeting, it took David less than a day to get someone 

at the Tribune to tell him that this Caito prick regularly wrote 
articles on behalf of whoever would get him liquored up at the 
Billy Goat Tavern.

Apparently some coppers had done just that a few afternoons 
in a row as they sat and gave him an earful about something or 
someone. Now I had to figure out which coppers it was. 



Part III
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Chapter 8

Vacation in Vegas

Since I had not seen my mother or brother in some time, we decided 
to go to Vegas for a visit. Debbie had never been to Las Vegas, and 
didn’t care what her bosses at the club would think if she took a 
few days off, so we agreed to go see my crazy family.

Airfare at that time was virtually nothing, so we packed a couple 
bags and were off to the airport. We spent the first couple days at 
Caesar’s Palace to let Debbie see the sights before telling my mother 
we were in town. She had a big place over by the UNLV that a 
boyfriend had left her when he kicked the bucket. 

“Hey mom, it’s me, Tommy, my girlfriend and I are in town, 
and would like to stop by and see you.” 

“Sure, come on over, your brother would love to see you,” she 
said. “But you need to be prepared; Alberto didn’t make it through 
the AIDS epidemic unscathed. When he learned he was positive for 
AIDS, he went on a cocaine binge and is in much worse shape now.”

I thought that after seeing many of my friends being shot or 
stabbed, I was ready for whatever he may look like—but I was 
wrong.

When Alberto and his boyfriend Martin came by to have dinner, 
my mother opened the door and I did not recognize the frail man 
standing there. At six feet two with a head of perfectly cut blond 
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hair, my brother was, by far, the handsome one in our family. The 
skeleton standing in the doorway in no way resembled Alberto.

Finally, his voice snapped me into reality. “Hi Tommy”, he said.
We all spent the next several hours sitting by the pool.
Alberto said, “Martin has been by my side through everything.” 
He and Debbie were hitting it off. In the end, I don’t know 

what I would have done if not for her role in his life. 
Later, I went to a restaurant owned by two brothers, Jeff and 

Mario Campana, who were from Chicago. 
They told me, “Get away from whatever heat is happening back 

home and open a place in Vegas.”
With no interest in being in a town that had no seasons, two 

million drunks, and a mother who had become such a raging 
alcoholic, no way did I need that stress. 

I told my mother before we left, “I will fly you and Alberto to 
Chicago for Christmas.” 

We had a joyous good bye at the airport as we looked forward 
to seeing them in a few months. Sadly, this would never come to 
be. My brother was much too ill to make the trip. It was evident 
that he did not have much longer left on this earth.

When we got home, I knew that I had to find legal employment 
so that there were no loose ends if any more craziness set in. As 
it turned out, Oprah Winfrey had just thrown her name behind 
a trendy new restaurant in the equally trendy River North 
neighborhood. It was called The Eccentric, and was the hottest 
place in the city. The majority owner was a sharp guy named Adam 
White. I decided to go and check the place out. Adam was at the 
podium when I arrived.

“May I help you?” he asked.
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“Hello, my name is Tommy Dye and I think I’m going to be 
your new headwaiter.” 

With a surprised look, he smiled and said, “Please follow me.”
He introduced me to the G.M. and said, “I want this man 

in training by tomorrow so that he is ready for the upcoming 
Christmas rush.” 

This place was a tailor-made fit for me with the long tuxedo 
jackets the staff wore. I jumped in with both feet, feeling great. After 
a week I was soon working the special VIP parties. I got called to the 
basement right in the middle of a lunch shift with 40 people in my 
station. When I got down there the G.M. handed me the phone.

“You need to take this,” he said.
Everyone in this cramped accounting office was staring at me. 
“Hello, this is Tommy.”
I immediately heard Debbie’s trembling voice, “There are 20 

detectives in our apartment. I am standing here naked in a corner 
watching them punch holes in our walls with sledge hammers.”

Rage was setting in but I told her, “Stay calm, I will be there as 
fast as I possibly can.”

My G.M. asked, “What can I do to help you?” 
“Look, I may need a few days off, but I do not want to lose this 

job, I really need it.”
He put his hand on my shoulder, “I will not put any more guests 

in your station. Hurry home and let me know what your status is.” 
I then tried to focus on work until I could clock out and go 

home. My brain was on overdrive as I tried to guess, why would a 
crew of coppers be knocking out the walls in my home?

When the elevator door finally opened on the 49th floor, it felt 
like forever. As I walked down the hallway to my apartment, I was 
not prepared for what I saw. Looking down the main hallway that 
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entered into my living room, I could see the walls on both sides 
punched out with holes big enough to walk through. There were 
clothes mixed with open flour and unpotted trees all piled in huge 
lumps of trampled shit from one end to the other. I could not see 
my furniture because of all the chaos flung everywhere. It literally 
looked as if a tornado had ripped through my apartment.

As I rounded the corner and entered the living room I saw 
Debbie standing there in her bathrobe, visibly shaking. This sent 
me into a fit of rage. I did not yet know why they were here, or 
who sent them, but I felt this had gone too far and I wanted to 
inflict physical pain on whoever had done this to us. I sat Debbie 
down in the middle of the mess on the floor and just held her for 
a moment as she sobbed.

“I’m so sorry, I’m so sorry.” She kept saying.
In her mind, she blamed herself that these goons had all but 

destroyed our apartment. 
“This is not your fault. It has nothing to do with you.”
“As soon as you left for work, it wasn’t five minutes later, they 

kicked in the door and came flooding in without even telling me 
they were cops. I was still in bed. One of them ripped the sheets 
off and I didn’t even have time to cover myself. They made me lay 
there naked on my stomach while they ransacked our bedroom. 
Finally, a supervisor of some kind showed up and let me make a 
phone call to you. . 

We still did not know who these goons were or why they were 
ripping our place apart, but it was my priority to find out, and I 
knew just who to call. David Sullivan picked up on the first ring. 

I said, “There were a number of detectives at my apartment and 
ripped the God damn place apart.” 
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“Do not touch anything. Lockup the apartment and head to a 
lawyer’s office down the street. His name is Ken Flaxman. In the 
meantime, I will find out who sent the raid on your home. Sit tight 
at Flaxman’s office; I’ll get back to you as fast as I can.”

When I got to Ken Flaxman’s office, I was surprised to see this 
tall, lanky guy with unkempt hair and sneakers on his feet. He 
seemed unconcerned about why I was sitting in his office waiting for 
another lawyer. Little did I know, he was sharp as a razor underneath 
that indifferent exterior. 

In less than an hour, one of David Sullivan’s cronies in the police 
department gave him everything he asked for. 

“The raid was led by some old-school prick from organized 
crime named Charlie Ragland. He was working from a warrant 
based on an informant telling him that you were dealing kilos of 
cocaine out of your place in Presidential Towers.” 

The problem was, I had given up the drug business months ago. 
As with most search warrants used by the Chicago P.D., this one 
was bogus and there was no recourse available at the time since I 
was not there to see the warrant.

As the Christmas season of 1989 settled in, I continued to 
work at the Eccentric. Then, just when I began to think my life 
was returning to normal, something very strange happened and it 
began to unwrap again.

The club where Debbie worked was a huge, sprawling place with 
several bars scattered around a giant dance floor in the center. One 
night just before Christmas, Debbie was working at one of the bars 
at the rear of the club and four detectives walked around the club 
until they found her. They sat themselves down and proceeded to 
spend the next two hours harassing her. Every time they would say 
something derogatory to her, she would shoot back. 
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“You are cowards and too afraid to deal with me personally and 
your mustaches make you look like gay, porn actors. You are too 
afraid to harass Tommy, so you pick on girls.” 

This verbal sparring went on for the entire two hours they were 
there, until one of her managers approached them.

“Who are you? Why are you harassing my employee and chasing 
my customers away?”

One of them said, “We are police officers and investigating her 
boyfriend.”

“What does this have to do with her? Is she part of your 
investigation and do you have a warrant?”

“No, she’s not part of our investigation and no, we do not have 
a warrant.”

“Well, without a warrant, I must ask you to leave,” he said as 
he pointed toward the door.

As she was telling me the story, she added, “It was worth not 
making any tips for those two hours.” 

“It is very strange. If I am that important to these ass wipes, why 
didn’t they just wait at our building for me to come home?” I asked. 

Very soon, I would find out there was still more to this story. 
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Chapter 9

Cat And Mouse Game

As Christmas became New Year’s, the pressure from the cops had 
turned from hanging out at Debbie’s job to following me around 
the city like dipshits from an old black-and-white movie. 

One night after rolling in from work around 11:00, I went to 
the elevator, and huddled up like refugees were four cops. As soon 
as I got up to my apartment, I flipped on the surveillance monitor 
that showed the lobby. There they were, waiting for the elevator 
to come upstairs. 

When I got out of the shower, I could clearly hear them talking 
in the hallway in front of my door. I thought to myself, is this how 
the mighty Chicago P.D. Investigates? It has truly become a retarded 
cat-and-mouse game and it had to stop. 

By now it had just become 1990, the craziest year I would ever 
spend on this earth.

I set up a meeting with David Sullivan. 
“How are you holding up?” He asked. “Do you need anything 

outside of what we are working on?” You have to decide at some 
point to take this thing head on. It’s going to get worse until 
something happens we cannot control.”

David and I decided to walk into police headquarters and force 
the cops to either charge me with whatever they were investigating 
or leave me alone.
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I told David, “I need at least a few weeks to tie off some loose 
ends.” 

The unfinished business was so easy for me that it was no big 
deal, I prepared myself to go to the police and put a stop to whatever 
was going on. Before I could do any of this, however, I had to sit 
down with Debbie and prepare her for whatever may lie ahead. 

I decided to reach out to my sister whom I had not seen in a 
decade. She was working at the college where she was a law student. 
I headed over there to see what I might find. When I got to the 
school I went to her department.

I introduced myself, “Hi, my name is Tommy. I would like to 
see my sister, Sophia.”

The older lady working there explained, “Sophia is off today, 
would you like to leave a message?” 

My voice broke as I told her, “Please tell her that her brother 
Tommy was here to see her.”

“I will let her know you were here, can I also tell her how to 
reach you?” 

“Yes, that will be fine,” and I left my phone number.
By the time I arrived home, the message light was blinking on 

my machine. I played the first message, which was from Debbie. 
The second was from Sophia. 

I heard “Hi Tommy, this is Sophia. Please call me,” and she left 
her home number. 

As I stood there looking at the machine, I felt a sense of family I 
had not felt in years. Little did I know, I had just opened Pandora’s 
Box. 

When I called Sophia back, we set up a night for me to pick 
her up for dinner. I took Debbie with me and she hit it off with 
my sister immediately. After dinner, we decided to go to a club. 
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No sooner had we walked into the club, when it became apparent 
that the apple does not fall far from the tree. Within a short time, 
my sister was drunk as hell. She was an exact copy of my mother. 
She was screaming at the staff and acting like a complete idiot. The 
poor waitress brought a manager over to try and calm her down, 
but it was no use. She was drunk and embarrassing all of us. 

I looked at Debbie to see how she was handling the rest of 
my dysfunctional family. Like a trooper, she was calm as my sister 
screamed at everyone who passed by. Once we got her into a cab, 
I knew in my heart that it was the last time I would ever see her. 

With Christmas behind us and my work schedule slowing down 
I really wanted to bring my brother and mother into town if he 
was feeling okay. After phoning my mother in Vegas to ask about 
the situation, I received some bad news.

“Alberto has gotten worse. It is just too cold for him to travel 
to Chicago at this time.”

I figured we could hang out once it got warmer and I had this 
entire police shit behind me. With my mind clear to focus, I headed 
back to see David Sullivan. 

David said, “Let’s go to police headquarters on February 2nd and 
confront the area commander. We need to see just why his cops are 
following you around. I would also like to take a second lawyer.” 

“Debbie would like to go. Is that okay?” I asked.
“Yes, that will be fine.”
With 10K in the bank, and another 20K under the carpet in my 

bedroom, I figured we were okay if we needed bail for some reason. 
On February 2nd we were to meet David and the other lawyer 

at a different location, so we got up early and took the ’L’ to the 
meeting spot. As we rode the train, it was relatively quiet. We 
hopped off at Wellington Street and walked a few blocks to the 
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Masonic Hospital, where we had agreed to meet. David was just 
pulling in, so we got into the car to finish our trip to the Area 6 
headquarters.

The building of this huge complex looked more like a school 
than a police station. We parked on the outer edge of the lot and 
walked into the lobby where a large desk sat with several cops milling 
around. We strolled right past all of them and to the staircase at 
the rear of the lobby that headed upstairs to the detective room. 
When we walked into the huge room where a dozen or more cops 
were sitting at small desks, all movement and conversation came to 
a complete halt. David and I walked right up to a podium where 
the commander and two other detectives were standing. Debbie 
and the second lawyer stayed a few feet behind us. 

David bellowed out, “Tommy Dye is here, let’s get down to 
business.”

The three cops came around from their thrones and whisked 
us into a conference room. 

One of them closed the blinds, to give the impression this was 
gonna take a while. As we stood there, it was obvious that David 
was getting the respect these coppers reserved for one of their own. 

The commander stood up and said, “You are one busy son of 
a bitch.” 

I didn’t know if I should respond, but luckily David got right to it. 
“Are you charging him with something, or what?” 
A cop left the room and returned five minutes later with a small 

file folder and sat down like we were about to have dinner. I had 
seen enough of this bullshit and opened my big fat mouth.

“Look, whoever you are, I am tired of having your guys up my 
ass for the past six months, so either charge me and let me make 
my bail or get these faggots to quit stalking me.” 
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As he looked at me, I got a strong feeling—he wanted to get me 
alone so he could beat the shit out of me. 

Instead he said, “I’m going to charge you with a burglary. I am 
also going to continue to investigate you and also see what else is 
out there.” 

“A stupid burglary and you’ve got all the north side coppers up 
my ass?” I said. “That’s bullshit and you know it.” 

David grabbed my forearm as if to stop my mouth from causing 
any more damage. He asked him, “What else is out there since we 
have made the first gesture, we deserve to know.” 

As he flipped through the bullshit file he had gotten as a prop, 
he said: “I am not sure.” 

In my mind, I was thinking, great, I turn myself over to these 
crooked coppers and all I get is my dick jerked. It still wasn’t adding up 
and I knew enough about how these guys played to know that the 
moment they got David out of there, the shit was gonna hit the fan. 

To my dismay, he told me to stand up and turn around as he 
put handcuffs on me. We walked through the detective room and 
into a holding cell. He unlocked the windowless room, uncuffed 
one wrist and then locked the handcuff to the circular pin on the 
wall. I could swear this was the exact same room where I got the 
shit beat out of me when they found Cardo floating in the lake. 

The stench of urine and feces were the same and all the memories 
of that weekend came back like a bad case of herpes. I knew it was 
about to be a long few nights, so I pushed the thought out of my 
head and tried to focus on what was going on in the present. What 
felt like an hour later, the door opened and in stepped David. 

He said, “I had Nick, the other lawyer drive Debbie back to the 
‘L’ station. I just spent the past hour talking to the area commander 
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and he told me all this heat is behind some burglary you did on 
an apartment of the girlfriend of some big shot restaurant owner.”

“What a crock. C’mon David, you know everybody in this 
building, go find out why they are so far up my ass. Will you please?” 

Poor David seemed just as frustrated as I was and said, “We 
will know more in the morning when we have your bail hearing.” 

As he got up to leave, he told me, “Hang in there.” 
After what seemed like a few days, the door opened and some 

cop told me, “We’re going to your bail hearing.” 
We walked down the stairs and into the side door of the 

courtroom. I was then called to the bench where David was 
standing. 

As the Judge entered, the bailiff announced, “All rise. Judge Bill 
Williams presiding. You may all take your seats.”

With all of the formalities out of the way, the judge began. “The 
State of Illinois v. Tommy Patrick Dye, charged with burglary. Mr. 
Dye do you have legal representation?”

Then David spoke, “Your Honor, David Sullivan for the 
defendant.”

“How do you plead?”
“Not guilty.”
Then the judge said, “What say the people on bail?”
The prosecutor was a light-skinned, black lady with curly black 

hair and glasses as thick as coke bottles. She had a height of 4’11” 
on her best day and looked more like a little munchkin afraid of 
her own shadow than a prosecutor.

“Your Honor, the people ask that the defendant be remanded 
until trial,” she said.

David argued, “Your Honor, this is a burglary that does not 
deserve being denied bond.”
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The prosecutor interrupted, “Mr. Dye has at least four aliases 
that we know of and at least one nickname he uses to sell drugs.”

“Your Honor, no matter what the state thinks, this is a crime 
that deserves bond, also Mr. Dye and I came in voluntarily.”

The prosecutor mumbled, that is the first.
The prosecutor then told the court, “Your Honor, Mr. Dye 

and his attorney did report on a pre-arranged meeting regarding 
a situation where Mr. Dye is the prime suspect, but has not been 
charged yet.”

“Exactly, he has--------.” 
The judge interrupted, “I have heard enough, No bail, remand 

him.”
I was whisked away like a booger on the finger of a 3-year-old. 
No bail on a stinking burglary—the longer I think about it, the 

more I feel like my mouth is being used for a pay toilet. Now, all I 
can do is sit tight and wait. 

Back I went to the vile, holding cell upstairs in the police 
station. As I waited for the rest of the court inmates that were being 
remanded to the county jail, my mind wandered—I thought about 
my life and how I had gotten to this point. As I was daydreaming 
about the life I had chosen, the door opened and some uniformed 
copper came in. 

“We are off to the county jail,” he said. 
One of the things I remembered to do was call a Cook County 

sheriff that I knew who worked in the softest part of the jail and 
ask him to pull me over there if I was not given bail.

When I contacted him, he said, “I have your back.” 
Thank God because there are parts of this shithole complex that 

make torture in Iran seem like a nice day in the park. 
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Chapter 10

Gotta Pay To Play

So there I was, taking the ride no criminal likes to take. We drove 
through the city on the big bus picking up men at various courts 
on our way to the county jail. As we drove up to the main jail, there 
was no denying the eerie feeling of death and violence that happens 
within. It doesn’t even look like a traditional jail, more like a city 
within a city, reminiscent of a Gulag from the old Soviet Union. 
The walls around it are higher than any prison I have ever seen. 
The razor wire stretches six stories into the air to give it a menacing 
profile that you can see from several blocks away. 

Everyone was herded into a series of holding pens that looked 
like very tall dog kennels, only the stench was far worse. The people 
wandering around within these tiny pens looked as if they had 
survived the past several weeks on a diet of cocaine and alcohol. It 
truly is the underbelly of civilization. I had been there before and 
knew that in order to get through it, I would have to be shrewd and 
watch my every step. I was as mentally prepared as I could be when 
I stepped off the giant sheriff ’s bus and waded into the cesspool of 
the booking area. 

Theoretically, the inmates are supposed to be housed according 
to their crimes and criminal history to separate the wolves from the 
sheep. If there is no bed space available for a non-violent offender, 
he is placed in a cell with whoever has a bed open. This could be 
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anyone from a killer to a man who has just raped his last cellmate. 
The only thing the administration cares about is shuffling men to 
and from court. There is a very true statement often used about 
this place: If you can’t fight when you get here, you will be able to by 
the time you leave. After two sleepless days, I was called out of the 
dog kennel by a large, black sheriff who had a question for me. 

“Do you know someone over in Division Eight?” 
My mind exploded with pleasure neurons as I tried to downplay 

my response. “Yeah, why, did you get a call about me?” 
After checking the computer, he looks up and says, “You have 

no bail, so you can’t go over there,” 
Knowing that anyone can go anywhere if someone okay’s it, I 

wait for the shakedown to begin. 
“How much cash do you have on you?” he asks.
I know that I have $500 under the sole of my shoe taped to the 

underside of the inner lining, but I tell him, “About 200 hundred 
bucks.” 

Looking semi-pleased as I am handed a paper towel, he tells 
me, “Go place the $200 in the paper towel over at the pisser stall,”

Having been here before I know that this is my golden ticket 
to a bed and a shower, so I am all too happy to give this fat, lazy 
prick the loot. This fat sheriff then takes the paper towel and shoves 
it in his shirt pocket. 

Walking back to the dog kennel, I watched out of the corner 
of my eye as he picked up the phone and dialed a number. I knew 
that I was about to hit the jail lottery because a bed and a shower 
are priceless when you haven’t had either in close to a week. 

Sure as shit, as soon as he hung up the phone he didn’t even 
call out my name. Instead, he walked to the cage where I was, with 
about 60 other men and motioned for me to step out. It didn’t take 
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a hot second and we were walking in stride across the hallway and 
into a series of tunnels that run beneath this huge complex. After 
walking for about three minutes he broke the silence. 

He asked, “You related to someone?”
At first I didn’t know what to tell this guy, so I kept it simple, 

“Your buddy in Division Eight and I have a history.” 
Once we got to the entrance to Division Eight, the smallest and 

quietest of all the buildings, the door opens.
The sheriff asked the fat escort, “Is this him?”
With a nod, I am in. The sheriff grabbed my shirt and pulled 

me toward him.
“If anyone asks a question regarding bail, you have one. Got it?” 
“I will not give anyone reason to check me out on the bail 

sheet,” I replied.
The following morning I awoke after a restless night’s sleep. At 

least I had been able to shower before going to bed. As I got my 
feet under me, I met a couple hundred filthy inmates. 

One guy from the south side named Danny O’Hara, a 
muscle-head, Irish kid, took steroids while bodybuilding. He then 
got all coked up and drunk in the bars of his neighborhood at night. 

He told me, “One night a few of my buddies and I were in some 
south side dive. After several drinks, some Mexican factory workers 
rolled in and began whistling at my girl. I warned the ring leader 
that if he didn’t knock it off I would go out to my car, get a bat 
and split his head open. The guy didn’t take me seriously. When he 
continued making wise talk to my girl, I made good on my threat. 
I nearly decapitated the guy and then stood over him and beat him 
for another 5 minutes for good measure.” Then, with his crazy Irish 
grin, he continued, “It was okay, because I know Bruce Burke. He 
guaranteed this case would GO AWAY.” 



66

Dumbfounded at what he just said, I asked him, “Who?” 
“Bruce Burke, he used to be some big wig D.A. and now a big 

shot private lawyer. His name may be Bruce, but we call him Spark.” 
“I have never heard of him and I know all the big name lawyers 

in the city.”
“My dad is a lifelong cop from the same area Spark is from. 

They go way back to Spark’s days as a D.A. My dad is really pissed 
that he had to fork over $50K to clean up my mess. Spark knows 
my judge and says I’m never going to be convicted.” 

Danny was laughing as he told me, “There were 70 people in 
this stinking dive and the judge claimed that not a single one got 
a good enough look to ID me. How cool is that?” 

As he spoke, my mind was already turning as I tried to figure 
out how much it would cost me to handle my little bullshit case. 

I asked Danny, “Will you set up a meeting with Spark for me?” 
“Sure I will.”
After a few days, I was called out to an attorney visit. Sitting in 

the visiting room was a man who looked exactly like I had expected 
him. A District Attorney dresses differently than the big-name 
criminal attorneys who are the pimps of the lawyer world. Spark 
was all about winning and he dressed like the working man’s lawyer 
in suits that were far below his pay grade. It took about ten seconds 
for me to realize that this guy was no dummy. 

I said, “I am going to have someone drop off ten grand for you 
to put away so we can talk again. Someone will be at your office 
when you open tomorrow.” 

Since we lived no more than four blocks from Spark’s office, 
Debbie was more than eager to get some of the cash out of the 
apartment and take it to his office. Now with David on top of my 
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case, and Spark on the sideline for when I needed him, I felt pretty 
good as I got settled into the jail.

It was no more than a week after arriving in Division Eight 
when the sheriff who ran the inmate work crew approached me.

“Are you interested in working on one of the work crews that 
clean the building and pass out meals?”

His name was Gino, an Italian from the south side who looked 
a lot like the singer from the 70s, Tony Orlando. I hated being 
dormant, so I jumped at the chance to have something to do.

“I’ll work my hardest and keep my mouth shut,” I quickly 
answered.

He assigned me to a detail that unloaded the three meals each 
day for the 800 men and then cleaned and mopped the floors. Soon 
after starting there, one of the staff that oversaw us confronted Gino.

“Prisoner Dye is a good worker,” he said. “He’s smarter than the 
rest of the crew. I would like him assigned to my section.”

The next day Gino asked me, “Do you want to take over as the 
lead man and supervise the rest of the inmate workforce?” 

“Sure, I would.”
“I’m assigning you to a different section where you will work 

full time,” Gino replied.
I assured him, “I will not let you down.”



69

Chapter 11 

The Nympho Sheriff

She was a tall, beautiful sheriff with a liking for a cocky guy like me.
The building we were in was a long rectangular building that 

stretched 100 yards in length, with a central hallway and eight sets 
of dorms that led from this hall on both sides. At one end of the 
main hallway was a medical unit. The other end contained the 
dressing rooms. The staff would change out of and into their street 
clothes when coming or leaving the building.

Roughly a month after becoming the worker/supervisor, I was 
pushing a large dust mop down the length of the main hallway. 
After looking at the clock, I saw that shift change had occurred a 
half hour earlier. That was my gauge to know that I could go clean 
the locker rooms and then clean the medical unit. 

As I pushed my big dust mop down the hall, one of the female 
sheriffs, a stunner named Mary Paulson, walked toward me as she 
was coming on her shift. She was notoriously late and the other 
guards complained about her all the time. She stopped directly in 
front of me and handed me a large cup from one of the mini-marts.

“You’re working way too hard, have a drink,” she said.
As it hit my mouth, I could taste about 80% vodka and 20% 

sprite. It was strong as hell. There I was, in the toughest jail in 
America and I was just handed a strong alcoholic drink from a 
woman sheriff. Every red flag in the world was going off in my head. 
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I asked, “Is anyone behind me in the hall?” 
“Nope, they’re all setting up their units, the hallway is clear.” 
As I looked into this girl’s eyes, I could plainly see that she was 

buzzed. I wondered, what have I just stepped into?
Without blinking, she looked at me and said, “The women’s 

locker room needs to be cleaned. I am the hall rover, so let’s go see 
what we can do.” 

She spun on her heels and strutted away toward the locker 
rooms. As I got to the entrance of the area, she was already there. 
After following me in, she turned and locked the door from the 
inside. She reached for my hand, leading me to the counter between 
two of the sinks. She got up on the counter and opened her legs, 
pulling me inside her. My head was spinning from the mix of vodka 
and surreal events unraveling around me. My gut told me that she 
had set this up well in advance and I was going to roll with it no 
matter how it ended. 

For the next half hour, I screwed this girl while knowing full 
well that I would be beaten to death if caught. At that moment I 
did not give a shit why she had chosen me to act out her fantasies. 
All I cared about was that for the next half hour I was not in jail, I 
was banging some cop and she was too pretty to say no to. 

Over the next few weeks, she would find whatever excuse she 
could for me to do some inane chore to be with her. Even if I was 
being used for man meat, I didn’t care because I liked making love 
to this gal. 

One day I asked her, “Why did you choose me out of the 8OO 
inmates in this building?”

“It has nothing to do with you being an inmate. I like your style 
and find you attractive,” she said.



GLENN PAINTER

71

This worked for me, so I never questioned it again. She was 
5’10” and had a perfectly shaped body that reeked of sex. Weeks 
turned into months as David tried to get my case under control, 
it seemed like we were making progress, then we would hit some 
delay by the state that made absolutely no sense. 

Debbie had no idea that I was banging this pretty sheriff or that 
David was making no headway with my case. She would show up 
at the jail every single week and cry like a baby as she visited me. 
Then something really strange happened, I was called out to the 
building where the visits were held. Although Mary did not work 
the visiting room, she walked me out there and sat two feet away 
while I visited with Debbie. It was very uncomfortable. I could 
not tip my hand because Debbie would never understand how I 
could cheat on her.

When the visit was over, Mary walked me back to the building 
where my unit was. She went straight into the locker room and 
motioned for me to follow her. As we stepped inside, she turned 
and locked the door. She didn’t wait to get to a spot that was out 
of the line of sight. Something about seeing Debbie had made her 
so horny she was out of control. I realized at that moment that I 
had to find a delicate way out of this before it blew up in my face. 

In the jail, mail is passed out in the late afternoon or early 
evening. It was Mary who brought the stack of mail. When the 
sheriff working my unit called my name I went and picked up a 
letter from Debbie. I noticed right away that there was another note 
inside with different handwriting. I looked at the strange note that 
said, Call me in the morning, xoxo. There was a phone number at 
the bottom I did not recognize and it didn’t take a genius to know 
who had opened my personal mail. Mary had gone way too far and 
I had to put a stop to it.
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The following morning, I called the number and sure enough, 
it was Mary. We had agreed that our communications would be 
strictly within the confines of the jail. The staff is trained to look 
for this type of thing. I spoke to her in general terms and got off the 
line as quickly as possible. I was already very familiar with obsessive 
women, so I knew I had to be careful with how I ended this affair.

I was worried because she had all of Debbie’s contact information 
and who knows what this crazy bitch would do once I told her that 
it was over. For the next few weeks I tried to duck her, but she finally 
cornered me in the locker room. 

“I can break you out of this jail,” she began. “Do you remember 
when I took you with me to push the church pulpit across the yard? 
That was just a trial run to see if anyone would notice.”

Holy shit!—It was clear that this broad was dead serious. She 
wanted me to escape and start a life with her. I had to stay calm and 
steer this crazy bitch away from this conversation. I did the only 
thing I knew to shut her up. I screwed her right there on the locker 
room floor. Just as I thought I had everything under control, she 
proved me wrong. This time, she called me to the inmate shower 
area.

I told her “Knock it off; you’re going to get us both into a world 
of shit.”

It didn’t matter, as she blurted out for everyone to hear, “Are 
you gonna screw me or not?”

“No,” I said. “This is not a good time.” 
But now the cat was out of the bag. The next morning, I got on 

the phone and called my attorney’s office. I knew I had to correct 
this situation and was hoping my attorney’s secretary could help me.

When she answered, I asked her, “Will you please look up the 
number for Internal Affairs and do a three way call to them for me?”
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“I will do it right now,” She said.
When I got them on the line, all I said was, “Find me and call 

me out. It is important.”
Within 20 minutes, I was being escorted to another building I 

had never been to before.
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Chapter 12

She’s Gone Too Far

Once I arrived, it was no more than a couple of minutes until one 
of the captains from Division Eight came in. This made me a little 
uncomfortable. He was an old-school boxing coach from the south 
side.

“I have been screwing one of your sheriffs for the last six 
months,” I told him.

The only reply I got was, “Has she brought you any drugs?”
“Absolutely not!”
The captain remained calm. “Do not talk with the liaison again. 

I will be in touch with you through private channels.”
A week passed, I was called to court. I was surprised because I 

had no court date scheduled that day. When I arrived at the bullpen, 
I was approached by another sheriff.

He said, “Follow me.”
I was led to the same office I was in before. There waiting was 

the captain and an older, white man.
The other man said, “I know who you are and I am a little 

confused as to why you want to turn Mary in since you have not 
been caught yet? We think that she has brought drugs in to the 
Black Gangster Disciples. So far we have not been able to catch her.”

I felt like shit because I didn’t want to get her in trouble, I just 
wanted to insulate myself from her. I also knew many of the Black 
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Gangsters and had mixed feelings about getting involved in the 
drug scenario.

He asked me, “Are you willing to meet with a guy from the 
State Police to see what he has to say?” 

“Yes, I am.”
As I waited for the meeting, my trial was starting for the bogus 

burglary. I met with Kenny Davidson from the State Police a couple 
of nights a week. I figured if something went bad with my trial, I 
had this to fall back on. 

Anyone who has ever sat through a criminal trial knows that 
the fate of the defendant rests in the hands of 12 people. It is 
only a matter of time until the poor schmuck at the defense table 
gets convicted. Personally, I think a lot of it has to do with the 
proliferation of the crime.

What the public never sees is the all-encompassing power 
wielded by a judge as they bar evidence that would exonerate the 
defendant. They allow the state to put witnesses on the stand who 
have no input to the actual crime, but are put there to say what a 
bad guy this person was at some point in his past. 

It is a crazy and slanted ordeal that looks sterile from the outside, 
but is as rotten as week-old milk on the inside. I was lucky; I had 
a good lawyer whom I was able to pay and not a public defender. 
These are things that matter. When I arrived at court and all the 
formalities were out of the way, my trial began.

The victim took the stand. She was asked a barrage of questions 
from the prosecutor. Then it was my lawyer’s turn.

“What store did you buy the alleged stolen jewelry from?”
“It was from Robinson Jewelers.”
David was able to prove she was lying when that store owner 

testified.
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“I have never carried that type of jewelry.”
Every claim the State made, we countered with proof that it 

could not be true. 
I felt sure I was heading home, but like so many times before, 

my judge, an old, crusty jagoff, saw that I was about to walk and 
struck all the testimony of the alleged victim.

“She must have been confused by the questions,” the judge said.
With that statement, my whole impeachment momentum was 

gone. I still felt confident as the jury went behind closed doors to 
deliberate. For the next three days I waited as the jury kept sending 
notes to the judge that they were hopelessly deadlocked. Finally, 
on Thursday afternoon, it was obvious that the jury was not going 
to budge. 

Then the judge did what judges do. He used his power to scare 
the jury into convicting.

He called the jury out. “Ladies and Gentlemen of the jury, we 
have a problem,” he said. “You cannot seem to agree in this case. I 
am going to order that you be taken to a hotel tonight so that no 
one can influence your vote in the jury room. If it turns out that 
you cannot come back with a verdict by the end of tomorrow, I will 
be forced to sequester you over the weekend. I will also disable all 
telephones and televisions, so as not to allow any outside influence. 
Perhaps you will try harder to agree on a verdict.”

In trials all across the United States, when a D.A. is losing, 
the judge often steps in. My judge just strong armed my jury into 
either convicting me or being locked up themselves. The jury left 
the courtroom to deliberate again. 

With the threat of being locked up against their will, they would 
have convicted Mother Teresa of killing JFK. After being hopelessly 
deadlocked for three and one half days, they returned a verdict of 
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guilty within 30 minutes. I was not too worried because it did not 
carry much time and I had the Internal Affairs case to fall back on.

While I was waiting in the cage, my attorney came by and asked 
me, “Who is that pretty gal that is waiting with Debbie?” 

“Describe her to me,” I said.
“Tall, short hair, big boobs; you know, the type that works in 

a strip club,”
I knew right away it was Mary Paulson. Mary was only the tip 

of the iceberg—I was about to enter a whole new world. The judge 
set my sentencing for six weeks, which is the norm. I spent the next 
few weeks getting ready for whatever. 

Benny is the undercover guy with the Illinois State Police. 
He specializes in getting close to state and city workers. It was 
instantly obvious that he was very familiar with the game. So many 
undercover cops are dipshits that stand out the moment they open 
their mouths, but he was different and I liked this guy. 

The plan was to call Mary, who would then 3-way me to Kenny. 
I would ask her to bring some drugs to me at the jail. If she said 
yes, Kenny would tell her that his supplier was out of town and 
could she pick it up. 

Mary made her situation much worse when she said, “Not only 
will I get as much as you need, I will cook it up for free-basing.” 

I thought, this broad has her mitts into all sorts of shit. It was soon 
obvious that her infatuation with me was the least of her worries as 
she dug herself deeper and deeper every time she opened her mouth. 

Roughly two weeks before my sentencing, Mary met with Kenny 
to take his money. There were four undercover cars following from 
various distances as they watched her go into a known drug house 
on the south side with the marked money she had been given. This 
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broad somehow slipped out the back of the building and actually 
ripped off the Illinois State Police. 

I was called to the captain’s office the first thing the next 
morning. The fine folks waiting for me were beyond livid by 
the time I stuck my mug in. I could see the captain through the 
windows of his office. I heard his bellowing voice as he yelled at 
me from 60 feet away. 

“You really screwed that up!”
When he explained what happened I was amazed that four 

supposedly well-trained sets of police let this broad skip out on 
them. The bigger issue was that Mary still had the cocaine and 
hopefully, the marked money on her and I needed to retrieve either 
or both.

I tried everything I could to calm the captain down. He was 
convinced that I was in on her rip off. He had the juice to make 
my life a living Hell and I needed to win him back over quickly. 

“Does your phone have a recording device on it?” I asked. 
He looked at me and nodded to go ahead. I picked up the phone 

on his desk and dialed Mary. When she answered I got right down 
to business. 

“Hey girl, how did it go last night?”
“I skipped out on them and took the ‘L’ home.” 
“You know there’s more to this than just a pickup. I hope you 

haven’t made a mess for me.”
“Don’t worry, I still have every dime of your money and I locked 

it up.” 
As I listened to her talk, I could feel the captain’s gaze. I looked 

up at him for a split second only to have him raise his palms toward 
the ceiling as if to say, “What the hell is going on?” 



80

“Just sit tight. I’ll call a couple people and get back to you within 
an hour on where to deliver the money and the cocaine.”

We hung up and I slid the phone back to the captain. 
“This better be good or it’s your ass,” was all he had to say.
He pushed some buttons on the phone and began to listen to 

our recorded conversation. I could tell the moment he heard her 
say that she was still in control of the marked money because he 
gave me thumbs up. I felt as if I had earned my credibility and 
respect back again. 

The decision makers decided to have her meet Kenny one more 
time to purchase a larger amount of cocaine. If this went smoothly, 
I would immediately be moved from Division Eight where Mary 
worked, to Division One where security was much tighter. 

The night came for them to meet. Time seemed to drag so slowly 
that I was literally staring at the clock most of the night. The unit 
phone rang on my tier. The sheriff made a gesture with his hand to 
roll it up. I walked back to my bunk and packed my small amount 
of property and I was moved. 

I spent the next several hours in a holding tank in the basement 
of Division One, waiting for a cell to be emptied in the hole. Some 
meathead sheriff came into the holding pen and started giving me 
a hard time about why I would be moved from a different division 
so late at night. 

“I have just been convicted at trial and the captain wants me 
in a more secure setting.” 

This dumbass would not let it go and he kept yelling at me. 
Finally, I got upset. 

“Look, some things are just none of your damn business. You 
may want to remember this before whoever moved me drags you 
into something you don’t want any part of.” 
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This obviously pissed him off and he began to threaten me.
Just then a sergeant opened the door and said, “Grab your stuff.”
I was taken to the hole, where I could not sleep. Early the next 

morning I was ready to hear what had happened overnight. A full 
day passed before I was called to the Captain’s office. 



Part IV
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Chapter 13

The Irish Bulldog

When my door popped open, I was somewhat nervous to step out. I 
headed toward the first floor that would lead to the captain’s office. 
A new face I had never seen before, but would soon learn to trust 
with my life, met me at the door. A short, muscular, 50-something, 
Irish sergeant named Ricky Walsh had more than a trip to the 
captain’s office on his mind. 

We walked through the maze of tunnels under the jail that 
connect the various divisions to each other. I could tell this guy 
was as hard as nails. He had the face of a palooka. He walked like 
a guy that would dare you to try him. He did not speak, but I got 
a sense that he was sizing me up. 

When we arrived at the captain’s office, Sergeant Walsh 
planted himself in a chair outside the door as if he were on 
guard. The captain began telling me all the details of the take 
down of Mary.

“She did exactly as asked,” he said. “She took more marked 
money, bought, and then delivered the drugs to Kenny. Her car 
was swarmed and she was arrested for an assortment of crimes.” 

After Captain Williamson told me what had happened with 
Mary, I asked him, “When can I get out of the hole? I don’t like 
being locked down 23 hours a day, and I want access to the phones 
and regular showers.” 
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“It’s just too dangerous to let you onto a regular tier because 
there is no telling who may be communicating with her.” 

I didn’t like it, but that’s the way it was. I was then taken 
back to the hole by Walsh. I had to wait for Williamson to 
contact David Sullivan to tell him what had transpired. Hopefully 
something would be done at my sentencing, I thought. After a 
week, I was ready to get the hell out of the hole. When my door 
popped open early one morning I was told, “Get your clothes 
and go to the stairwell.” 

At the stairwell, I was met by Sergeant Walsh who opened the 
large door.

“Meet me downstairs,” he said.
This meant he would take the employee elevator and meet me 

where the stairwell opened to the main floor of the building. 
Once we met downstairs, he asked, “How are you holding up 

in the hole?” 
“I’m fine, except for not showering. I also want to call my girl.” 
Walsh said, “I will arrange for you to get to a phone. Just sit 

tight until I come for you.”
We turned into the tunnel that leads to Division Five; I knew 

we were headed to Williamson’s office. As I walked behind Walsh, 
I could see that even in his 50s he was still built like a fire hydrant, 
low and strong. We walked into the captain’s office for a meeting.

The captain asked, “Do you want to move to B-3? I can let you 
out every day if you want to go up there?” 

B-3 is where the super high-profile case guys are, like Douglas 
Adamczak, a guy who supposedly killed his own daughter. I was all 
too happy to move to any place that had a daily shower and access 
to a phone, so I nodded my head at his question. 
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“We’ll move you today,” the captain said, “but keep you 
on lockdown for the first few days so that you do not arouse 
any suspicion about why you are there. It’s a very good chance 
that you will be approached by a man named Steve Manning. 
If he talks to you, be very, very careful, but listen to what he 
has to say.” 

My mind raced for a second, then I spoke up, “I know that 
name, isn’t he the copper with his own crew?” 

Williamson became very stern and spoke slowly, “Don’t worry 
about what he has or doesn’t have. Just listen to what he tells 
you and be extremely careful not to tell him why you came from 
Division Eight.” 

Although confusing as it was that Williamson was playing so 
coy, it must be pretty serious if they are warning me to listen to 
this guy so carefully. If he is letting me out of the hole, I will listen 
to Manning speak in foreign tongues if I have to. So I agreed to be 
moved. On the walk back to Division One, Walsh continued with 
the warnings. 

“This guy Manning is a very dangerous man, so be extra careful 
what you say to him.”

“I’m 210 pounds and still pretty good with my hands,” I said.
Walsh cut me off immediately, “This guy will never fight you; 

he will just reach through the bars and slice your throat while you 
sleep. Do you understand me?”

“I understand.”
Whatever they had in store for me, it was bigger than anything 

I had seen thus far in my young life. It wasn’t an hour after arriving 
back at the hole, my door popped open again. 

The sheriff said, “Roll up your shit, you are moving.”
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As I stepped out of the filthy cell and headed toward the control 
area, I felt relieved.

It took about 10 minutes to get to B block. After trudging my 
property up to the third floor, I was let into the dayroom of B-3. 
There were several men I had seen on television and I wondered if 
they had been in the county jail all this time. 

My new cell was roughly 3/4 of the way down the long narrow 
hallway that had cells on both sides. I quickly noticed that this tier 
had no walls; instead every cell had bars separating it from the next 
cell. There was absolutely no privacy here. 

On any of the tiers within Division One, the layout is exactly 
the same. A person enters the unit from a small landing attached to 
the stairwell that travels to and from the first floor of the building 
up to any of the four floors. 

Once a person travels from the small landing and through the 
heavy steel door into the day room, they are in a 20 foot square 
space with a shower on one side and a utility room on the other. 
There is a phone in the middle against the wall so the sheriff can 
see who is on it. 

The rear of the dayroom narrows into a very dangerous hallway. 
These hallways hold 30 cells on each side and stretch 70 yards 
away from the area where the sheriff sits. If a sheriff gets up to 
walk around the unit they will not know if someone is in peril 
until it is too late. Many a man has been stabbed to death at the 
rear of these hallways. 

I put my bundle on the nasty bed and looked around at the 
sheer filth. A few minutes passed before a couple of men stopped 
by my bars.

I was asked by them, “Do you need anything?” 
“Are there any cleaning supplies available?” I asked.
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“Yes,” they said, as they pointed to the utility closet.
I almost jumped out of my skin when I heard some lackey 

sheriff yelling.
“Tommy Dye, the captain wants to see you.”
As I walked into the outer office, I found the captain standing 

there. 
He chimed right in, “You’re not going to screw any of my staff. 

Do you understand me?” 
“Yes, sir,” was all I could think of to say to him.
He surprised me as he held out his hand.
“It took big balls to do what you did. If you have any trouble 

in this division, I want you to reach out to me. Okay?” 
I knew he was full of shit. Once he read the full report, it was 

only a matter of time until one of his goons roughed me up. 
I quickly answered, “Yes, Sir.”
As I left, Sergeant Walsh happened to walk up and stopped to 

talk with me.
“When was the last time you were able to get into the canteen?” 

he asked.
“It’s been at least a couple weeks and I really need some stuff,” 

I answered. “Why?” 
“C’mon, I need some cigarettes,” he said.
The attendant asked, “Do you have a list?”
“No, ma’am,” I answered, “but I know what I need. Is that 

good enough?”
“Tell me what you want.” 
She was the typical county employee, fat and slow, but she was 

very kind as she allowed me to just tell her what I needed. She 
walked back and forth through the inventory to fill my order. When 
she was done, I turned to Sergeant Walsh. 
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“What kind of cigarettes do you smoke?” I asked.
“Marlborough in the box.” 
I turned back to the attendant and said, “Put a carton of 

Marlborough’s in my bag.” 
Once we had rounded the corner, I reached into the bag with 

the smokes and handed the carton to Sergeant Walsh. 
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Chapter 14 

The Sadistic Corrupt Cop

Walsh walked me down to the stairwell that led upstairs to B-3. 
As I entered, he said in a low voice, “I’ll see you tomorrow.”
While placing the bag of canteen items under my mattress, I 

heard a shuffle outside the bars that separated me from the hallway. 
As I looked up, a man was standing there looking down at me. It 
did not take a lot of thought to know that this guy was an ex-cop. 
At six feet two with a barrel chest, he looked like he had walked in 
on too many bad situations. He was exactly what he looked like, a 
sadistic son of a bitch who had no good up his sleeve. 

He said, “Hey.” 
I replied, “Hey…” 
He asked, “You just get here?” 
“Yep.” 
“Where did you come from?” 
“The hospital, I had a broken shoulder.” 
“You looked pretty strong when you were carrying all that stuff 

to your cell.” 
“It’s a torn rotator cuff actually; it only hurts when I hit 

somebody.” 
“You a tough guy?” 
“Nope. You?” 
“Nope,” he said. 
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After a moment of silence, he started again.
“What’s your name?”
“Tommy. Yours?” 
“Steve.” 
By this time it was apparent that neither of us were trained to 

give up too much information unless absolutely necessary. 
“You from Smith Park?” he asked.
“Nope, Taylor Street.” 
Then his eyes lit up as he asked me, “Do you run with Jack 

Amato’s crew?”
I had to be blunt on this one, “I don’t like drugs and Jack can’t 

keep that shit out of his nose, so I really only answer to Frankie.” 
Now he was really wired. He couldn’t get the questions out fast 

enough, 
“You talking about Frankie Amara?” 
“Yeah. Why, you know him?” 
“I used to go to Vegas every week to do some work, so I would 

see him.”
“I will tell him I met you”
From that point on, Steve Manning spent virtually every second 

at my bars talking about crime. 
The day had come for my sentencing on the burglary case. 

Despite the fact that the case carried a 4-15 years in prison sentence, 
I was not the least bit worried. Williamson had tipped his hand 
that Manning was a big target for someone. 

It was really a matter of sitting through the dog and pony show 
that would culminate in my gasbag judge telling me what a rotten 
failure I was. I slept like a baby the night before, got up early, and 
was ready to go to court an hour before the door popped open. 
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Once I got to the courtroom, Emily Ahern, the bailiff for Judge 
Scherer, came in the back where I was locked in a bullpen. 

She asked, “Debbie is out in the gallery, would you like to spend 
a little time with her once we are done with the sentencing?” 

Emily had taken a liking to me. She had been working in the 
criminal court building since the 1960s. At the age of 70, she was 
more revered than many of the judges. She was the last of the 
Irish Dames left in the Chicago Democratic machine. She made 
it very clear to both David and me that she thought this case was 
all bullshit.

By the time I was brought out for my sentencing, there were 
about 40 people in the gallery. I thought this seemed like a lot for a 
nothing case like mine. As I walked out into the courtroom, Debbie 
was sitting in the front row smiling at me. I was led to the table 
where my attorney was already sitting. I couldn’t help but wonder, 
what will she think when it comes out that I had been banging Mary 
Paulson? 

I sat stone-faced as the judge said, “Justice has caught up with 
Mr. Dye today.” 

When he was done, he gave me 14 years—for a theft that never 
happened! 

I thought to myself, what a waste of taxpayers’ money and resources. 
If only John Q. Public knew that Judge McKinley was selling murder 
acquittals to anyone with the right lawyer and 100K. 

When the judge broke for lunch, it wasn’t a hot second until 
Emily Ahern brought Debbie back to see me. As soon as Emily 
rounded the corner and out of earshot, I pulled Debbie close to 
me through the bars of the holding cell.

I began to talk. “Look, I can’t go into it right now, but there is 
some very serious stuff going on behind the scenes that you just 
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can’t know about. Trust me, I am not leaving the city, and will most 
likely never go to the prison system here in Illinois. I promise you, 
I will be home very soon.” 

She looked at me as we both heard Emily walking toward us, 
and I ended our conversation by telling her, “I love you and will 
call you in the morning.” 
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Chapter 15 

Be Careful What You Say

By the time I got back to the jail, Williamson had already made 
it a point to learn my sentence. About an hour after I returned 
from court, he called to have me brought over to his office. When 
I arrived, he was the only person in the large office that normally 
was crawling with 15-20 people. Once I was inside he pointed for 
me to sit down. 

Williamson said, “I’m going to take you off lockdown and put 
you on your tier to see how you can mix with the rest of those 
guys on that block. If you get into a fight or hurt one of those 
high-profile guys, I cannot help you, so keep your dislike for them 
to yourself. Okay?” 

I did not know where this was coming from, but I was willing 
to get along with anyone if it would get me off lockdown. 

So I said, “Whatever you want, Will.” 
“Has Steve Manning approached you yet?” 
“He approached me within minutes of my arrival on the tier.” 
Williamson seemed a little anxious about this and added, “Has 

he spoken about his case?”
“No. Why?” 
“If he does, do not ask him anything, but listen to whatever he 

wants to tell you. Do you understand me?” 
“Sure. But what’s the big deal with this guy anyway?”
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“I can’t tell you yet, just be careful when you deal with him, but 
listen to whatever he has to say.” 

“How will I know when I am off of lockdown?”
“You’ll know.”
By the time I made it back to my tier it was 4:00 pm and time 

for the afternoon count. 
As I was waiting for the sheriff to buzz me into the unit I told 

him, “I have been in court all day and then medical. Is it possible 
for me to take a shower and use the phone?”

“Yes, so long as you are done before count clears.”
I sprinted to my cell to get my shower gear. I wanted to have 

time left to call Debbie. Once I had showered I dialed the apartment 
and on the first ring Debbie picked up.

I explained “Do not say anything about my case on the phone. 
You can come visit me this week if you want to. Also call David to 
come see me.” 

I have not told him a word about the new situation with 
Manning. I had to talk to him about it privately. 

Shortly after I hung up the phone and went back to my cell, the 
count cleared and the rest of the inmates were released into the tier. 

Steve Manning came up to my bars and asked, “Where have 
you been all day?”

“I had a hearing in court and then I had to go to the hospital 
for an MRI on my shoulder. Why, did I miss anything?” 

“No, but I was wondering where you were, that’s all.” 
In the back of my mind, I was thinking, if this guy is anywhere 

as dangerous as Williamson and Walsh are telling me, I’m not about 
to tell him shit. 

When the sheriff called out down the hallway to lock it up, he 
was still talking as he walked toward his cell to call it a night. For 
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a guy that so many people were interested in, he sure had a lot to 
say. Little did either of us know, this inability to shut the hell up 
would come back to haunt him in the worst way. 

The next morning my door popped open with everyone else’s, 
and I did not hesitate to step out and see what may be available 
to me within the unit. I saw several guys I’d seen on TV while in 
Division Eight, but chose not to speak to them out of respect for 
their privacy. 

I had zero interest in getting to know any of these shitheads. 
Most were either high-profile murderers or rapists, and I wasn’t into 
hearing whatever they had to say.

I made my way to the phone and tried my lawyer’s office. “He’s 
not in until later today,” the receptionist, Angie said. 

After I hung up, I went for a walk to size up the unit. I was good 
with my hands and felt safe if ever confronted, but in jail it is never 
a fair fight. King Kong wouldn’t stand a chance if someone slid up 
from behind with a knife. So with my head always on a swivel, I 
walked the hallway and got a lay of the land. 

Within an hour, Steve came out of his cell, realized I was not 
in mine, and looked until he found me. He sidled up next to me 
as I walked back and forth down the long, narrow hallway. It was 
then I could see that although a couple inches taller than me, he 
was in typical shape for a copper, flabby and easily out of breath. 

Not knowing why Williamson had such a strong interest in 
this guy, I listened as Steve began telling me his life story. His story 
was full of such violence and raw mayhem, I would never think it 
possible coming from only one guy. I wasn’t sure how much of it 
was real and how much of it was bullshit, but about an hour in, he 
hit the reality lottery. He began to tell me a story about someone 
I knew far too well. 
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Chapter 16 

The Rambling Sadist

We strolled down the long hallway as Steve continued to talk. I 
listened as he went into gruesome details about robberies, murders, 
and whatever other crimes he had been involved in or knew about. 
We rounded the end of the hallway and headed back in the opposite 
direction.

“Have you ever heard of Phil Falco?” He asked.
Not only had I heard of Phil, he and I were close friends while in 

Joliet together a few years earlier. Instead of answering his question, 
I played dumb.

“I don’t know, but the name sounds familiar, where is he from?” 
Steve then got excited as he responded, “I don’t know where he 

was living, but he and I were on the force together and did some 
jobs around town.” 

This was the first time he openly said anything about “the 
force,”, so since he had brought it up I asked, “What do you mean 
by the force?” 

“Oh, I didn’t tell you, I used to be a cop. That’s why they are 
so far up my ass now.” 

I was starting to piece this thing together and I asked, “So how 
does this guy Falco fit in?” 

“We worked together over on Monroe and Racine and he 
brought me into his crew on the streets,” Steve answered.
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Then it hit me like a hammer. “Yeah, his brother and I went 
to collect in Vegas and his brother was never seen again. Wonder 
what happened to him?” 

Now Steve was smiling a sinister smile, with the implication 
being obvious that Steve had whacked Falco’s brother for some 
reason. I specifically remembered Phil telling me, with anger and 
pain in his voice, how his brother Frankie had gone to Vegas with 
some psychopath and wound up decapitated. I couldn’t help but 
wonder how my buddy Phil would feel if he found out that I 
avenged his brother’s death by stabbing this prick. 

Williamson had been specific about not asking Steve anything 
about his case. I didn’t want to set off any red flags, but I really 
wanted to know if this asswipe had killed my friend’s brother and 
why. 

I asked, “Have you spoken to this Falco guy lately? Will he help 
you with your case somehow?”

Steve thought for a moment, then said, “Phil has this ranch up 
in Wisconsin. I was up there shooting his new machine guns a few 
months ago.” 

I parked the Falco scenario away in the back of my mind as 
Steve began to go into the case he was facing in Kansas City. He 
began to go into far too many details about the kidnapping of two 
big-time drug dealers. He said something that just did not add up. 

“I couldn’t believe it when I found out that it was Chad 
Cremonesi who turned us in,” he said. “Have you ever heard of 
him, he’s a boss down in Kansas City?”

“No, I haven’t heard of him.”
Even though I had heard Frankie talk about Cremonesi, I didn’t 

want this nut job to know. I thought to myself, the entire Kansas City 
crew does business under the Chicago rules, which means absolutely no 
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drugs. It is the Kansas City crew that receives the skimmed money from 
Vegas casinos and then forwards it to Chicago. Why would they even 
care about a low- level kidnapping? Whatever the true facts were, 
Steve was involved enough that he came right out and said so.

“Can you find me a legitimate family that will vouch that I was 
in Chicago the day of the kidnapping?” Steve asked. 

I listened as he went into the next phase of his proposal. Soon 
I was in stunned silence from what came next. Since all inmates 
want to know why the next guy is in there with them, I had to tell 
him something.

I was quasi-honest as I told him “I’m in for a burglary on some 
broad’s place on the Gold Coast.”

He continued to go on about his need for someone to lie for him. 
He didn’t miss a beat as he said, “In return for your help I’ll 

have the cunt in your burglary case stabbed to death so it will look 
like a robbery.” 

This crazy bastard had just offered to kill an innocent woman 
as nonchalantly as deciding what flavor ice cream to order. I was in 
no mood to go to prison for a burglary that never happened, but to 
have this gal stabbed to death in exchange for perjured testimony 
seemed way over the top to me. 

I told Steve, “I’ll put some thought into whether anyone I know 
might be willing to help you out.”

Privately, I prayed that this topic would never come up again. 
We spent the next few days walking and talking as we paced 

the long hallway that served as our only form of recreation. It was 
mid-August, hot and sticky every second of every day, and everyone 
wore only boxers and T-shirts. In the course of a few short days, 
this guy had told me more about crime than I had learned over a 
lifetime of separating people from their hard-earned money. 
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Steve was different. I may strong-arm someone who owes 
money, or I might even steal it. This sick bastard was serious about 
putting bullets in people’s craniums and taking everything they had. 
I couldn’t wait to get a visit from anyone who didn’t want to talk 
about torturing someone. That very thing was about to happen 
very quickly.



Part V
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Chapter 17

Cantankerous Fat Slob

After the mentally exhausting time I had just spent listening to Steve 
Manning tell me far too much about his criminal past, all I wanted 
to do on Monday morning was reach David Sullivan. When the 
doors opened I went directly to the phone to dial the office number. 

A loud voice came over the sound system for me, 
“Dye, grab your shit you are going to the hospital.” 
Crap, I didn’t want to go over to the hospital where I would sit 

for hours, only to have some towel head that had his medical license 
yanked in some other state, tell me something in a language I couldn’t 
understand. 

I knew that an MRI had been scheduled for my injured shoulder. 
Despite the irritation about not being able to reach out to David, at 
least I was getting away from Steve. I grabbed my jail uniform and 
headed down the stairwell from B-3 to the main hallway called the 
Boulevard. Once the huge, rusted door opened on the first floor, 
some sheriff patted me down for weapons. 

He turned to his captain and said, “He’s clear.”
This captain didn’t even speak. He just pointed toward the 

end of the Boulevard where the hallway becomes a tunnel out of 
the building. When we reached a split in the underground tunnel 
system I began to take the tunnel that led to the hospital, but the 
captain spoke, “Turn around so I can pat you down again.” 
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I was wondering, what does this meathead think his subordinate 
did a few minutes earlier? When he finished, he just pointed toward 
a tunnel I had never been through before. We walked in silence and 
it dawned on me, why would they send a captain to escort me? What 
if Steve Manning knows something? An inmate could be waiting to 
stab the shit out of me. 

We stopped at a door with absolutely zero markings on it and 
the captain opened it with a key. He pushed the door open and 
pointed to a small staircase. After climbing the stairs, we stepped 
into a very business-looking office with several rooms. It looked 
more like a law firm than anything you might see in this shithole 
jail. Everyone was wearing civilian clothing, and my jail outfit stuck 
out like a sore thumb.

When another door opened, a different man was there waiting. 
He looked exactly like Chris Noth, the tall actor from Sex and 
the City and The Good Wife. I could tell by looking, that he was 
somewhere north of 6’4”. 

He offered his hand, as he said, “Hi, I’m Tim Bassani with the 
FBI.” 

We stood there awkwardly looking at each other. 
I broke the ice, “You have any ID that says you are with the FBI?” 
He must have been used to the response because he quickly 

produced a wallet with his picture and the printed letters FBI. 
After the uncomfortable introduction, I couldn’t help but notice 
the file folder and pen. 

Once we sat down, he turned to the captain and said, “Leave 
us alone.”

Without a word, the captain turned on his heels and walked 
out of the room. 



GLENN PAINTER

107

“How are you doing in there?” he asked. “Do you need 
anything?”

In my mind, I am thinking, yeah, I need a night of pussy and a 
key to leave, but neither are on your little notepad. I just shook my 
head instead. 

“Why am I here?” I asked.
“Have you met a man named Steve Manning yet in the jail?” 

he asked. 
Bam! Here we go—the feds want Steve Manning and they don’t 

have anyone ballsy or disposable enough to make it happen. 
“Yes.” 
“Has he spoken to you about wanting to hurt anyone, especially 

anyone in law enforcement?” 
As I look at this guy, I fight the urge to tell him, “Steve Manning 

would torture the mailman if it occurred to him that day.” 
Instead, I bit my tongue and limited my reply to “Yes, Steve 

is not very happy with the FBI agents who have him in jail at the 
moment.” 

Special agent Bassani sat there writing as fast as his fat fingers 
would let him.

“Has Steve mentioned any specific law enforcement people he 
wanted to hurt?” 

I began to feel like a hooker who has not had the chance to 
discuss her fee yet. 

“If you’re gonna question me about anything,” I said, “shouldn’t 
I have my attorney here?” 

“Are you afraid of anything we might talk about?” 
“Should I be?”
“You’re not the target of our investigation, so there is nothing 

to be worried about.” 
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No! Anytime the FBI wants to know what you know, there is a lot 
to be worried about.

“Let’s stop with this game and talk like men. Where is all 
this going, and why have you singled me out to get close to this 
dangerous son of a bitch?” 

“Eric Williamson said you have brass balls and since you happen 
to be on the same tier as Mr. Manning, I would like these questions 
answered.” 

By now it was apparent that this was not going to be a one-time 
interview.

I told this guy, “If you want to continue talking to me, I need 
to call my lawyer to tell him I am being questioned by the FBI.” 

He did not like the idea, but agreed when he realized that I 
had nothing more to say until my lawyer told me so. I dialed the 
number at David’s office.

“David is out,” Angie said, “but Bernardo Roen is in if you 
would like to speak to him?”

Fat Bernardo Roen was a legend in the Chicago world of crooks 
and lawyers. He was as intimidating to look at as much as he was to 
go against in the legal arena. At 6’2”, at least 400 pounds, he looked 
like an unkempt bear that had just rolled out of hibernation. One 
lens of his eyeglasses was taped over with actual duct tape because of 
a glass eye. He never carried a briefcase, but chose instead to carry 
stacks of legal papers that looked like they were about to scatter all 
over the ground. 

This unkempt, cantankerous, slob of a man who hadn’t seen his 
dick in decades, was one brilliant lawyer. As an appeals specialist, he 
had overturned more cases than anyone in the history of Chicago 
jurisprudence. He did cases just to piss off the D.A. and did not 
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care about money. Bernie was just the guy I needed advice from 
at this moment.

“Yes, I will speak to him.” 
When his loud, bellowing voice came on the line I introduced 

myself.
He immediately said, “I know who you are.” 
“There is an FBI agent sitting across from me. He’s asking me 

questions about a crazy Chicago cop by the name of Manning.” 
Bernardo immediately said, “Hand the phone to him.”
He told Bassani something that made the tall FBI agent’s brow 

furrow.
When Bassani hung up the phone he looked at me.
He said, “Your lawyer doesn’t want you to talk to me until he 

comes to see you tonight.”
He just stood up to walk out.
“I will see you next week after you speak with your lawyer.” 
I headed back with captain Doofus. 
After arriving, Steve was waiting for me in front of my cell bars 

like a puppy that was waiting for its owner to return from work. A 
part of me felt like blurting out – hey jagoff, the FBI was just here 
asking about you – but the urge quickly passed. 
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Chapter 18

It Hit Me Like A Sledgehammer

As I walked toward my cell I said, “Hey Steve.” 
He fell in step and followed me the rest of the way to my cell. 
Quickly grabbing my shower gear, I headed toward the shower 

to wash the heat and humidity off. After finishing, I kept an eye 
on the clock to see if Fat Bernie was going to show up. About the 
time that dinner rolled onto the tier, the sheriff called my name 
for an attorney visit.

Retrieving my legal papers, I proceeded to the stairwell. When 
I stepped out, a sheriff pointed toward the attorney visiting room 
just down the hall. I entered the damp, poorly lit room and there 
in the flesh was the 400-pound cyclopean, living legend sitting in 
a chair that could barely hold his enormous girth. 

“If you want me to represent you with this FBI shit, you have 
to hire me first.” 

“Okay, what’s it gonna cost?” 
“I don’t care, we can figure that out later, for now just sign this.”
He slid a fee retainer agreement across to me. I signed it and 

we quickly moved on. “What did the FBI want?” 
“They are asking about an ex-copper named Steve Manning 

that was in Phil Falco’s crew.” 
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“You know that they never want to know whatever it is they 
are asking about,” he said. “They already have those answers, now 
they want more.” 

“But why me? I wasn’t in that crew,” I said. “They must think 
no one that knows Manning has the balls to work with them. Look, 
I strong-arm and do some robberies, but I don’t whack people for 
dough.” 

Bernie said, “It sounds like someone told them that you do.” 
Now I was beginning to worry. What if the feds are looking at 

me for a murder? I thought again about the time the CPD found 
Cardo floating in the lake and the way it turned my life upside down. 

I asked Bernie, “How can this help me get home?” 
He thought about it for a moment and then put down his pen.
“Let me do some digging around, then I’ll tell you what we 

should do next. Did he ask you to do anything while you wait to 
hear from him again?”

“The only request was that I listen to whatever Steve say’s about 
hurting people.”

This seemed to calm Bernie down. He got up to leave and 
looked into my face with his one good eye.

He said, “Don’t let your tough guy brain get you killed.” 
Great, even my new lawyer thinks I can’t control myself.
“So, now what do I do?” 
Bernie said, “Give me a call over the weekend.” 
When I returned from my visit, Steve was hanging around the 

phones waiting for me like herpes on a fat girl. 
He said, “How did your attorney visit go?” 
“I’m hiring a new lawyer.”
This really got his motor mouth rolling; he began naming every 

mob lawyer in the city. 
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“I am not sure which one I will hire.”
It made me a little uncomfortable that he had such an interest 

in who my new lawyer might be. For all I knew, he was connected 
to all of these guys. 

“Do you have any food left over from dinner?” I asked, “I haven’t 
eaten all day.”

“No, but let’s go find you something.” 
To most people, getting some food means buying or trading 

with a person holding food over until the next meal. But on this 
night I got a first-hand look at what it meant to Steve Manning. 
Steve approached some kid who couldn’t have been more than 22 
or 23 years old.

“Do you have any food in your cell?”
“I have two hard boiled eggs left that I want to trade for a 

cigarette.” 
“Neither of us smoke; will you take another trade instead?”
“No, I want to trade for a cigarette so that I can smoke before 

I go to bed.” 
He turns to the kid with the smile and concern of an old 

grandfather.
“You know what? I think I do have a cigarette in my cell, follow 

me, we’ll go look right now.” 
This poor kid goes into his cell and comes out with the two 

eggs and two pieces of bread. After placing the food on his bunk, 
Steve turns around, grabs the kid’s hand and pulls him toward the 
threshold of the cell doorway. The kid stands there shocked and 
frozen as his hand is pressed into the inner frame of the all steel 
doorway. While holding the kids’ fingertips, Steve slams the heavy 
steel door shut. With a free hand, Manning clamps down on the 
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kid’s mouth so that no one can hear him scream. I looked over to 
see his fingertips virtually gone. 

He then leans into the kid’s petrified face and says as cool as a 
cucumber, “F--- you and f---- your cigarette.” 

By now the kid is about to pass out from pain, but the damage 
is done. As this kid’s body weight dropped into a pile of blood and 
fear, I watched as he was dragged into his cell and dropped onto 
the floor like a bloody dishrag. 

At this point, I knew exactly why the FBI was all over this 
prick. I am sure there are FBI agents out there that don’t want to 
get anywhere near this sicko. By the time I got back to my cell the 
episode of watching the kid lose his fingertips made me feel sick, 
so I flushed the food down the toilet. 

Once Monday morning rolled around, I called my lawyer’s 
office. It was fat Bernie who came on the line. I wanted to tell him 
what had happened, but instead he began sounding off. 

“Don’t talk about anything that you don’t want the rest of the 
world to know,” was the first thing he said before hello even entered 
his mind. 

“Bernie, I have been a criminal my whole life and I know not 
to talk about anything that I do not know the answer to first. Just 
come and see me.” 

We hadn’t been on the phone a full two minutes when the sheriff 
who was working our tier walked up to where I was standing. He 
motioned for me to hang up pointing toward the door leading to 
the stairwell that took us downstairs. When I exited the stairwell 
to the boulevard, I saw that it was the old, bulldog mick, Sergeant 
Walsh there to meet me. 

I liked Ricky Walsh. He was old-school and a person knew 
where he stood with a guy like him. We turned into the tiny hallway 
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that led to the office I had met the FBI in just a few days earlier. 
He had to use his walkie-talkie to get someone to open the door 
which seemed odd. 

A few minutes passed and someone opened the door from the 
inside. This time, it wasn’t Tim Bassani of the FBI. It was a short, 
little man who looked exactly like the actor Rick Moranis. The agent’s 
name was Barry Smith. He was just as polite as Tim Bassani, but no 
less hasty to hear what I knew about Steve Manning. Just like Fat 
Bernie— no “Hello” or “How are you”—just, “Have you spoken 
to Steve Manning since agent Bassani was here?” 

“Can we call my lawyer, because he does not want me to speak 
to you until he knows exactly what you are up to?”

The look on his face told me that this request must happen 
often since the FBI is in the business of f---ing up people’s lives. 
He seemed genuinely irritated that some lawyer was about to waste 
his time. Barry Smith slid the old-fashion phone toward me and I 
dialed the number to Bernie’s desk. He picked up on the first ring. 

“Hey, it’s me, no sooner than you told me to not talk about 
anything and guess who shows up here?” 

Bernie asked, “Is anyone sitting there with you? “
“Yes, it’s a different guy than the first time.” 
“Hand the agent the phone so I can talk to him.” 
I handed the phone to Barry Smith saying, “He wants to give 

you the rules.” 
After about five minutes he handed the phone to me.
Bernie told me, “Listen to whatever he has to say, then call me 

once he’s laid it out for you. I will be in the office all morning.” 
As Barry Smith talked, I quickly sensed he knew a lot about me. 

He began running the same bullshit by me: the only real interest in 
Steve Manning was whether or not he wanted to hurt people etc…
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etc. Then he happened to slip in, “Manning has been involved in 
six murders. He may also be involved in another twenty murders 
that we cannot prove.” 

As I listened, I got a mental image of that kid who lost his 
fingers over a couple of hard boiled eggs. I couldn’t help but think 
that my being chosen to get close to Steve had nothing to do with 
my having big balls, but the fact that if I got killed over this shit 
no one would care. He finally got to his purpose for being here. 

“It seems apparent to us that Mr. Manning has gravitated toward 
you for some reason, so tell me this: is he planning to escape, or 
at least try to?” 

I looked at the FBI agent for a moment without speaking, then 
found the answer I wanted.

“Escape, no. But he does want me to find a fake family of 
people that are willing to lie and say he wasn’t in Kansas City on 
the weekend of a kidnapping. If I find someone to help him, he 
offered to kill the victim in my case and make it look like a Gold 
Coast robbery gone bad.” 

Now Barry Smith was writing as fast as his tiny little fingers 
would let him.

He looked up for a moment and asked, “You didn’t give him the 
actual name or address of the person he offered to kill, did you?” 

Just for shits and giggles, I busted his balls. “No, I had my girl 
look up Tim Bassani’s home address and I gave Steve that instead.” 

As I watched this little man’s face contort into some kind of 
cabbage patch kid, I could tell he was really pissed. 

“C’mon man, it was a f---in joke, don’t any of you fed guys have 
a sense of humor?” 

Apparently, the training center in Quantico does not teach 
humor to these uptight pricks. The questions lasted about another 
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hour as I was asked everything we had been talking about back at 
the jail.

Agent Smith asked me, “What do you want out of all this?” 
I was a little confused by the question so I asked, “What do 

you mean?” 
“Do you expect to get any help with your State case after you 

talk to us?” 
Since I had no idea how any of this worked, I was naively honest 

with him. “I didn’t know I was entitled to anything for speaking 
with you.” 

“If you were a Federal prisoner, there would be no legal 
provisions, but as a State inmate, with a State case, everything will 
have to be worked out between the courts and the law enforcement 
agencies involved.” 

Then it hit me like a sledgehammer. 
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Chapter 19

FBI Offer

“If we asked you to wear a wire to record conversations with Mr. 
Manning, would you consider doing this?” 

My first thought was, what the f---, wear a wire inside the roughest, 
most violent jail in the entire country? Hell No!

“You don’t have any feds willing to take that risk?” I asked.
I already knew the answer to my question, but I asked it anyway. 

He looked at me and it was very obvious that Steve Manning made a 
lot of people very nervous. Based on the lengths the feds were willing 
to go to get him off the streets for good, I figured there could be a 
huge reward if I could keep from getting chopped into little pieces. 

I told the FBI agent, “I would like to call my lawyer.”
He slid the old, heavy phone toward me.
I called Bernie and rather than, say, hello, I piped up, “These 

guys want me to wear a wire against the ex- copper. They think 
he has killed as many as 20 people. They are unable to find a fed 
willing to get close to him. What do you think?” 

Bernie said, “Once the jig is up and you are made with that wire 
it won’t be the ex-cop that gets you, it will be the guards at the jail 
that will kill you and say you tried to escape.” 

“If this will wipe my slate clean once and for all, I am willing 
to try.”
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Bernie cut me off, “Tell the FBI agent that I will be there in 15 
minutes.” I hung up with Bernie and turned to face agent Barry 
Smith. 

“Bernardo Roen will be here in 15 minutes.” 
No more than 10 minutes later, in walks my cyclopean, lard-ass 

of a lawyer. As the two men spoke, one thing became very obvious 
to me: they wanted someone wired sooner rather than later. They 
hammered out the details and it was decided that my lawyer would 
have direct access to the U.S. Attorney. As the talks were winding 
down, Captain Williamson came into the office and looked right 
at me.

“You okay with all of this kid?” 
“If anyone is gonna get close to this guy it will have to be me.” 
Williamson then stepped closer to me, “There will be no white 

van with agents listening. Do you understand me? This is real and 
you are on your own. I will have Walsh pick up the tapes from you 
on a regular basis. Do you have any questions?” 

“Look, you don’t understand jail,” I said, “This is too much 
moving around for me, it is gonna make me very hot with the other 
inmates. You have to give it at least a few days before you show up 
again or you’re gonna make it difficult for me.” 

Smith explained, “The recorder cannot be turned off once it is 
turned on until the tape runs a two-hour course.”

Everyone agreed and he left; I stayed behind with Bernie, Walsh, 
and Williamson to hash out some details. We had to figure out a 
way to stash the tapes so they could be picked up. We caught a 
break when the ‘high-rise rapist’ tried to escape from his courtroom 
hearing. It was decided that Sergeant Walsh would make this jagoff 
public enemy #1. This gave him the perfect reason to come by 
every day.
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When I returned to my tier, all seemed quiet on the surface, 
so I walked with Steve and talked about the fake family he wanted 
me to arrange. I listened with fascination as he went over virtually 
every detail of his kidnapping case in Kansas City that he needed 
help getting out of. 

As I waited to be called back to meet with the FBI, I knew that 
I had to speak with David Sullivan to see how he felt about this. 

When I got him on the phone, it broke my heart when he said, 
“I cannot represent anyone who is working with the government. 
Our time together as attorney and client is over.” 

I really liked David and felt like I had disappointed him. 
Three days later, I heard my name called, “Dye, come to the 

front desk.”
The guard said, “Get your shit, you’re going to the hospital for 

something.”
A few minutes later I stepped out of the stairwell and there stood 

Sergeant Walsh. When I saw him I knew this trip had nothing to 
do with a hospital call. 

Without breaking stride, he asked, “You sure you can pull this 
off?”

I answered, “I don’t know, but I don’t think I can back out now.” 
Walsh measured his words carefully before he spoke.
“I’m sure they would understand if you decided this is too risky. 

Think about it, why would they pick someone like you?”
“I realize this is dangerous, but at this point what isn’t?” 
Walsh reached into his shirt pocket and pulled out a small 

notepad. He wrote something quickly before tearing the page out 
and handing it to me.

“This is my home phone number, if you even get a whiff that you 
might be made, call me and I will be at the jail as fast as possible.”
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“Thanks, but if I am made, by the time you get to the jail no 
one will be able to identify my body.” 

He said, “I will work doubles on the non-court days so that I 
am close to B-3 as often as I can be. 

The thought that this grizzled, old sergeant would be this 
invested in my safety made it a little less difficult to comprehend. 
We passed through the outer office and there was Eric Williamson 
waiting. Williamson entered the conference room first with me in 
the middle and Walsh close behind. As I walked into the deep and 
strangely narrow room, I looked to the far end of the cheaply built 
conference table. There sat two distinctly different looking men 
in cheap suits. Barry Smith was 5’6” on his best day. His suit was 
obviously two or three sizes too large for him with sleeves reaching 
almost to the end of his fingertips. The sides were bulging out so 
that his gun was showing and he looked somewhat clownish. 

Standing next to him was Ray Rogers, who was close to 6’4”, 
very thin and was a dead ringer for David Letterman. Agent Rogers 
was wearing a suit that was at least two sizes too tight, with sleeves 
stopping about 4 inches above his shirt cuffs. Standing together they 
gave the appearance of Laurel and Hardy. I had to stifle a laugh as 
I looked at these two and thought to myself, no one would think 
you guys were feds as you wandered in here. 

Neither extended a hand, so neither did I as the tension only 
grew within the room. I could sense a general feeling of dislike or 
disapproval as Rogers seemed to be trying to stare me down. 

I broke the silence. “Is there something you need to get off 
your chest?” 

It was obvious that I was talking to the taller one and everyone 
now stared at me for being so rude. 

Rogers responded, “I don’t like that you rip off broads.” 
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We just stood there looking at each other for a moment before 
Williamson broke the ice. 

“Look fellas, we have a common purpose here, so it would be 
best if we all gave each other the respect this ordeal requires.” 

Although I liked Williamson, I had to correct him about the 
need for mutual respect.

I spoke up. “Here is the real deal, gentlemen. You have a problem 
with this guy Manning, but I do not. You obviously trust your 
investigative experience enough to ask me not to ruin this for you. 
Perhaps you might want to remember about why none of you have 
the balls to do what I am about to do.” 

They all looked at their feet and seemed to ponder the statement.
“Let’s keep this in perspective. Do you think that you are gonna 

walk in here, wire me up, and then be rude or condescending to 
me? I’ll just walk back over and tell Manning, on the tape, that 
Barry Smith and Ray Rogers have just asked me to ruin his life.” 

The room remained quiet for longer than anyone wanted. 
I knew that I had made my point and their attitudes changed 
dramatically after that. Finally, the sound of my voice snapped 
everyone back into real time. 

“So what’s up?” I asked.
Barry Smith reached down and took a polished silver briefcase 

from the floor. 
In a high squeaky voice he asked, “Do you know why you are 

here?” 
“I think so. Is that what I think it is?” 
All four of the men in the room stared at the briefcase as if it 

were about to explode. Even without an answer from Smith I knew 
that it was the wire, but first I had bigger concerns. 

“Have either of you spoken to Debbie?” I asked. 
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Then Rogers spoke. “We are hoping to get this on you and 
begin before the day ends.”

My look of disdain told him right away that I was in no mood 
to talk murder yet.

I asked him again. “Has anyone spoken to Debbie since you 
were here last?” 

As dead silence crept through the room it was time to make my 
anger known in no uncertain terms. 

“I am not doing a mother f---ing thing until I know that she is 
safe and I hear it from her.” 

Rogers took the lead and finally did something. He picked up the 
receiver on the old, push-button phone and dialed a phone number. 
He spoke for a few minutes to someone I could only assume was 
the FBI. By now we had all been in this conference room together 
for at least 20 minutes and nothing had been accomplished other 
than to establish our mutual dislike for each other. I was very close 
to walking out on the whole ordeal, when I heard her trembling 
voice come through the phone. 

“This is Debbie” she answered. “I wasn’t even allowed to pack 
a bag when the feds came to our apartment and whisked me away. 
What have I done to have my life disrupted like this? 

I glared at the two fed assholes as I listened to her. I knew that 
I had to tell her something to relieve her fears. 

“Listen, sweetheart,” I said, trying to calm her down, “I’m doing 
something that will bring me home in just a few weeks, but in the 
meantime just try to enjoy the change in scenery. I will communicate 
with you as soon as I can. Okay?” 

She shot right back with, “Bullshit, you’re in too deep with these 
people and I don’t like it, now tell me what is going on?” 
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“Listen to me Debbie, I can’t go into it on this phone. All I am 
concerned with is that you are comfortable and safe. Are you okay 
mentally with whatever they have told you?” 

She said, “The FBI is taking me to my mother’s house where 
there will be 24-hour security with agents posted outside the house. 
But Tommy, I would rather be there for Alberto while he is so sick. 
You know your mom won’t take care of him. I can help him deal 
with this disease. If they will take me to Vegas then I am OK with 
everything.” 

As she was saying this, Williamson began to gesture with his 
hands for me to wrap it up. “I have to go sweetheart, but I will call 
you as soon as I can. I love you.” 

At that point Barry Smith opened the silver briefcase, took out 
a stack of papers, and slid them toward me. 

He handed me a pen and said, “I need you to sign these.” 
I didn’t even look at the papers. 
“What the f--- do you think I am? I am not signing shit until 

my lawyer okay’s it.” 
Smith stayed calm and said, “These are standard liability forms, 

everyone has to sign them.” 
“Liability is the least of your concerns once this sadistic prick 

catches wind that you wired me up against him, and half the 
Chicago P.D. is crawling up our asses.” 

I grabbed the papers and scribbled some undecipherable 
markings on the signature lines.



Steven Manning
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Chapter 20 

U.S.S. Just Kill Me Now

Once we were through that charade, Smith began to explain how 
it all worked. 

“This is a Swiss-made Nagra recorder. It’s a little heavy, but it 
gets the clearest recording of any machine we have ever used. Once 
you turn the machine on, you must let it run until the two hours 
expire, then take the tape out and exchange it with another. We 
will come by every couple days to bring new tapes and pick up the 
ones you have recorded. Do you understand everything so far?” 

I could feel my mouth go dry as I stared into the case and 
wondered, what the f--- have I gotten myself into? 

Then the sound of Smith’s voice snapped me back to attention, 
“Here, get a feel for it.” 

I took the silver-cased recorder from him and thought to myself, 
it’s too heavy and clunky to ever be concealed. The recorder was the 
size as a Sony Walkman cassette player, but three times heavier. 
Two wires, four feet each, ran from the machine with white plastic 
heads attached to each end. I had a bad feeling about the size and 
shape of this thing. It would be a real concern later. 

Then Rogers said, “Because the heads on this machine are so 
sensitive, we will tape the recorder to your upper thigh and run 
the wires around your leg until the heads sit directly under the 
waistband of your underwear.”
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Out of frustration, I said “Great, if I have to piss and someone 
saddles up next to me and happens to look over at my manhood, 
they’re gonna get an eyeful of recorder wiring. Chances are I will 
be beaten to death after that miscue.”

My mind kept going back to the obvious lack of insight these 
square, fed boys had toward the real life within a jail. 

“I’m about to go back to a jail with zero airflow and 100-degree 
heat. We walk around in our boxers all day.”

It was crystal clear that neither of these agents gave a rat’s ass 
about my safety.

Smith said, “We’ll just have to tape it higher up your thigh.” 
“No, how about we strap it up your ass and let you go up there 

face-to-face with your boy.” 
That was all they wanted to hear of my sarcasm and all Hell 

broke loose as we tried to figure out how this was ever gonna work. 
The real logistical nightmare hit when I finally dropped my jail 
uniform pants and pulled up my boxers to see how it would fit on 
my inner thigh. After several years of martial arts and weight lifting, 
my thighs were far too big to fit the recorder under my boxers. Two 
agents played with the leg of my underwear as they slid the fabric 
up and down with no success in figuring out how to get the damn 
machine up under my nut sack. Finally, I had had enough. 

I asked, “Does anyone here have a knife with them?” 
They all stared at me in stunned silence. 
Rogers finally spoke up. “I have a pocket knife,” he said as he 

handed it to me. 
I jerked my boxers off and stood there with my dick dangling 

in the wind for all to admire. I measured the boxers to see where 
this heavy sack of metal was going to be placed. I began cutting a 
crude square hole in the upper right leg of my underwear. I was 
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pretty certain the recorder would fit snugly in the hole. I slid my 
boxers back on and held the recorder where I had just cut the hole. 
The fit was very good, but now there was a different problem. 

The recorder showed, so I had to come up with another way to 
cover the hole. I decided that if I was gonna pull this off, I would 
have to wear a second pair of boxers over the first pair. The outer 
ones had to hang lower on my torso and loosely enough to cover 
the recorder where it stuck out of my underwear. The hope was 
that the inner pair would hold the recorder in place well enough 
so it wouldn’t slip around. If this worked, I might be able to get 
away with it.

In my mind, I was thinking, what a cluster f--- this operation is. 
This would soon prove to be the way the FBI does everything. So 
long as they are getting what they want, all else be damned. But 
at the moment I had to wear this heavy chunk of metal under my 
nuts and hope that it stayed put and didn’t fall from my boxers like 
the anchor of the U.S.S. Just Kill Me Now. 

Rogers wrapped the recorder with the ACE bandage he had 
brought and stepped back long enough for me to give it a light 
tug. I tugged on it ever so gently and knew immediately that it 
was too heavy. 

“This thing is not gonna stay on my leg while I spend several 
hours walking up and down the tier. Are you trying to get me 
killed?” I asked. “Did either of you think to bring duct tape?” 
Barry Smith had the audacity to respond by saying, “I didn’t want 
to bring any because I did not want to take the chance of it being 
considered contraband here at the jail.” 

“You thought to bring my suicide machine, but you thought 
duct tape would set off alarms?” I shot back.
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By now Williamson had heard enough and walked back to his 
office. He reappeared a few moments later with some heavy, clear 
packing tape. We used that over the ACE bandage that the feds 
had brought to hold the recorder up. I gave the new configuration 
another slightly harder tug and everything seemed better. We then 
moved on to the next logistical nightmare, the swapping out of the 
tapes. It was actually Walsh that brought it up.

“How can the tapes be retrieved from Tommy without stirring 
up attention?”

I had seen a movie once where a thick book was carved out and 
contraband was kept in the hollowed out hole inside.

“Hey, I have one of those super thick books by Michener. I 
think it is about ancient Israel. I could take a razor blade out when 
it is time to shave and cut a hole in the center pages of the book 
to make a cavity large enough for the tapes. What do you guys 
think?” I asked.

Everyone was nodding their heads in agreement.
“I can put the book in my bars on the rear side toward the 

catwalk where no one will notice anything different. I have about 
four or five books back there now. What I can do is reverse this 
book so that the title faces out. When Sergeant Walsh walks around 
the tier, that will be his cue to grab that particular book, take the 
tape out and replace it with a new one.” I suggested.

They all agreed with the plan, so with the tape swap seemingly 
figured out, I was feeling a little better. I stood up to see how the 
recorder looked under my pants, and to my surprise, I could not 
see it through the clothing. I felt ready to go back to the jail and 
put the second pair of shorts over the first. 

Barry Smith handed me a piece of paper and said “This is a 
private phone number to our office that we call the “Hello” line. 
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When it rings through, it will be at a central desk where all the 
agents can pick it up. They will only answer by saying, “Hello.” 
When the jail recording announces that it is a collect call, everyone 
knows to accept the charges. You will then be speaking to one of 
the agents in our office. If it is after hours, the answering machine 
will come on, so speak to it as if you were leaving a message for me 
or Agent Rogers.” 

It both surprised and impressed me that he was willing to give 
me a direct line in case of an emergency. For the first time, I felt 
a little less like a disposable piece of trash to these people. I took 
a pen from Buchan and rewrote the number in code so that if it 
were ever found, no one could access the actual number. When I 
was done, I stuffed the paper in my sock for safe keeping.

I looked at the two FBI agents and asked, “Am I supposed to 
steer the conversation toward any certain topics?” 

Smith spoke for them. “Since the conversation seems to come 
out of Manning’s mouth so frequently, just let him go and see what 
happens.” 

Barry Smith then handed me a second tape to have as a backup 
for the one that was already in the machine. After stuffing it into 
my other sock, I walked out with the heavy recorder strapped under 
my balls.

When I arrived back to my tier, Steve was talking on the phone. I 
walked past him and headed to my cell to get out of the jail clothes. 
I stripped down to my boxers to beat the crazy heat that hung over 
the unit like napalm. I stuck my head out of my cell to make sure 
the hallway was clear and slipped the second pair of boxers over the 
first. After pulling the outer pair down a few inches, they seemed 
to cover the protruding recorder just enough. I looked down and 
couldn’t tell where the recorder was. Just to be on the safe side, I put 
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on an oversized shirt and let it billow out as I walked; this looked 
natural for the surroundings. It wasn’t five minutes and Steve was 
at the bars of my cell.

“You go to the hospital?” he asked. 
“Yeah, I had to wait for the MRI machine to empty before I 

could go in. The radiologist was taking a smoke break between 
every MRI.”

I walked out of my cell and turned left, away from the guard 
post and began the ritual of walking from one end of the long 
hallway to the other.

When I walked away from my cell, I could feel Steve place his 
hand on my back. I tried not to freeze out of panic, but he had 
never touched me like that before. I had to wonder, is he cleverly 
checking for a recording device? I tried to push the paranoia out of 
my mind but it was tough, with the stakes this high. 



Part VI
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Chapter 21

Get Me Some Duct Tape

If he did suspect anything, it was not obvious by the look on his face. 
He began talking about everything he needed to get done in order 
to get out of this kidnapping case that was bearing down on him. 

“Do you really think you might have someone that would vouch 
for my whereabouts on the day of the kidnapping?” 

I thought to myself, that this was exactly the type of thing the FBI 
was gonna want on tape and I let the topic stretch itself out.

“I never told you I had someone, I told you I would think 
about it.” 

Steve pressed even harder as he whined, “You know everyone in 
this entire city. You must know somebody. I mean, think about it 
this way, I am gonna have someone go down to that cunt’s place on 
the Gold Coast. They’ll stab her until she looks like bloody cottage 
cheese. That broad will never make it to court against you unless 
they bring her in a body bag.” 

I had to stop him, so I spoke up for the first time on the tape. 
“Let’s try a hypothetical scenario. Let’s say I can find someone that 
is willing to risk their own ass, how are you gonna get them all the 
information they need in order to testify for you?” 

Now Steve became so hyper I had to be careful with him.
“I have someone that can meet with them. She will give them 

the information they need. Besides, we have at least a week.”
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In my mind, I wondered, why, if he has someone that loyal, don’t 
they lie for him and be his alibi? Then I realized, no one helps this guy 
because he has killed everyone he has ever done business with.

Steve had to stop to take a piss which gave me a moment to 
decompress. The moment he returned his mouth was right back 
on overdrive. 

“You know a lot of drug dealers on the west side that deal large 
weight don’t you?” 

“Yeah, I used to pick up a half key a week over at Laramie and 
Chicago Ave. Why?” 

Then Steve was like a kid at Christmas.
“I have robbed every big dealer west of the Mississippi. It is too 

easy, so long as we are willing to take out one or both of them.” 
“Are you saying we should go rob and kill fellas that took such 

good care of us?” 
Steve then got very serious.
“It’s gonna cost a lot to defend these cases we have, so who better 

to finance it than the scumbags you used to buy from? They ain’t 
gonna tell the cops we stole their drugs. If they act up I’ll shoot 
them and we can bury them out in Willow Springs.” 

For another 30 minutes he went on and on about robbing and 
torturing people.

Then I heard my name. Some dipshit guard wanted me to go 
to the division infirmary to sign something. 

I told Steve “I’ll be back in a few minutes.”
After grabbing my jail uniform I headed toward the stairwell 

door that opened into the staircase. When I arrived, it was Sergeant 
Walsh who was waiting to unlock the large steel door and let me 
out of B-3. 
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He said, “I don’t know what you have to sign, but if you don’t, 
someone will come looking for you and we don’t want that to 
happen.” 

I nodded my head in agreement. He unlocked the door with 
one of the large brass keys he had. I headed down the stairs like I 
had done so many times before. Only this time it would prove to 
be very, very different. 

Passing the third-floor landing on my way down in the dark 
and bloody stairwell, I could feel the ACE bandage give way as 
the heavy metal recorder began to slide down my pant leg. I tried 
to fight back the panic. What the f---? My mind was racing and I 
asked myself, How can this be happening?

There was about to be a sheriff getting a call over his walkie-talkie 
telling him that an inmate was coming down from the third floor 
so he could open the door on the first floor. If I am not there, all 
hell will break loose. 

When I reached the first floor, I could feel the recorder lying 
just above my foot and barely inside my pant leg. The ACE bandage 
was dangling down my leg and would soon pop out for the whole 
world to see. I could not even reach for the recorder at this point. 
If the sheriff saw me reaching for something in my sock, he would 
assume it was a weapon and I would be swarmed by every guard 
within 50 feet. My heart pounded because there was no outlet for 
me. I wondered for a brief moment if Walsh got to the employee 
elevator quickly enough to be there waiting when the door opened. 
To my horror, at this exact moment, the door opened and it was 
not Walsh standing there. A tall, white sheriff who looked like all 
the rest, lazy and stupid, opened the door. I knew if this recorder 
hit the concrete floor—I would be toast. As I stepped out of the 
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doorway, I looked to my left and there was Sergeant Walsh bearing 
down on us from about 20 feet away. 

“My food poisoning is getting worse,” I yelled. “I am about to 
puke all over this sheriff.” 

Bam—it worked, this lump jumped back far enough for Walsh 
to grab my arm and pull me toward the utility closet. I grabbed 
the water handle in the sink and turned it on as I pretended to 
vomit. I reached down to check the recorder sitting on top of my 
right shoe, my mind was racing. Trying desperately to pull it up 
from the inside of my jail pants, I had to wrap it in the bottom of 
my T-shirt and hold it against my stomach with one hand while I 
splashed more water in my face with the other to make it look like 
I had actually been sick. 

By the grace of God, Walsh was on the same page. He grabbed 
my arm and pushed me past the sheriff who had opened the door. 
We continued toward the tunnels that lead away from Division One. 
Once we were far enough away, Walsh opened one of the attorney’s 
visiting rooms. Once inside, I reached down to retrieve this heavy 
chunk of metal that could have gotten me killed. Pulling my pants 
down, I rewrapped the recorder to my thigh with the ACE bandage. 
I knew this was not going to be a permanent fix but would have to 
do for now. Just as I was wrapping the damn thing under my balls, 
Walsh’s voice broke through the room.

“Let’s get you to the hospital and sign in so everything looks 
legit on the surface.” 

By the time I returned to the unit I was in no mood to talk, but 
I wanted the tape on the recorder to run out. 

I told Steve when he came to my cell “I just barfed on the first 
floor. I was taken to the hospital to see what was wrong with me.” 
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“You just stay on your bunk and I will stay in the hallway, we 
can talk here,” was Steve’s response. 

This worked for me since I was not about to let the recorder 
slide down my leg while walking up and down the tier. As Steve 
stood outside my cell bars, he simply would not shut up. He went 
on and on about how to shoot people and get away with it, or how 
to club a person to death and walk away. 

Every single syllable was being recorded. For the life of me, I 
did not understand how an ex-cop could possibly be this stupid. 
Finally at 9:00 pm it was lockup time. I could not wait for this 
guy to get out of my personal space. I needed to gather my own 
thoughts and get some much needed rest. I woke up at 4:00 the 
following morning. I just lay in my bunk for an hour thinking 
things through before getting up to brush my teeth. 

When the doors opened at 8:00, I quickly made my way to 
the phone and dialed the “Hello” number the FBI had given me. 
Someone picked up on the first ring. When a voice came on, I 
asked for Barry Smith. He must have been close by because it was 
less than five seconds and I heard his familiar squeaky voice say, 
“Hello.” I was very fast as I spoke in a low tone.

“Hey, it’s me at the jail. Remember the law books I asked for 
the last time you were here? You joked that you weren’t sure if you 
could bring them in to me. Well, you can and you better bring them 
down here right now if you want me to keep working on this shit.” 

Then I hung up. I knew that the shorter the time I spent talking 
to these dumbasses, the faster they would be here with the duct tape. 
I was not about to risk another drop of the recorder until someone 
brought me something more secure than the stupid ACE bandage. 

As soon as I hung up with Smith, I called Fat Bernie’s office. His 
receptionist, Angie, picked up and told me that Bernie had already 
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left for court. I had always liked Angela Ferrera, mainly because 
she was a slick chick from the inner city. She was a petite, Mexican 
girl with huge gravity-defying breasts and the raw beauty of one of 
the women you might see on the cover of a novel about forbidden 
love. We had always liked each other and had even hooked up a 
few times before I met Debbie. The sexy thing about this gal was 
that she definitely had a wild side. 

As I talked to Angie, I saw Steve coming down the hall toward 
where I was. 

For some reason, I asked, “How would you like to make some 
money helping out someone I know?” 

Without hesitating, she responded, “Sure, what do you want 
me to do?” 

“Let me work on it and I’ll let you know. Are you gonna be 
home tonight?” 

She waited a moment before answering, “I’m not sure yet, but 
if you want me to be I’ll stay in until I hear from you.”

I hated that she was just so damn willing to do whatever I asked. 
I remembered that she would always say ‘I love you’ after I would 
hook up with her. I often wondered if she really had strong feelings 
toward me or if it was just post-orgasm euphoria. Whatever it was, 
she was game for whatever I had up my sleeve, and no one better 
to trick a cop than a gal from the streets of Chicago. 

As I hung up with Angie, Steve was now within 10 feet, so I 
motioned for him to go toward the utility room. I followed him to 
the opening of the small room where the mops and brooms were 
kept. When he turned to face me, I leaned into his shoulder to make 
sure no one could hear us if they happened to walk by. 

“Look, I am not sure yet, but I think I may have fixed your 
problem with the alibi you asked me for.” 
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I watched his eyes light up like a spider monkey on crack.
I continued. “I have to call someone tonight at their house to 

see if they are willing to do this. You will have to pay them in cash 
because I am not staying here for some murder after the fact. Can 
you afford to pay for someone’s family to fly down and take care 
of this?” 

He could not get the words out fast enough, “I can get someone 
downtown first thing tomorrow morning to cover whatever it 
might cost.”

In my mind, I was thinking, if I could get this dumbass to pay her, 
then ask the FBI to kick in too for her participation, she could stand 
to make big bucks for her efforts. I knew she barely scraped by with 
the salary the law firm was paying her. 

Steve went to shower, and it wasn’t ten minutes until I was 
called to an attorney visit. I wondered which of the two FBI guys 
was here since it was obviously too early for a real attorney visit. I 
stuck my head in the shower area and told Steve “I’m on my way 
down to see Fat Bernie. Keep an eye on my cell.” 

Still holding the recorder to my thigh with my hand, I got to 
the first floor and there was Sargent Walsh, waiting to take me to 
see whoever had shown up. We walked through the tunnels to the 
offices in Division Five. Walsh was sincerely interested in whether 
I thought Manning had any idea what was going on. It made a 
difference that someone cared about my safety. The reality was that 
if anything were to happen, I would be stabbed to death before he 
or anyone else got there to help.

When we arrived at the outer door, Walsh keyed us in then we 
went up the few short steps to the inner door where I stood quietly 
waiting for it to be opened. As soon as we stepped into the office 
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area I could see Williamson and Smith. As we entered the office, 
I let Smith have it. 

“You almost got me killed on the first f---ing day, you idiot. 
The machine did not stay up with that flimsy ACE bandage. It slid 
down my pants leg less than six inches from a jail guard.” 

Smith tried to speak, but I wasn’t done.
“If you didn’t bring something strong enough to hold this piece 

of shit to my leg I’m taking it off and you can take it back with 
you right now.” 

Knowing that I was in no mood to talk, he opened his polished 
silver briefcase so I could see inside. There it was, all shiny and 
gray—a full roll of duct tape. I thought for a moment, it’s a shame 
that I didn’t think to ask for a pastrami sandwich and a hooker. 

It was Williamson who reached into the briefcase and tossed me 
the roll of tape and said, “How do you suggest we do this?” 

I pointed at the FBI agent and said, “Don’t ask me, he’s supposed 
to be the pro at this shit. Do you need me to show you how not to 
get your witnesses killed?” 

After a few minutes with the duct tape, I decided to cut the roll 
down the center so that the strips of tape would be narrower and 
more manageable. I rolled enough tape onto two separate pencils 
and shoved one into each sock to carry back to the jail with me. 
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Chapter 22

The Sadist Keeps Talking

While I had everyone’s attention I brought up Angela’s willingness 
to be the supposed fake alibi family. Now I had Smith on my dick 
like herpes. 

He wanted to know who was willing to help catch our bad guy. 
“Her name is Angela Ferrera and she is the receptionist in my 

lawyer’s office. She is very cunning and just wild enough to pull this 
off, but you are not about to put her in harm’s way with Manning.” 

Barry Smith had pulled out a notepad. He was writing as we 
spoke and when he had written as much as his tiny little fingers 
would let him, he looked up at me.

“Can we speak to this girl sometime soon?” 
I reached past the briefcase and without asking permission 

dialed nine to get an outside line and called Angela at the law firm. 
“Hey sweetheart, can you talk?” I asked. “I am with some pretty 

heavy people and they want to speak to you.” 
“Put them on,” she answered.
I handed the phone to Smith. He introduced himself and set 

up a meeting for later that afternoon in his office. She was willing 
to do whatever I asked. I couldn’t wait for this square-ass FBI agent 
to get a look at her. Once he hung up the phone I had to make 
something very clear to everyone in the room. 
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“Listen to me very closely, fellas. You may all despise me behind 
my back and see me as disposable, But this girl is my very close friend 
and you are not gonna get her caught with your corner-cutting 
bullshit. If there is any money earmarked for what I have done 
for you people, I want to make sure it goes to her. Are we all in 
agreement on this?” 

Walsh winked at me as Williamson and Smith nodded their 
heads. 

Smith then did what the FBI does, he skirted the issue with, 
“I cannot promise you anything, but we will do our best to keep 
her safe.” 

I reminded him, “It will be just as easy for me to screw this 
whole thing up.”

Once we were finished talking, I took the roll of tape and 
unwrapped the Mickey Mouse ACE bandage. As I tore off about 
3 feet of the heavy duct tape holding the recorder close to my balls, 
I placed the first strip of tape over the machine and wrapped the 
tape around my upper leg. I was thinking to myself, this is gonna 
hurt like hell when I have to rip the tape off my thigh. Then I realized 
that it would hurt a lot less than if I got caught with the recorder at 
my feet by an inmate or a sheriff. A couple more strips of the tape 
and I had the heavy metal machine so tight it wasn’t falling off if 
I got hit by a truck.

Then I asked Smith, “Give me a knife to cut a hole for the tape 
to go in”. 

Of course, he had nothing to cut with, but I knew that back 
at the jail I could take the razor blade out of a shaver and cut the 
hole with that. I looked at the spot on my leg where the recorder 
was. No bulge showing, which was good with me and I was ready 
to go back to my unit. 
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For the next few days, I recorded everything Steve Manning had 
to say and there were times that I wish I hadn’t. This sick son of a 
bitch went into detail about some gruesome shit that even made 
me hate him after listening to it. I was never against violence in the 
criminal world so long as it was justified, but this guy seemed to 
get off on it. He couldn’t fight a lick, but he liked to torture people 
after he had them handcuffed. 

It seemed a little odd that the one case the FBI had mentioned 
as being important to them was the murder of a guy from the south 
side named Jimmy Pelligrino. Apparently, the guy owned a trucking 
company as a front for his cocaine wholesale business. He made the 
lethal mistake of trusting Manning. I had been told not to ask any 
questions about specific cases against Steve, but he made it too easy 
as he just would not shut up, and the recorder was catching every 
word of it. Then one day as we were walking up and down the tier, 
Steve began to almost preach to me about how to be evasive with 
law enforcement.

“You have to put your mind into a state of different circumstances 
and take on that new role. For instance, he took six shots to the head, 
but you know it was really only one. Just like Jimmy Pelligrino, he 
took just one shot to the head.”

He then began telling me about how he had shot Pelligrino. 
He reached behind my back, took my arm, bending it hard while 
pressing on my upper back as if to force me to kneel. His free hand 
was bent in the shape of a pistol with his finger pointing toward my 
head. I immediately began twisting free from his grip because he was 
hurting my injured shoulder as he was demonstrating the killing, 

“See I can kill you anytime I want to.” 
As he said this, I wondered why he was talking this way. This 

would be the single biggest topic ever spoken when I became a 
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witness. It would prove to be a point that reappeared later. A few 
days passed and I was very interested to know how it went with 
Angie’s meeting with the FBI. I also wanted to hear Debbie’s voice. I 
called the “Hello” line at the FBI office and got Smith on the phone.

“Hey, I want to speak to Debbie, will you three-way a call to 
her so we can speak?” 

He was polite about it as he said, “This line cannot do a 
three-way call, but I am sure we can do it from the U.S. Attorney’s 
office. I will set it up for you. Give me a day or two to make it 
happen.” 

I did not want to wait another day so I pushed a little.
“Look Gary, Steve Manning is on a visit, so I have my first real 

free time to talk, can’t you patch me through to the U.S. Attorney’s 
line now?” 

He was silent for a moment and then said, “Hang on while I 
walk over to their office.” 

Roughly five minutes passed and I heard a phone ringing in the 
distance. Then I heard a voice I would have recognized at a football 
game with 6,000 screaming fans. 

“Hello, this is Debbie.” 
“Hi sweetheart, it’s me.” 
My mother’s drunken voice came on the line and slurred, “Your 

faggot brother is dead. You left your girl here to take care of him 
and she failed, he died in her arms, you asshole.” 

I could still hear Debbie as she began to speak, “I was holding 
Alberto down by the pool last night and he stopped breathing. 
Tommy, I didn’t know what to do, I am so sorry.” 

She continued, “The FBI here is good about taking care of us 
during the daytime. It is at night when your mother gets so drunk 
and acts out, I can’t handle it. I want to be here to take care of the 
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funeral and see it through. Once that is over, can you have me 
moved to somewhere quieter?” 

“When we hang up the phone I want you to call the FBI office 
in Chicago and ask for Agent Barry Smith. Tell him that you want 
to move as soon as Alberto’s funeral is over. I will do whatever I 
have to do on my end in the meantime. Okay?” 

After hanging up with Debbie my thoughts returned to the case. 
I needed to find out more information about Angela’s involvement 
in this. I was becoming frustrated that I could not get to the phones 
without Steve hovering all over my every move. I finally caught a 
break when Steve was called for a visit. As I watched this nut job 
head down the stairwell, I felt liberated. 

I dialed the “Hello” line and in a few minutes had Barry Smith 
on the phone.

“Hey, it’s me, what do you know that I don’t?” 
Luckily, Smith did have some news.
“Angie agreed to place a recorder on her home phone to record 

the calls when you call her with Manning. We hope he will feel 
comfortable enough to talk about killing your victim in exchange 
for the fake alibi family.” 

Immediately I saw the fly in the ointment, and I let my thoughts 
be known. 

“Hey, you gotta get a different number that will then switch over 
to Angela’s phone. I am not about to take a chance on Manning 
figuring out the number to her place and then running it through 
his contacts at the CPD.”

As Smith tried to downplay the issue I had to put my foot down 
to let him know this was a non-negotiable issue. 
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“Look asshole, I am not going to ever call her home number 
from here, so you better figure out something or you’re gonna lose 
this chance to get him on a conspiracy. Do you understand me?” 

I sensed the raw irritation in his voice, but he relinquished and 
said, “We will arrange a different number.” 

Once we had settled that, Smith opened on the new topic by 
saying, “At all costs, you can’t ask him questions about his attorney 
or what the plans are for his representation. Do you understand 
what I mean by that?” 

Always condescending, I replied, “Yes, I understand.”
I also told him, “Barry, I know everything outside of what color 

shit ran down the leg of those two clowns Manning grabbed in 
Kansas City.”

Smith’s voice got even higher than normal as he asked, “How 
much of this, did you get on tape?”

“You told me to keep that thing running for the full two hours, 
so I did. We even have him taking a shit while still telling me how 
he stabbed some poor drug dealer he ripped off. “Hey, I want to 
talk to you about Debbie’s location, but I don’t want to do it while 
we are on the phone. When are you coming down here again?” 

He was quiet for a moment, then said, “Let me get the phone 
number taken care of and I will come and see you.”

As I was in my cell relaxing, Sergeant Walsh came down the 
outer catwalk. He passed my cell without looking. Shortly past my 
bars, he yelled out for anyone to hear.

“Who wants some sugar for their coffee?” 
I heard several inmates yelling that they wanted some. Walsh 

put a Styrofoam cup on my bars and walked away. I took the cup 
and looked inside. On top of several spoons of actual sugar was a 
small piece of paper.
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“Be careful! We’re listening to his visits and heard your name 
twice.” 

Shortly after Walsh dropped the note in my bars, Steve returned 
from his visit and headed to his cell to get out of the hot jail uniform 
and into his boxers. While Steve was in his cell, a strange coincidence 
happened. A low-level mob guy from Melrose Park, named Dale 
Davis walked up to me, oblivious that I was wired and asked, “Can 
I talk to you for a moment?” 

Surprised, since we rarely spoke, I said, “Sure, what’s up?”
This poor lump asked if we could go to the corner of the 

dayroom to talk privately. In my mind, I was thinking, I hope this 
dumbass doesn’t say anything into the wire that is gonna get him in 
trouble. 

“I’m here for killing my wife. I did it, but they can’t prove it 
because I hid the weapon in my garage. They have looked in there 
twice, but never found it. My problem is their plea offer is not good 
enough. If I go to trial my court appointed lawyer will surely get 
me convicted. He doesn’t even remember my name. What do you 
think I should do?” 

As he rambled on I couldn’t help but think, the deal they had 
offered when they didn’t have the weapon is now long gone. This 
dumbass just happened to ask the wrong guy for advice. 

Over the next few days, I continued to walk laps up and down 
the tier with Steve. He told me everything he had ever done in his 
criminal life. As much as I hated being the one to record this shit, 
it was simply amazing how much crime one man could brag about.

I was called to go to the hospital and my gut told me it was not 
a real medical trip. By now Walsh had made it a point to harass 
the high rise rapist often enough that no one thought twice about 
him being there to escort me. When we arrived at the offices, there 
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were Smith and Rogers with a stack of papers in front of them. 
Whenever the FBI speaks to someone they generate what is called 
a 302 Form, basically a written account to be used for later review. 

Smith explained, “You have to read the 302 reports to verify 
the accuracy.” 

I laughed out loud when I read that the FBI had assigned the 
code name Kingman for me. Once we had finished with the 302s, 
the agents wanted to know what new information had gone onto 
the tapes. 

“We went into a lot more detail about the killing of Jimmy 
Pelligrino,” I said, “but even more stuff about the kidnapping in 
Kansas City.”

Once again, the two agents were now all ears and they began to 
both write on their notepads. We spoke for at least an hour about 
the tapes and when they seemed done with their questions, it was 
my turn to ask about Debbie.

“Listen fellas, I signed up for this, but Debbie is an innocent 
bystander, so it’s time we got her out of Vegas and into a more 
secure setting.” 

Almost in stereo, they responded at the same time, “We can’t 
promise anything, but we will work on it.” 

This pissed me off again and I let it show.
“Then let’s get this heavy chunk of metal out from underneath 

my balls and you go interview your buddy Mr. Manning yourself.” 
The moment I offered to stop recording it was like they had 

seen the Holy Ghost, and suddenly remembered what the mighty 
FBI had at their disposal. 

Smith chimed in first, “Where does she want to go?” 
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“Who cares where, the point is that she is not safe with my 
drunk-ass mother. Get her out of there and to someplace where 
she can live a normal life while I do this shit for you.” 

Then Rogers asked a typical retarded fed question. “If this has 
to go to trial, are you willing to testify?” 

I just stared at this asshole. I couldn’t contain my anger.
“Look you ass, I am not talking about some trial, I am talking 

about the wellbeing of a woman. Up until now, you have treated 
her like collateral damage. It’s time for you to call whoever you have 
to, and get my girl out of Las Vegas and into witness protection of 
some kind. Is that clear enough for you?”

Rogers wrote something on his notepad, and then looked up 
at me before speaking.

“I will speak to the U.S. Attorney and we will move Debbie as 
soon as humanly possible.” 

I then said, “Now I want to talk to her for a few minutes since 
we have her on our agenda. Do either of you know the number of 
my mother’s house?” 

Both shook their heads, so I reached over and grabbed the 
phone and dialed my mother’s home number. Two rings and the 
phone picked up. 

“Hello?” was all I had to hear. 
“Hey sweetheart, I have good news for you.” 
“Where are you, Tommy? You sound so far away.” 
“I am still at the jail, but the FBI is going to put you in the 

Witness Protection Program. Do you need any money?” 
“No, I still have most of the money you left for me and the FBI 

has been giving me money also. When can I see you?” 
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I knew she would not be allowed anywhere near me while I was 
involved with this Manning case. I hated to lie to her, but I had 
to string the conversation out and steer it back to her relocation. 

I explained, “You will be busy moving and getting settled into 
your new place.” 

We got off the phone and I went back to my meeting with the 
two feds. Smith began by telling me, “We have arranged a new 
number for Angela’s house.”

We all agreed that it was best that Steve never meet Angela. 
The FBI agents told her to stay away from the jail. Any type of 
communication will be on the recorded line.

As we were winding down our meeting, I felt like we might be 
coming to an end of this crazy ordeal. 
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Chapter 23 

He Digs His Own Grave

As I walked back to the jail with Walsh, I was mentally recharged 
and ready to continue my conversations with Steve.

Fate had another plan for me and it came in the form of a very 
pretty, Mexican girl. 

Up to this point, I had felt pretty good about having kept 
everything under control. Barry Smith had just told me about the 
recorder on Angela Ferrera’s phone. 

He made it perfectly clear, “She must stay away from the jail so 
that Steve never can see what she looks like.” 

Angie had come to visit me a couple times when I was in 
Division Eight causing somewhat of a stink. Word got out that this 
smoking-hot broad was in the visiting room. The last thing I wanted 
was that kind of distraction while I was wired. But Angie did not 
listen to conventional wisdom, especially to the advice of others. 

Then I hear, “Dye, you have a personal visit.” 
When I turned the corner into the visiting area, who was sitting 

there with her monster boobs poking out of her pretty, yellow 
sundress for the whole world to see? Yep, good ol’ Angie. 

The long row of phones the inmates hold as they speak through 
the filthy Plexiglas to their visitors begins as soon as we turn into 
the visiting area. When I entered, it did not take a nanosecond 
to realize that Angie was the only visitor there and she was sitting 
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smack dab in the middle of the row of phones. Exactly what I did 
not need with this chunk of metal strapped to my balls. She had 
traveled all the way down to this shitty neighborhood to see me, so 
I was not about to be rude to her. I settled in to see why she found 
it necessary to defy the FBI’s instructions by coming to the jail. 

When I looked through the Plexiglas at her, it was impossible not 
to notice that on this hot and sticky Chicago afternoon, she stayed 
cool and beautiful. Her hair was pulled back away from her face. Her 
eyelashes were the longest I had ever seen on a woman. She was all 
giggles as she made fun of my jail clothes, and I had to admit that 
it was good to see her. For a brief moment, I felt like I wasn’t even 
in jail until my worst fear happened – in walked Steve Manning. 

I had seen an older, tall blonde woman who looked like a 
hard-ridden Bridgette Nielsen when she came into the visiting 
room. It was Steve’s girlfriend, Victoria Mitchell. He headed directly 
to where I was sitting across from Angie. Without saying hello to 
either of us he just stared at her like a sicko. I finally stood up and 
pushed him toward where his girlfriend was waiting for him. 

I got back to the unit as fast as I could and luckily the phone 
was open, so I dialed the “Hello” line and got Rogers.

“Hey, it’s me, I hate to tell you this, but our friend came to see 
me, and Steve was there.” 

Obviously confused, he asked, “Which friend?” 
I kept it short, “Ms. Cicero.” 
“Why?” Rogers asked, “We told her not to.” 
“Well,” I said, “she doesn’t listen very well, so take care of it 

and see me later.” 
I hung up and stepped two feet from the phone as the guard 

unlocked the stairwell door for Steve to come back on the tier. Before 
I could ask how his visit went, this sick bastard goes right into it. 
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“Holy shit, who was that?” 
I could see saliva running down his chin like a sexual deviant. 
I stayed coy, “A friend of mine from Taylor Street.” 
“Is she an actress or something?” 
“Nope.” 
“Where did you meet a piece of ass like that?” 
“She isn’t a piece of ass, sicko, she’s my friend.”
I wanted to change the topic, so I said, “Let’s get out of these 

jail clothes, it’s too hot. I want to hear about your visit.” 
As Steve went into his cell I was able to turn on the recorder for 

the first time that day and got it on just as he reappeared outside 
the bars to my cell. Because he had an identity hearing looming 
very soon, he wanted desperately to get the fake family locked in. 
He spared no detail as he spoke right into the recorder. 

He said, “I need these people to say that I was with them in 
Chicago the entire weekend in February when this thing happened. 
I also need the name and address of the woman you burglarized,” 

“Why, is there something you think you want to do now?” I 
asked. 

“Yes, I need this story airtight, and I have your thing lined up. 
They’re gonna’ stab her and dump her purse in a dumpster down 
the street. Let’s write down her information now so that I can pay 
you for what you are doing for me, I’m gonna have another visit 
tonight and it will happen tomorrow.” 

I thought to myself, holy shit what am I gonna’ do? This crazy 
bastard wants to kill some innocent person tomorrow and I can’t give 
him the address to have it happen. How can I stall this guy?” 

To distract him, I changed the subject. 
“Hey, do you want to talk to the family tonight after your visit?” 
The spider-monkey-on-crack look came back over him.
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He answered quickly, “Yes, let’s do it.”
“I have to call my lawyer’s office to get the street address for my 

victim because I don’t keep any of my legal papers here with me. 
I will do that while you are at your visit and when you get back 
we can try to call my friend with the family that is willing to help 
you out.” 

It was a risky move, but the only idea I could come up with to 
stall him while I got the FBI on board. Manning was called to the 
visiting room shortly after 3:30 in the afternoon. The moment I 
saw his ass go through the door, I was on the phone to the FBI. I 
had to warn them about what loomed ahead. 

“Yeah, I need Rogers or Smith,” I said, “and I do not have time 
to wait.” 

Then, like manna from Heaven, “This is Rogers,” came on the 
line. 

“Okay, I have no time to talk. He wants to kill my victim 
tomorrow, and he’s in the visiting room right now with whoever 
is supposed to do it.” 

His only response was, “Just don’t give him a name or address.” 
“Really, you stupid ass, that is the best advice the FBI can offer?” 
I said. “You don’t understand, this is a quid pro quo situation. He 
wants a family of liars and he wants to kill someone to make things 
square. Your boy expects to have someone killed tomorrow. If I don’t 
have a name and address for his connection to go to, it will be me 
that gets it. If you don’t have a legitimate answer for this mess, I’ll 
tell him who is listening to him and let you deal with the aftermath.”

I hung up on him just as Steve was coming from the stairwell.
“Do you have news?” Steve asked “My lawyer’s paralegal says she 

will look up the police report and bring it to me over the weekend. 
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I told her I needed it for one of my new appeal lawyers, so I doubt 
she’ll hesitate to bring it over.” 

Steve replied, “Good, but we are going to talk to your friend 
tonight about the family, right?” 

“Sure, it will be better this way because you can work out some 
details if you want to,” I said. “I think it would be smarter if you had 
someone meet them on the street to talk to them in detail because 
you know these phones are recorded.” 

Steve suggested, “I’ll have my girlfriend meet your people in 
a busy restaurant downtown. She will bring a down payment of 
$5,000 to show that I am more than bravado talking.” 

Later that night I suggested, “Let’s try calling my friend.”
As I was dialing the new number, I wondered if these dipshits 

had screwed this up too. Angie answered and I spoke quickly before 
Steve got to the phone.

“Hi kid, are you alone?”
She giggled and said, “Yes.”
“Good, I do not want this guy to have any clue that it was you 

in the visiting room. Okay? Also, be careful not to answer any 
personal questions. If he asks any, tell him you will discuss it with 
whoever he sends to meet you later.” 

Because the FBI had already filled her in on what was really 
going on, I felt pretty sure she was ready to handle this conversation, 
and then she said something that made me laugh from my gut.

“Was that him in the visiting room?” 
I kept it short, “Yep.” 
She snapped back, “Creepy. He looks like one of those weirdos 

who would abduct children in a white van.”
Steve made his way to the phone.
“Keep it quick, but say hello to your new found family.” 
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I stood in total amazement as I listened to this guy. Within 
minutes he told a total stranger that he needed a fake family to fly 
to Kansas City, get on the stand and lie for him.

He continued on with his rambling.
“I am willing to pay any amount of money. I can have someone 

meet with you tomorrow and give you all the details.”
As he talked into the recorder at Angie’s house, I wondered; how 

will he feel when he finds out he dug his own grave? 
The next morning I was called for an attorney visit. As I headed 

down the stairwell, I was happy to see Sergeant Walsh here on a 
Saturday morning. 

He said, “I hope when this is all over with the feds, it might be 
my ticket out of this jail and to a better spot somewhere where I 
can kick back a little.” 

When I stepped into the room where the feds had been meeting 
me, I was surprised to see not only Smith and Rogers, but also Eric 
Williamson. He is a no-nonsense guy, so I listened to him closely 
as he began to speak. 

“We need to wrap this up and get you out of the State system, 
so you only have a few more times that you can go after Manning.” 

I asked, “Has anything made you think there is a bigger risk 
now than before?” 

Barry Smith then said, “These things don’t go on forever and 
you’ve gotten more than we thought you would. We need to wrap 
this up and move you.” 

I was frustrated as I blurted out, “But we have a meeting set 
up and I have to do something about his plan to kill the gal in my 
case. If we stop now, it will all blow up on me.” 

I also said, “Steve told Angie on the phone that he wants 
his girlfriend, Victoria to take $5,000 to our representative as a 
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down payment for our help. He wants Victoria to tell our people 
everything he wants them to lie about. I am not about to send 
Angie, so you have to come up with an FBI guy to do it.” 

All of a sudden I could feel the energy leave the room and it 
became very apparent that no one wanted to get physically close 
to these people. 

“Look, Steve is not going to take no for an answer from this 
point on, so you have to put this in motion.” 

Barry Smith spoke up, “Do you have any idea where he wants 
to meet this fake family?” 

I thought about the question for a moment, then it hit me. 
“No, he hasn’t suggested a place, but listen to this: fifty yards 

from your office is the Italian Village where I used to work. It’s full 
of nooks and crannies where agents can watch every move and still 
remain out of sight. I know the layout like the back of my hand. If 
I were to set it up there, he won’t suspect a thing.” 

Rogers then told me, “Lightly introduce the idea and see if you 
can pick up the conversation on the wire. Smith and I will work 
out the logistics with our boss.” 

Smith surprised me with what he had to say.
“Manning has his identity hearing in a few days. Once he is 

cleared to go to Kansas City we will extradite him immediately. The 
moment we do, I am going to have you moved to federal custody.” 

I was looking forward to this, but first I had to watch the FBI 
screw things up again. 
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Chapter 24

Meeting With The Godfather

By the time I returned to the unit, Steve had gone to a personal 
visit. This gave me a moment to call Angie; I was able to brief her 
on my meeting with the FBI. 

“A meeting is being arranged between Steve’s girlfriend, Victoria, 
and whomever the FBI sends pretending to be your godfather.”

She understood everything and as we were about to hang up, 
she asked, “Can I come down to the jail again to visit you?”

“Look, kid,” I answered, “this is dangerous stuff and you need to 
stay out of sight for a while until we can wrap this all up. Besides, 
you also have to stop thinking that you love me. We had a great 
time together, but you have a life to live, and I have Debbie.” 

She did not like hearing this, but we said our goodbyes. 
Leave it to the FBI to go out and get the squarest turd they could 

find to play the role of Angie’s godfather, an inner city guy who is 
slick enough to be willing to lie in federal court. That is exactly 
what they did. After the feds had Angie tell Steve’s girlfriend that 
her godfather was street smart and slick, they send some guy with a 
southern accent. He decides, right in the middle of the conversation 
to ask Victoria a dumb question.

He asked her, “Do you think Steve plans to hurt anyone once 
he gets out?”
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This broad has lived with a psychotic hit man for the past two 
decades and can smell a cop a mile away. While ten FBI agents, 
scattered all across the Italian Village watch, this broad gets up and 
walks out the moment goober boy starts asking his retarded questions.

Two days later, Victoria shows up in the visiting room hotter 
than fish grease.

She explains, “I think we’re being set up. This girl’s godfather 
was definitely a fed. I got up and walked out as soon as he began 
asking questions.”

As he entered the dayroom after coming from his visit, he just 
stood there and stared at me. I knew he suspected me of being up 
to no good.

I stared back at him and broke the ice, “What’s the matter with 
you, something on your mind we need to talk about?” 

He just shook his head and walked past me toward his cell to 
change. 

Now it was me that needed a little help. I needed to learn just 
how wrong the meeting went without tipping my hand. I walked 
toward him to go down the length of the tier and he reached out 
and put his hand on my chest and ran it down to my stomach. 
Then took his other hand and did the same down my back. Thank 
God the machine was under my crotch or that would have been 
the end of me. Once Steve found nothing, he began to talk faster 
than I had ever heard him speak before. 

“Victoria said this guy was a cop. Why do you think she would 
think that?” he asked.

“How the hell would I know? Maybe she was overly cautious 
and got freaked out.”

Steve continued, “No, she said he asked too many questions, 
the kind only a cop would ask.” 
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“Well, we weren’t there so how would we know what he looked 
like or what was said? Let’s just call Angie and see what she says.”

This seemed to calm Steve just enough to buy some time as we 
dialed the fake number to the house. 

When she picked up I said, “Hey kid, Steve wants to ask you 
about something, do you have a minute?” 

“Put him on.”
I handed Steve the phone and walked away acting unconcerned. 

They spoke for the full 15 minutes, so I went to piss and grab a 
cup of coffee. Steve motioned for me to come to the phone as he 
was hanging up. 

“You feel better now?” I asked.
“Yeah! She said her godfather became nervous because Victoria 

had her head on a swivel. It made him uncomfortable the whole 
time they were together. I always have to calm her down.” 

I suggested, “Why don’t you call your girl and tell her everything 
is good?”

Now Steve seemed relaxed. I had not gotten nervous or out of 
character over any of it and by the time dinner rolled in, he was 
relaxed and convinced that his girl had put more drama on it than 
necessary. He liked that his plan for a fake family was taking shape, 
and I liked the thought of getting the hell out of the county jail 
and getting this wire off. 

He had confessed to killing at least three separate people and 
had offered several times to kill again in exchange for my help. If 
this wasn’t enough for the feds to work with, they would never have 
enough and I was so ready to get away from this nut job named 
Steve Manning. 

Finally, Walsh showed up on my tier and whispered to me that 
Steve was going to court the following day for his identity hearing 
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to determine if he was going to be shipped back to Missouri for 
the kidnapping trial. 

The judge decided that there was indeed enough evidence that 
Steve had been involved and he ordered him extradited to Kansas 
City to stand trial. Within just a few days he was taken by agents 
from the FBI and flown to Missouri. I could feel the weight lifted 
from my shoulders as he walked off the tier for the last time. Later 
the same day, I was picked up by Sergeant Walsh and walked to 
Williamson’s office.

Williamson said, “I’m proud of you.”
He cared enough to call me over and this made me feel good. 

As I was getting ready to leave the office and go back to the jail, he 
surprised me by handing me a piece of paper.

“This is my home phone number,” he said, “Give me a call 
when you get situated in the federal facility.” 

The very next day Ray Rogers showed up at the Cook County 
Jail and signed me out for the very last time. 

Once we were in his government issued car, he asked me, 
“Where would you like to stop and eat?” 

I looked at him through the mirror on his windshield and said, 
“I am actually too emotionally drained to eat right now, can I get 
a rain check on that offer?”

He shook his head and said, “I’ve never had an inmate turn 
down food.”

“I bet you never had an inmate wear a wire against a Chicago 
cop before, have you?” 

I saw him look back at me in his mirror and shake his head. 
“No, there’s never been anyone like you, Tommy, that’s for sure.” 



Part VII
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Chapter 25

Welcome To The Feds

Ray Rogers took me to the Metropolitan Correctional Center 
(MCC), the federal prison which is right in the middle of the 
loop. When we arrived, I was immediately put on a freight 
elevator and taken to the fourth floor to be processed. The 
guard was a very clean-cut guy, unlike the slobs that work at the 
county jail. When he began to speak, I noticed immediately that 
he was very polite. He asked me a battery of questions about 
why I was there. 

“Do you feel you need protective custody for any reason?” 
I asked him, “Do you have any idea why I have been brought 

to your building from the county jail?” 
This poor guy had no clue who I was. It was obvious that his 

sole job was to book us in and give us a number. I thought for a 
moment, could it be possible that the FBI didn’t bother to tell anyone 
why they were moving me over here? 

“Do you have an Internal Affairs office here?” was all I needed 
to ask this kid.

He said “Yes.”
“I think you need to get me to that office sooner rather than 

later.”
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He told me to sit tight and within a few minutes I was back 
on the elevator on my way to an administrative floor where the 
decisions were made. 

As I stepped off the elevator, I saw no one wearing a uniform, 
only civilians wearing suits and business attire. The kid from 
booking walked me into a nice looking office where two older, 
white men were at desks. He introduced me to a lieutenant who 
was a bit of a smartass.

“So, who are you?” he asked “Tommy Dye. Do you know why 
I am in your building?” 

Looking at his computer screen he said, “No, should I?” 
Okay. Now I had confirmation that those dipshits over at the 

FBI never bothered to tell the MCC that I had been working for 
them for the past several months. After talking to this guy for about 
20 minutes, he must have believed what I was telling him.

He said, “Let me call over to the U.S. Attorney’s office and see 
if they have heard of you.”

After hanging up the phone, he just stared at me. 
“You sure got some big balls, my man. You wore a recorder in 

the county against a Chicago cop?” 
“Yes sir, I did what I had to do.” 
He smiled and said, “We have a witness floor here that I am 

going to put you on. It holds 60 men, but there will never be more 
than a few guys there at a time. Are you going to be okay in an 
isolated setting?”

“Is it a lockdown unit like the hole?” I asked He said “No, it’s 
open to the prisoners. They’re not on any lockdown.” 

After what I had been through at the county jail, I just wanted 
some peace and quiet; and with it being right downtown, I knew 
that my lawyers could get there easily to see me if they needed to. 
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I was escorted to the sixth floor into the strangest jail setting I 
had ever seen. When I got off the elevator, the first thing I noticed 
was a triangle shaped room that looked more like a modern library 
than a jail. The floors and walls were spotlessly clean and it did not 
have the smell of death and despair that permeated the jail where 
I had been before. Once the guard told me which cell was mine, 
he opened it from his electronic board. I went in to look at my 
new place. 

A large, black guy with a personal sweatshirt came over and 
asked: “Do you need some bedding?” 

“Bedding! I’m not sure what you mean. Are there actually sheets 
here?” 

He laughed a genuine belly laugh, “Where are you coming 
from, my man?” 

I got a good look at him and could see that he was about my 
height, but a jolly 230 pounds that looked like it was built on junk 
food.

I said, “I just came in from the county and have never been in 
federal lockup before.” 

He smiled an easy smile and asked, “You Italian?” 
“Half,” I answered “I mean, are you here on the case with Solly 

D and Al Tocco?” 
“No, I am not sure what case I am here for.” 
This made him laugh out loud as he said, “C’mon, I’ll get you 

set up.” 
We went to the other side of the office and into a huge supply 

closet. On the shelves were sheets, pillows, shower sandals, and 
everything else you could think of. 

The large, jolly, black man said, “Take whatever you need.”
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I did not hesitate to grab a pillowcase and begin to fill it with 
things I had never seen in a jail before. There was so much stuff I 
could not carry it all. The man that I had spent the past ten minutes 
with offered me a hand carrying it all back to my cell. 

Extending my hand, I asked, “What’s your name, so that I will 
know how to address you?”

Again he laughed out loud, “My slave name is Bubba Evans, 
but you can call me Tumba.” 

I looked at his cockeyed vision problem and returned the 
formality.

“My name is Tommy and I don’t really have a nickname.” 
“Do you realize that you are on a witness floor here?” he asked 

“Yes, I got the lecture from some guy downstairs.” 
About that time another less-round, black man came to my door.
“I’m Saleem. You an Italian?” 
I smiled at the question and told him “I am Italian, but I’m not 

on the case with Solly D.”
He said, “Me and big head here are El Rukns, and there is a 

copper from Cicero and a couple of white kids from the south side 
up here and that is it right now.” 

I knew of the El Rukns, they were not as numerous as the 
Vicelords or Black Gangster Disciples, but they were the most 
violent of all the gangs in Chicago. They had recently been raided 
for conspiring with Muslim terrorists in the Middle East to blow 
up various municipal buildings in the Chicago area.

I also knew the names Tumba and Saleem from the jailhouse 
reputations they had of being generals within the gang. They had 
killed several people, including witnesses to the dealings of their 
gang boss. These two men had known each other since they were 
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toddlers, and now in their late 30s, they were both facing the death 
penalty for killing several people each. 

Saleem broke the silence. “You meet your U.S. Attorney yet?” 
I wasn’t sure what he was talking about, so I asked, “What do 

you mean?” 
Both men laughed at my question. It was Tumba who answered, 

“Oh, you’re gonna have a U.S. Attorney and you’ll be their house 
nigga just like the rest of us. You’ll jump when they say jump. They 
own us like slaves.” 

I got to know Tumba and grew to like him for the person he 
was underneath the gang-crusted exterior that he displayed. He 
may have killed far too many people on the orders of his boss, but 
deep down inside he was a very likable man. 

While I was making my bed with my new linens, Saleem said, 
“Chow is here.”

I followed him to a spot in the middle of the unit where two 
large insulated transport bags were on a cart that had been wheeled 
in. The moment Saleem unzipped the huge bag, the smell of fish 
came flowing out. There were just the four of us and Tumba told 
me to grab as many trays as I wanted. 

I grabbed a couple of trays and followed the others into a 
different room. We set our food down on a dinner table that already 
had salt and pepper shakers. I took the top off of one of my trays 
and had to hold my eyeballs in the sockets. I looked at what we had 
been sent to eat. There were at least two large pieces of baked cod 
along with fresh veggies with garlic and olive oil on them. There 
was also brown rice and garlic bread. 

In just one of the hot trays there was more food than I would 
have received in two full days at the county jail. I opened the cold 
tray just to see what might be in it. There was a large salad with 
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veggies and salad dressing in a cup. Next to the salad was a huge 
piece of pie that barely fit in the tray. 

Tumba saw me staring, laughed and said, “It sure isn’t the 
county jail, is it?” 

I shook my head and replied, “No, it sure isn’t.”
Once I had eaten, I went back to my cell, and without even 

taking off my jail clothes I lay down and fell asleep.
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Chapter 26

Meeting With The Top Dawgs

I woke to the sound of my door being popped open at 6:00 the 
following morning for the breakfast meal. This time, there were 
six or seven inmates there to get their food and it struck me as odd 
that they were all wearing their personal clothing like shorts and 
sweatshirts instead of the usual jail garments worn everywhere else. 
As I waited to get my food, I saw a different muscular, white inmate 
that I was pretty sure I had seen before, but I couldn’t place where, 
so I kept my distance and watched him from across the room. 

After everyone had eaten, most of the fellas retreated back to 
their cells to go back to sleep. I walked over to the phones to see 
if they were on, and to my surprise they were. Excited, I dialed 
Debbie’s number in Las Vegas to see if the call would go through. 

When I heard her voice say “Hello,” I remembered it was 4:15 
in the morning in Vegas and I had just woken her. 

“Hey sweetheart, can you hear me?” 
Her voice was full of sleep, “Tommy, is that you?” 
“Yes, it’s me. I am not sure if I’m allowed to be on the phone 

right now, so let’s talk quickly. Okay? 
I have been moved. I am now downtown at a place called the 

MCC, and I think I will be here for a while.” 
Now she was fully awake. As she excitedly said, “The FBI told 

me you were about to move. They’re going to fly me back to see 
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my family now that some bad guy is no longer in Chicago. Can I 
come see you where you are?” 

I cannot believe they are gonna let her come back to the city, 
but as long as someone is protecting her I am happy. 

“Listen, Debbie, I’ll get hold of the people I have been working 
for to see if you can visit me. Do you need money or anything?” 

“No, I still have most of what you left for me. Who can I call 
so I can see you faster?” 

“I don’t know. Let me work on it and call you this evening once 
I find out. Okay?” 

I could hear in her voice that she was happy. I told her how much 
I loved her and got off the phone. I went to the coffee machine to 
make a cup of coffee and begin my day in this new place. 

Over the next few days, I was in contact with Barry Smith and 
Ray Rogers. 

They told me, “You will be coming to the federal building to 
meet with a U.S. Attorney.” 

The federal courthouse is home to the FBI, ATF, DEA and the 
U.S. Marshals. Soon this would become my second home where a 
lot of controversies would be ironed out.

By the time the other inmates began waking up and coming 
out of their cells, I had already showered and was in the middle of 
writing out some questions I had for Tumba and Saleem, when a 
big, white kid came over to introduce himself. He was a bodyguard 
for Antonio Bellini—the biggest cocaine dealer in the city. 

Then there was Todd Adams. This guy was a drug dealer from 
the south side. He was a lower level competitor with Bellini. He had 
a whole crew of young, white kids who sold blow to their friends 
for him. The unusual thing about this guy was that he was the 
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head of his own operation and the feds have him testifying against 
everyone below him. 

Within a few days, a counselor named Noah Richardson came 
to see me. He was a small, but very pleasant guy. 

He said, “You need to call Rogers right away.”
When I dialed the “Hello” line, Rogers said, “I’ll be picking 

you up tomorrow morning to go to the federal building. There are 
some people that have questions for you.”

Instead of Rogers picking me up, I was transported to the 
courthouse with other inmates. This seemed very unsafe to me, 
since I was out in the open and unprotected. The feds simply do 
not give a rat’s ass about anything or anyone, unless it benefits them. 

I got out of the marshal’s van that morning and was loaded into 
the holding pen for inmates at the courthouse. It felt very strange 
to be in a building with nice carpet and fresh paint.In the state 
courthouse and jails, it looks and smells like death. The stench of 
urine and body odor is everywhere. This building has bright lighting 
and clean painted walls. I felt ashamed to be in my jail jumpsuit as 
I walked down the hallway to the holding pen. 

Shortly after arriving in the holding pen, Ray Rogers came to 
sign me out. It was good to see a face I recognized. As we walked 
toward the elevator, he was polite and made small talk about my 
getting settled in at the MCC, but things changed the moment we 
were all alone. 

“I don’t like what you do, and I don’t like having you here,” 
he said. “So if you get any wild ideas about running, I’m going to 
shoot you. Do you understand me?” 

I could not understand where his feelings were coming from. I 
had my own feelings about how inept the FBI had been thus far, 
so I tore right back into him. 
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“Listen to me, you jagoff, I am not here to be your friend, either. 
I wore a wire for you people because you didn’t have anyone with 
the balls to do it. Either show me the respect and appreciation I 
deserve or shove those tapes up your ass and see how your bosses 
like you then.” 

It was easy to see the shock and surprise in his eyes at my 
response. Just as he tried to speak, the elevator doors opened to his 
floor. As he stepped off, I stayed right where I was.

I said, “Are we gonna work together or are you gonna take me 
back to lockup?” 

He just motioned with his hand to follow him. The urge to kick 
him in his nuts from behind swept over me. I knew that would ruin 
any deal that was being set up by Fat Bernie, so I fought the urge. 
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Chapter 27 

Starving Baby Bird

There were six or seven rows of desks occupied by FBI agents. 
Phones were ringing and people were working with such intensity 
that they didn’t even look up as we passed by. Being unnoticed was 
fine with me since I was the only person in a blue jail jumpsuit.

At the far end of the room, there was a tiny office with a small 
reception area just outside. Sitting at the table was a round woman 
who looked like a grandmother with her warm smile and sensible 
shoes. As we approached, she gave us her best Aunt Bee smile and 
stood up to greet us. A middle-aged, white man came out of his 
office and extended his hand to me as if I had just rescued his lost 
child. 

“We are so thankful for what you have done,” came out of this 
guy’s mouth.

I wondered if he had just escaped from the Ha-Ha Hotel. 
Then Rogers said dryly, “He’s my boss.” 
I was actually meeting a guy with a lot of pull with the FBI. 

Based solely on appearance, this guy looked almost Amish he was 
so square. He invited us into a tiny little office that the FBI had 
given him. Whatever he did, it must be important because his 
troops treated him with the respect of a general on the battle field. 
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As I got to know this boss, I understood the love his people had 
for him. He was a stand-up guy who had the back of anyone on his 
team. He treated people the way a real leader treats his subordinates. 

I could not believe my eyes when in walked a tiny, little, old 
lady who was a dead ringer for Cloris Leachman. She looked like 
a starving baby bird as she walked toward me while extending her 
hand. I thought she was another receptionist like the one outside 
the office. Boy, was I wrong! I had just shaken the boney, little 
hand of one of the most powerful people in the entire Chicago 
prosecutorial world. Her name was Gracie Robinson. She had the 
look of a school marm from a reformatory for orphans. She stood 
there studying me for a moment before speaking. 

“I wish you did not have so much baggage. You did an excellent 
job.” 

This is how my relationship is about to begin with my U.S. 
Attorney? I am so screwed. All I can do now is stand here while she 
looks through me. 

After what felt like forever, she asked, “Have you eaten today?” 
“No, ma’am.” 
“Would you like some pastries and coffee?” 
“Only if you are going to have some too.” 
By the looks of her, she did not eat much; but I kept that thought 

to myself. 
Then, just when things seemed unable to get any more surreal, 

she spoke again, 
“Mr. Rogers, will you go get us some coffee and pastries from 

downstairs so that I can get to know my new friend?” 
I thought, holy shit, her majesty may not be so rough after all. 

The FBI agent said nothing, just turned on his heels and walked 
out of her office. 
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“C’mon, let’s go to my private office.” She gestured toward the 
rear of the large outer office we were in. 

Her office was four times the size of the one given to Rogers’s 
boss. I could see bankers boxes from floor to ceiling. There were only 
a few trinkets to show that this office belonged to a specific person. 
It was instantly obvious that this was her entire life. Like a spinster, 
she was married to her work and the ruin of other people’s lives. 

Ms. Robinson was actually a very kind woman with a huge 
heart. In the courtroom she was ruthless, but as a human being, 
she was kind to everyone she interacted with. Since she now had 
my life in her hands, I was very glad I did not smart off at our first 
introduction. 

We talked for a few minutes before Ray Rogers showed up with a 
big box of doughnuts and some coffee and we got down to business. 

According to Ms. Robinson, I now had to spend the next several 
weeks with one of the FBI agents deciphering the tapes. 

Everyone from the ATF to the Secret Service wanted to know 
what I had done with my octopus approach to crime in Chicago. 
The biggest interest was from the law enforcement division of the 
IRS, they were chopping at the bit to sit me down and talk. They 
saw me as millions in unpaid tax revenue since I knew, robbed, or 
extorted every drug dealer in the city. The IRS wanted the property 
forfeitures and back taxes that I could get for them. 

Ms. Robinson said, “We are going over every single bit of crime 
you were involved with.” 

She had a yellow legal pad and her trusty pen, and for the next 
eight hours she rehashed my past. We covered crimes from Chicago 
to Vegas, Cleveland to Detroit and Philly. By the time we had 
finished going through what I could actually remember, she took 
off her glasses and stared at me. 
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I asked her, “Are you okay?” 
She shook her head and sighed, “How was it that we never 

caught up with you?” 
“I guess I was very careful who I dealt with. I tried to go solo 

as much as possible.” 
She continued to stare at me, and although I couldn’t read her 

yet, my gut told me two things: First, she was adding up how much 
I had made over the past few years. And second, she was grateful for 
my lack of deception. I was honest and blunt while she went through 
my criminal history. 

I spoke up, “Are you aware, Ms. Robinson, that I have a 
girlfriend who is in harm’s way because of what I did for you?” 

“I am very aware of Miss Santiago. If I’m not mistaken, we are 
pulling her out of Las Vegas very soon. I also told her that when 
she gets settled to take a cab into the city and I would pay for it.”

Then Ray Rogers spoke up. 
“As soon as she gets here, I’ll begin processing the papers for 

her to go into the Witness Protection Program to keep her safe.” 
With this out of the way, I took the next step.
“Can I see her when she is in town?”
Ms. Robinson said, “I don’t care if she wants to come see you 

here at the MCC. We’ll work something out so that you can spend 
some time with her.” 

By now it was late and everyone was tired from sitting at Gracie’s 
desk all day. Ray Rogers took me back to the marshal’s lockup. The 
following morning I was called out to court. As we rode the elevator 
up to Ms. Robinson’s office, Rogers had a whole different attitude. 

He said, “Mike Taylor thinks you really did a lot for us. I think 
we now have enough to put Steve Manning away for good, thanks 
to you.” 
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Wearing the wire was just the tip of the iceberg, I was about 
to learn. It was not my bravery they had recruited me for, it was 
my mental ability to stand up to whatever came my way. Yep, the 
feds knew who to recruit and why. I was about to be pimped out 
to every law enforcement agency out there.
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Chapter 28

Perks For Being A Rat

Over the next several months, my life became a blur. I was up at 
4:30 every morning to get ready to go to the federal courthouse. 
Then it was either long hours of listening to the tapes or some law 
enforcement agency that wanted to know who did what with who. 
I was debriefed by so many people from all over the country that 
it really got to be a pain in the ass. If they treated me respectfully, 
I would do the same, but if they were dicks, I could be a thousand 
times worse. 

The State D.A. from Chicago, who was investigating the 
murder, was a complete douchebag. Since he wanted to belittle 
me, I made it a very long day for him. 

He would ask me things like, “Did so-and-so tell you where he 
spent the night?” 

Rather than tell him where he had spent the night I would just 
answer, “Yes.” 

I would jerk him around for 20 minutes on each question. 
I could have given him his conviction on a silver platter, since I 
knew where the murder weapon was and he didn’t. He treated me 
so poorly that after I reciprocated, he left the federal building after 
several hours of wasted time. 

I do not understand how someone with an agenda and who 
was serious, could be so insufferable to the person who recorded 
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the killer making a confession. Prosecutors are just too busy being 
miserable human beings. 

The mind-numbing job of deciphering the tapes was periodically 
broken up by my improving relationship with Rogers. We spent 
hour after hour with our pencils and notepads listening to syllable 
after syllable. We would have to take periodic breaks to kill the 
tedium. Rogers would take a smoke break and I would use that 
time to either call Debbie or eat. 

Rogers would tell me about his childhood in Philly. I would 
tell him about my dysfunctional family, so a bond was beginning 
to build. For the next month, we spent 10 hours a day working 
on the tapes.

Then suddenly Rogers stated, “There’s a gap in the tape that 
records his confession.”

I replied, “I don’t know why. Maybe the recorder malfunctioned; 
or maybe I had bent over, it was in an unusual place.”

To change the subject, I asked, “Why can’t Debbie come down 
to visit during one of our breaks?”

“Yes, why not.” 
I called Debbie at her parents’ house a few hours later.
“Do you want to come down and visit with me for about 20 

minutes at the federal building?”
I covered the phone asking Rogers, “When can I tell her to 

come down?”
“Ask if she wants to come tomorrow afternoon.” 
“How do we get her upstairs?”
“Tell her to sign in downstairs and ask for me. I will go down 

and pick her up.” 
The following morning I was wide awake at 3:30 and could not 

go back to sleep while waiting for the doors to open for breakfast. 
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Once they did, I went straight to Thomas Taylor in the cell next 
to me.

“Hey Tommy, is it common for my agents to let me have a 
contact visit with my girl at the FBI office? If so, am I allowed to 
touch or kiss her?” 

Thomas said, “Where do you think the El Rukins get their 
heroin from?”

“I am serious; my agents said my girl can come visit me there 
today. Is that normal?” 

“Dude, it isn’t just normal, it is a perk you get for being a rat. 
How do you think we all get pussy every week? Our agents leave 
us alone all the time and tell us when they will be back. It isn’t 
something you have to ask for—they know that we need to get 
laid, so they look the other way. You did for them and now they 
will do for you, so long as you hold up on the stand.” I thought 
about it for a moment and it dawned on me that Rogers had been 
too nonchalant about my request. 

By the time I got to the federal building, I was running on 
adrenaline. As I walked with Rogers to the electronics room I could 
not focus, and it seemed that every word this dickhead Manning said 
on the wire was masked in background noise that made it almost 
impossible to understand. I was becoming irritated at Manning 
for being such a dumbass. We were deep in conversation when the 
phone rang. I almost crapped my pants since I was not expecting it. 

After answering, Rogers said, “I’ll be right down.” 
I knew it had to be Debbie. 
He turned to me, “Your girl is downstairs.” 
I felt like a retard at a helmet store and I could not stop smiling.
When Rogers went to get Debbie, the thought crossed my 

mind, the door on one side of the room led directly to the elevators 
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and I wondered how anyone could trust me so much as to leave me 
unattended.

The door opened and in walked my girl. I could not help myself 
as I reached over in one long step and had her in my arms. 

Rogers turned to leave, “I’m going to grab some lunch so you 
two can visit. I will be back in an hour.”

It was amazing how loose they were with the situation, but I 
intended to make the most of my hour. When Rogers returned, we 
sat around and talked for a while before Debbie had to leave. We 
worked for a few more hours listening to the tapes before it was 
time to get me back to lockup. As the weeks turned into months, I 
was still at the MCC and working with Rogers when things began 
happening around me that just didn’t seem right. 



Part VIII
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Chapter 29

A Rat For Hire

At MCC, an inmate arrived on the witness floor by the name of 
Marky Anderson. He was part of the Todd Adams case. The problem 
was, this kid knew absolutely nothing. I would overhear Marky 
being coached about the case. He would explain over and over who 
sold drugs to whom and what kind of cars they had. Adams had 
to tell this little asswipe where the deals happened, who had the 
money, and who was involved.

It was obvious that Anderson was a rat for hire. Despite not 
knowing a damn thing about the case he would be willing to put a 
person in prison if it meant saving his own ass. The other aspect of 
this piece of shit was that he was an absolute douchebag who told 
on every possible thing going on within our witness unit. 

A prime example was that the witness floor for the men was 
also used on occasion as the “hole” for the women who got into 
trouble in their unit. At some point, they had to shower. When 
they did, the old drunk, Irish guard would pop their doors open 
without bothering to lock the men up. The gals would choose a 
male inmate to shower with them. It was common for the women 
to screw the men multiple times while they were out to shower. The 
drunken mick in the control office never bothered to look up, so 
we took advantage of this for about a year. Then Marky Anderson 
showed up on the scene. 
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He was built like a fat, 14-year-old girl with man boobs and 
body acne. Since he didn’t get any action with the female inmates, 
he made it his mission to tell every staff member his best description 
of what was going on. The kitchen guys would send us extra 
food—Anderson would tell on us. I began screwing the woman 
who brought the mail to the witness floor—Anderson told. 

This was wearing very thin with the men in our unit and we 
decided he had to go. I was chosen as the one to beat his ass. When 
I hit him in the face, he screamed like a little girl and ran to the 
drunken mick, who got one look at his bloody mouth and hit the 
alarm. Luckily, no one saw me hit him. The rest of the fellas in the 
unit swore I was in the phone room when he ran to the guard, so 
I got away with that one. 

Even with his propensity to rat on every aspect of his despicable 
life, it was the fact that he was knowingly lying on the fellas in his 
crew that pissed me off enough to do something about it. 

Every day we would get the Chicago Tribune on our floor. One 
day there was an article about the Avery case. I was surprised to 
see that one of the defendants was represented by Bruce Burke, so 
I called him.

“I have been moved to the MCC. Can you come see me about 
something private?” 

He showed up and we were able to talk in the attorney visiting 
room without anyone monitoring us.

“Look Spark, there is a guy up on my floor who has no idea 
who is who. He is testifying on your guy Kennett.” 

The moment I mentioned Timmy Kennett, Bruce sat straight up 
in his chair and it was apparent that I had struck a nerve. It turned 
out Kennett was a good kid who really had nothing to do with the 
drug business. He had the misfortune of knowing the scumbags 
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who sold drugs. To make it worse, Timmy’s dad was in no position 
to pay the high priced fees needed for a lawyer to defend him on 
a federal drug charge. 

Now I had the ear of one of the most connected lawyers in the 
entire city and I was damn sure gonna try to stop Kennett from 
getting screwed by this asswipe. I was blunt with him.

“Look, I can’t very well tell the feds their guy is lying on the 
stand. What I can do, is funnel everything I know back to you. 
Then you can do whatever needs to be done.”

I could tell that he was all ears so I continued. 
“I hear that a guy named Esposito, who is prosecuting this case, 

is also gonna be the lead prosecutor in the case against an ex-copper 
named Manning. This is the case where I wore a wire to get the 
evidence needed to convict this cop. Weren’t you and Esposito trial 
partners when you were in the D.A.’s office?” 

Bruce looked at me, “How did you know that?” 
“C’mon Bruce, I didn’t hire you without doing some checking 

around. I know that you and Esposito are thick as thieves, so let’s 
talk about you and me.” 

“I will never need you to step into a courtroom on my behalf. 
What I do need is for you to negotiate my sentence reduction with 
the feds. With you so close to Esposito, who better to handle it?” 

Bruce told me, “No D.A. is going to cut you a deal until you 
testify in those murders.” 

“That could be at least another couple years for the lawyers to 
hash out all the courtroom bullshit. I will not put my life on the 
line any further unless this deal is set in stone with Esposito.” 

“I am going to see him about something else next week, so just 
hang tight and keep that cyclops, Bernardo Roen, away from him. 
Esposito hates Roen with a passion.” 
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“I’ll keep my thoughts about Anderson to myself and Bernie 
away from Esposito.” 

As the tedium of deciphering the tapes moved forward, I was 
spending more and more time with Rogers. 

During our breaks he would say, “Let’s go back to this page or 
that page.” 

Once we did, he would make it a point to tell me that the event 
we just transcribed did not actually happen that way. Rogers would 
then tell me, in detail, just exactly how various crimes had happened. 
It was clear to me that he was coaching me to repeat facts I had 
no knowledge of. After a few of these conversations I confronted 
him about it. On the tape, Manning had said a guy died a certain 
way. Rogers was making sure that I knew he was killed otherwise. 

I told Rogers, “Since I was not present when Pelligrino was 
killed, it is not my job to know the factual circumstances. All I 
know is what Steve Manning told me.”

“But you have to be able to testify to the facts of the event.”
This really pissed me off because he was telling me to testify 

about things I had no knowledge of. 
I said, “I wore the wire for you and now you want to tell me 

what to say under oath? I’m not about to be caught with my ass 
hanging out in the wind when a federal judge asks me why I testified 
about something I did not know about.” 

This was all Rogers had to hear. The next thing I knew I was on 
my way back to the MCC and he would not talk to me anymore. A 
full week passed before I was called back to the federal courthouse. 
This time when I was picked up it was agent Barry Smith who 
signed me out. 

“Where’s Rogers?” I asked. 
“He’s in trial so I’m here to get you.” 
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“Does this mean we are done with my cooperation?” 
Barry Smith was a seasoned guy and knew how to deflect.
He just said, “Gracie Robinson wants to see you.” 
As I walked in, I could feel the tension so thick you could cut 

it with a knife. 
I said, “Hey Gracie, what’s up?” 
Not a word, just a stare that could kill. 
Finally, she spoke, “Are we having problems?” 
“I don’t know if they are problems yet, but I am being coached 

to lie. I am not about to commit perjury in front of a federal judge.” 
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Chapter 30

The Fight Was On

It wasn’t two minutes after I was pulled from lockup that the fight 
was on with Gracie. First, I had to deal with her, then her boss. On 
up the food chain it went. I had to fight with the head of Organized 
Crime. He was a big deal in this building. 

I told him, “I am not looking for a fight; I am here to establish 
that Rogers is going way too far.”

It was apparent that the truth was no one’s goal here. The sole 
purpose of these up tight feds was all about nailing Steve Manning 
to the cross. The more I tried to water down the dissension, the 
more these people acted like dumb robots. 

After all the drama, I told Gracie, “I want one of my lawyers 
here.”

She handed me the phone.
Bruce answered and I said, “They want me to commit perjury. 

Can you come over?” 
He was there in minutes. He pulled me out of Gracie’s office 

and spoke to me like a football coach. 
“These people can make life very rough for you, so just don’t 

make any waves and let’s get out of here.” 
I did as Bruce suggested. I headed back to the MCC to cool off. 
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The case against Steve Manning in Kansas City was ramping 
up for trial. I was scheduled to fly there and testify about the fake 
family we had arranged in exchange for him killing my victim. 

I was meeting with the lead prosecutor from Missouri who 
had flown in to get me ready for trial. It was good to focus on the 
kidnapping and get away from the Chicago murder tapes. They 
were wearing me down with all the friction between us. 

The prosecutor was a nice guy who would spend an hour asking 
about my family, then actually listen to the answer. He was adamant 
that everything we would use had to come from either my wire or 
the recorder on Sylvia’s phone. 

By the time he left for Kansas City, I knew that Steve Manning 
did not stand a chance in the kidnapping case. I wondered what 
kind of time it carried. 

I was also scheduled to testify before a federal grand jury about 
my knowledge of the killing of Jimmy Pelligrino. Steve Manning 
was now aware that I had worn the wire. Gracie Robinson had 
made immediate arrangements to get Debbie far away from the city.

When I was called to see her after the blow-up, she gave me 
some news.

“I am moving Debbie to keep her safe.” 
“Where is she going?” 
“I won’t even know because it is the marshals that will have her.”
“When will she be going?” 
“She was moved last night.”
I just stood there staring as a sick feeling settled into my gut. 

Debbie was fearless when it came to handling things head on, but 
to just grab her in the middle of the night without warning was a 
lot for her to accept. 
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Then Gracie said, “I will get reports from the marshals, but they 
will not tell me or anyone else where she is. 

I stayed at the MCC for the next several months as the trial 
in Kansas City seemed to get delayed every week for one reason 
or another. I testified before the grand jury in Chicago and soon 
learned that Steve was indicted for killing Jimmy Pelligrino. This 
wasn’t surprising since a grand jury will indict a ham sandwich if a 
D.A. claims that it broke the law. 

Finally, I was about to get a break in the form of a resort getaway. 
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Chapter 31

Rat Hall Of Fame

A huge misconception is that the Federal Witness Protection 
Program is used only for people not incarcerated. In actuality, the 
witness is usually waiting to be released from custody. They do their 
time in one of three witness units operated by the federal prison 
system which is managed by the U.S. Marshals. These units are 
called witsec, which is short for witness security. On television, it is 
always portrayed that the FBI does the witness protection, but this 
is not the case. Once done with us, we seldom have contact with 
the FBI again. 

The most notorious rats in mob history, like Sammy the Bull 
and Phil Leonet, sat in these units and waited for their sweetheart 
deals to set them free. The units are the ultra-luxury resorts of the 
prison world. Thanks to wearing a wire against a mob hit man, I 
was now headed to one of these units. The Head U.S. Attorney in 
Chicago decided that I needed to go into witsec because too many 
people now wanted a piece of my hide. 

I was assigned a contact person in the witsec office in D.C. I 
only dealt with her whenever I needed to ask something. After she 
had asked me a few questions, she sprung the next surprise on me.

“How would you like to go to Phoenix and get out of that 
nasty MCC?”
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I had already heard the rumors about the Phoenix unit and 
how it was for organized crime witnesses. It had all of the fancy 
amenities that anyone would die for. 

I responded with, “Are you talking about the witsec unit?” 
“Yes, I want to move you to the unit while you go through your 

resentencing.” 
I still could not believe my ears because this place was the Ritz 

Carlton of the prison world with its putting greens and craft shops 
where they make alligator briefcases and silk screen art. 

Phoenix was the mob rat hall of fame, and I knew I would know 
most of the fellas there. 

I asked her, “When will I be going to this new place?” 
“The marshals are flying you to Kansas City. When you are 

done there, you will be taken straight to Phoenix.”
I could not believe what I was hearing. I still had one last 

question for her. 
“Where is Debbie, when will I be able to speak to her?”
“As long as you are an active witness, I cannot tell you where 

she is. But I will pass her any message you might have for her.” 
This cheered me up as she seemed willing to help out with the 

communication at least.
“If I write, will you pass my letter on to her?”
“I will be happy to.” 
As soon as I got off the phone with my contact in D.C., I called 

Gracie Robinson.
“Have you heard the news about me going to Phoenix yet?” 
“No, but that is a lot better than the MCC,” she said. “Is it 

what you want to do?” 
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“Yes, if it means I can get outside every day. Can I come to your 
office to say goodbye and pick up my personal things that I have 
over at Squad Nine?” 

“Okay, I’ll make arrangements for you to come over tomorrow.”
The following day Gracie did bring me over. We sat in her office 

eating pizza and just talking about the cases we each had coming 
up. The Adams and Anderson thing was still bothering me. I saw 
this as a chance to say something to Gracie about it.

“I can’t leave without telling you this and I know you are not 
gonna like it. Look, I know that you like Todd Adams and have 
gone out of your way to help him. The reality is that he has tutored 
Marky Anderson about every aspect of his testimony. If not for 
Adams helping Anderson lie, he would never be able to testify.” 

“Why are you telling me this now?” she asked. 
“Because just like the murder cases that Danny O’Hara bought 

out in front of Judge McKinley, these things are not right. You have 
told me over and over that it is about being honest in court. I wore 
a wire, so I am insulated with everything being right there on the 
tape. This scumbag Anderson just makes things up.” 

It was easy to see that Gracie did not want to hear this. Just like 
the blind eye they turned while I was getting laid in the electronics 
room, it was wrong. It was so out of control that someone had to 
do something before the house of cards came crashing down.

In a strange way I felt sorry for Gracie, she already knew that 
her witness pool was polluted in every way. I felt a sense of moral 
responsibility to tell her that the entire Todd Adams case was a 
sham. It was pissing off the witnesses who had risked their lives to 
help get the real truth told. 

As I was getting ready to head over to the electronics room 
to gather my personal effects, I took a long look at Gracie and 
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wondered how much longer she would live. When the door opened, 
one of the agents walked me out of her office, and once again I 
ended one chapter of my life and began another. 

The type of mayhem that permeates the Chicago jail scene is 
exactly why I could not wait to get to phoenix. I am sure other 
cities have their share of violence in jail, but I would bet none of 
them have the sheer disregard for life that exists within the walls of 
the Cook County jail and the MCC. It is the most violent world 
anyone could possibly imagine, and I was ready for a break. 
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Chapter 32

Deal Or No Deal

On a cold January morning, the marshals came to get me and I 
was headed off to my new life. We flew to Kansas City and then 
drove to a suburban police station where I would spend the night. 
Late that afternoon I was allowed to work out and take a shower. 
It was crazy to think that I was using the police facilities to do this. 
The next morning, after I had showered and eaten a real breakfast 
from one of the local home-style eateries, I was taken downtown 
to meet with the prosecutors.

We arrived at a federal courthouse in the dark of morning. The 
marshals took me up the elevator in the quiet building. I was led 
down a few hallways and into a nice looking office. Ray Rogers and 
Barry Smith were just outside the door along with the Missouri 
prosecutor. We all filed into the office and got comfortable, I asked, 
“Has my deal been hammered out yet for my resentencing?” 

Rogers spoke for the group, “No, I was told not until you finish 
with the Pelligrino testimony.”

I feared this might happen and I had been tutored on how to 
put a fly in the ointment by the other witnesses at the MCC. 

“You guys knew that if a complete deal had not been ironed out 
I was not gonna testify in this case. So why am I here?” 

The prosecutor from Kansas City spoke, “It is no one’s fault 
that the Chicago lawyers haven’t hammered it out yet. It isn’t fair 
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to take that out on us. So why don’t we prep and see what happens? 
There is a good possibility you will not be called to testify. We have 
a witness right here in Kansas City. Between her testimony and 
what you have recorded, I feel it is enough.” 

The feds were notorious for bleeding all the information out of 
a witness then screwing them. I could tell that the two FBI agents 
wanted to say something, but knew I would bite their heads off if 
they did. 

Fat Bernardo Roen had hammered away at the feds to get a deal 
done before I left for Missouri, but the feds didn’t care. I knew that 
my state burglary case was so unimportant to anyone that it would 
just take a phone call to make it vanish. 

I turned to Rogers and said, “We are done here. I’m going to 
have the marshals take me back to wherever they are keeping me.” 

I could see the concern on the faces of the three men in the 
room as I turned my back on them. The marshals took me to a 
different police station than the previous one. When I got there I 
was allowed to shower in the locker room the local coppers used. 
Again, I was brought a huge home-style meal and given a radio to 
listen to. Early the next morning, the marshal who had been with 
me since we left Chicago came in to talk.

He said, “We need to go back to the federal courthouse. There 
are some people that want to talk to you.” 

We headed off into the cold morning air. It felt good to be 
showered and moving so early in the day. Soon we arrived at the 
courthouse. The fragrance of BBQ cooking filled the air.

I asked the marshals, “Do you smell that BBQ?”
One of them said, “Yep, and I know just where it’s coming from.” 
“Is there any way we can have BBQ for breakfast?” I asked.
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One of them went off to find it while the other took me upstairs 
to meet whoever it was that wanted to see me. By the time I walked 
into the offices it was apparent that someone had called the folks 
back in Chicago because there were smiles all around the moment 
I walked through the door. 

The Kansas City prosecutor spoke first. “Gracie Robinson wants 
to speak with you. Do you want me to put you through or would 
you rather have something to eat first?” 

“No,” I said, “let’s get this bullshit out of the way. Call her and 
put her on the phone.”

Gracie Robinson’s voice came over the speakerphone.
Her first words were, “Tommy, are you causing problems down 

there?” 
“No, you want to pimp me out on this case without a deal. 

What the f--- is that?” 
Now Gracie began to soften up and spoke the words I needed 

to hear.
“I spoke to Ron O’Brian at the State Attorney’s office and he 

has agreed to reduce your sentence from 14 to 6 years, which means 
you will be free in a few months. I have also spoken with other 
jurisdictions about the charges against you. They also have agreed 
to drop any warrants. Is this okay with you?” 

I made it a point to ask her immediately, “Have you told this 
to Bernardo Roen or Bruce Burke yet?” 

She said, “No.” 
I got even madder as I said, “Then I suggest you get one of 

them on the phone via a three-way call or I’ll leave this office in 
five minutes.” 

She put me on hold for less than a minute.



206

Then I heard Bruce’s voice. “Hey shithead, are you being 
difficult for these people?” 

I was well aware that if Bruce didn’t curse at you, he didn’t like 
you. As the $10 grand did its job, I felt confident that we were in 
business. There was no doubt that it was Bruce who went behind 
the scenes and spoke to Esposito to arrange the sentence reduction. 
Now there was a light at the end of the tunnel. 

Bruce then told me, “Go screw Steve Manning’s world up for 
him, you have a good deal.

I prepped with the FBI and the prosecutor’s from Missouri and 
felt ready for the trial, which was to begin the next day. Early the 
following morning after showering and eating a light breakfast, the 
tedious wait began. Then the call came in and what happened next 
was right out of a Hollywood movie. 

After loading me into a van, there was a car in front and a car in 
back, with four agents in each car, escorting us to the courthouse. 
The two marshals in my nearly indestructible van had machine guns, 
and pistols on their hips. As we rolled up behind the courthouse 
there was a female marshal standing at the door in a long trench 
coat with a semiautomatic shotgun. 

The marshal who had driven the lead car jumped out with a 
machine gun across his chest and fell in front of me on the walk 
to the door. I was surrounded by enough firepower to take down a 
small armada. We strolled into the rear of the building like we were 
entering the O.K. Corral. We headed down a long hallway with 
armed marshals on each side of me and one behind. 

I was taken to a small room just off the courtroom. Every time 
the door opened I could see Angie on the stand in her pretty business 
suit. I wanted to say hello and ask how she had been treated, but 
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the marshals would not let anyone near me and I was eager to do 
what I had been prepped to do.

The lead prosecutor came in and said, “The trial is going so 
well, I don’t think we’ll need to put you on the stand. I’ll keep you 
here just in case we need you as a rebuttal witness.” 

After two more days of waiting, I was finally given the word that 
the case had just gone to the jury. The marshals took me to where 
I had left my things in the office of the courthouse, and then on 
to the airport for a flight to Phoenix. 
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Chapter 33 

Welcome To Paradise

As I rode in the back of the marshal’s car through the hot desert 
heat, I didn’t know what to expect. When we pulled up in front 
of the desolate place in the middle of nowhere, I thought, this 
resembles some auto repair shop in Tijuana; the outer walls were a 
dirty, white stucco. Even the small road to the front door looked 
like the driveway to a hillbilly trailer park. 

When we got out of the car into the blistering heat, I still had 
no idea what I might find inside. Was I ever surprised! 

The moment I entered the dilapidated looking building, I 
noticed the new carpeting under my feet and the brightly painted 
interior walls. There were middle-aged men wearing track suits, 
with Rolex watches on their wrists. They were eating Danish and 
drinking coffee. I was amazed to find out, that these were inmates.

I even saw a vending machine over near a state-of-the-art pool 
table. I wondered, Could it be that they are allowed to carry cash to 
buy snacks? I was whisked upstairs to a room by a man claiming to 
be a counselor.

He asked, “Who do you know that is already here?”
I had been warned by the El Rukns back at the MCC to say 

that I did not know anyone in the unit or I would be turned away. 
“I don’t know anyone,” I said. “I just came from state custody 

and I don’t know why I was sent here.”



210

This guy was no dummy. He knew that I had been prepped 
about to what to say. He handed me a Rolodex with photos on 
every index card.

“Look through these, tell me if you recognize anyone in these 
pictures.” He said.

As I flipped through the photos I recognized virtually every one 
of them. After flipping through the 30 or so pictures, I handed the 
Rolodex back to the counselor.

“Nope, I don’t see anyone I recognize,” I said.
About an hour later it seemed pretty clear that so long as I did 

not kick the shit out of anyone, I could do whatever I wanted. If I 
needed something, all I had to do was tell the staff and they made 
sure I got it. They knew that these inmates were putting away 
the worst of the worst, so we got whatever we wanted. Then the 
counselor told me something I had not thought about.

“You have to have a roommate until a single room opens up,” he 
explained. “You have a choice of two men. One is a drug smuggler 
and the other a banking executive.” 

I had a hunch that the banker was Stew the Jew, the guy from the 
Morrison trial a few years earlier, so I passed on his fat, whiny ass. 

I told the counselor, “I want to meet the dope runner.” 
“You made a wise choice,” he answered. “Let’s go get you some 

clothes and meet your new cell mate.” 
My new roommate was paged to the counselor’s office and when 

he showed up, he was soaking wet from being in the weight room. 
He looked like he had once been a gold miner before coming to jail.

He introduced himself, “Hey, I’m Jimmy Reams.”
I looked at this guy and wondered, what am I getting myself into?
“Do you smoke or snore?” was the only thing I cared about at 

this point.



GLENN PAINTER

211

He smiled and said, “I can fart the theme to Rocky if you want 
to hear it.”

I liked his easygoing sense of humor. When he said he was the 
lead cook in the kitchen I knew we could work out any minor issues 
that may come along. 

Then he asked, “You one of those New York wops?” 
“No. Do you see a lobotomy scar on my forehead?”
He thought that was funny and I could tell he would do for 

a roommate, so we headed off to see the rest of the place. As it 
turned out, Jimmy was one of the most interesting people I had 
ever met. He had made his money smuggling drugs and people out 
of Mexico. He didn’t have very good feelings toward the Italians 
from the big city. 

These guys in the complex kept busy with numerous amenities. 
There was a pottery section with a kiln and all the plaster a fella 
could want—to build a bridge over the wall? There was a leather 
shop with full alligator and iguana pelts being cut into custom 
shoes and briefcases.

It was more comfortable than the homes many of the staff 
lived in. To call it a jail was not a correct use of the word. I knew 
immediately that there had to be some animosity by the staff for 
the way these pampered prima donnas lived in exchange for telling 
the rest of the world what their lifelong friends had been doing 
behind the scenes.
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Chapter 34

Ritz Carlton For Rats

Shortly after arriving, I was watching one of my favorite shows on 
the boob tube, 60 Minutes. As the famous intro began with the 
ticking clock sound, the voice came on with, “Do you recognize this 
handsome college student? He fits right in at any Ivy League school and 
with his good looks could have any girlfriend he wants.”

Then a Huey attack helicopter comes floating up from behind 
the horizon and aims its weapons menacingly at the camera. The 
voice begins again, “This handsome man bought this same helicopter 
for Manual Noriega for his birthday and has one of his own. He also 
owns a private jet, several houses around the world and has more 
money than he can ever spend. But he did not get the money on Wall 
Street, he got it working as the finance mastermind for Noriega and 
his cocaine empire.” 

At the first commercial break, I leaned back in my chair so that 
I could see out of my open door into the dayroom area. There at 
the massive pool table was the man just profiled on 60 Minutes. 
At 39 years old, Frank Berman looked no more than 30. With a 
body like Michael Phelps, he certainly did not look like a drug 
empire mastermind.

I yelled to him, “Hey Frank, you’re on 60 Minutes. Do you 
want to come watch your piece on my TV?” 
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He put down his pool stick and walked to my door. When the 
show came back from commercial, the voice came over the air. 
“Frank has made millions in the drug import business,” the reporter 
said. Then the visual shot went to about a dozen headless bodies. 
The voice continued. “Frank killed two dozen people to earn the place 
he had within the cartel.” It was a little surreal to be there watching 
this with the same man sitting next to me. I soon learned, this guy 
was a genius. He was just “Frank” to me and we became friends 
and workout partners. 

As I waited for news about my resentencing back in Chicago, 
I spent my days preplanned to work out around the heat. It would 
often hit 114 degrees midday, so I would do all my running and 
hard cardio before the sun came up, then down a fresh fruit and 
protein smoothie. I would rest my body for 30 minutes, then 
head right back to the weight pile to do my heavy lifting. After a 
30-minute cool down, I would go to the kitchen and make fish or 
turkey with fresh veggies and a cup of brown rice. After dinner at 
4:00, I waited for the sun to set and then I would do heavy reps. 
Six days a week, doing the same thing, it did not take long before 
I was 220 pounds of muscle with 7% body fat. Despite not liking 
the insane heat every day, I was adjusting to the Phoenix routine. 

During the second month there, I received a letter from one of 
Debbie’s sisters. The moment I opened the envelope and looked 
at the handwriting I knew that Debbie had written the letter. She 
wrote that she was in Portland, Maine and was homesick in the 
worst way. She told me to call her sister in order to get her phone 
number. When I had her sister on the phone I asked her to make 
a three-way call.
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When Debbie answered, I asked, “Who loves you more than 
anything in the whole world?” This was one of our catch phrase 
questions we had for each other. 

She giggled like a school girl as she screamed, “You do!” 
She told me, “The marshals have been giving me $300 a month 

and I’ve been working to stay busy, so there are no problems for me.” 
“Hey, I thought you would want to know that Esposito and 

Bruce worked out a deal and I will be resentenced and out in a few 
months.”

“I can’t wait to see you,” she said.
“I will see you soon,” I said. “I love you.”
Esposito had taken over the lead role of prepping me for trial. 

He would be trying the case with the head of Organized Crime 
in the D.A.’s office, a round, jolly mick named Jon O’Brian. He 
gave me my own copies of the tapes so I could continue listening 
to them. Because my exercise ended once the sun got high in the 
sky, I would read the transcripts after my lunch and listen to the 
tapes to memorize every word. 

This proved to be a good thing because shortly before I left the 
witness unit I was part of a conference call with several prosecutors. 
When asked a question, I did not have to check my notes once, I 
had everything memorized. 

One day one of the marshals from the Phoenix area came to 
see me. He laid out a large map of the United States on a table and 
took out a magic marker. 

“Here, take this marker and cross off any state where you have 
either committed a crime or know another criminal.” 

My problem was that after marking everywhere I had broken 
the law or knew crooks, there weren’t too many places left to send 
me. I had made it clear that I was not about to live in the sticks 
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somewhere. The metropolitan areas around the country were our 
only options. After going through the map I had marked up, he 
gave me the news I was waiting to hear. 

“In about two weeks I am going to come here and pick you up. 
We will go to the airport early in the morning and you will fly to 
your new home, and then Debbie will join you.” 

The night before I was to leave the fellas that I hung out with 
on the unit asked me to come upstairs to the computer room where 
they had made food for us to snack on.

Once I came into the room, one of the old coppers from New 
York said, “We made you something to remember us by.”

He handed me a large wrapped box. I thought it was a gag gift, 
but I opened it politely. It was a black, hand-stitched, lizard-skin 
briefcase with beautiful gold buckles and inlays on it. The men 
in that room were genuinely glad I was gaining my freedom. I 
went to bed that night with my mind squarely on starting my new 
crime-free life. 



Part IX
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Chapter 35

Rolling In Money

My door popped open at 4:30 the next morning. The same 
counselor who had greeted me 8 months earlier was there to sign 
me out. He was a nice guy with a big, round, red face, made that 
way from too many years in the Phoenix sun.

He said, “I am glad it is you and not one of those shit bags 
from Philly.”

“That is why I stayed away from them as well,” I answered. 
“They’re loud and obnoxious.”

The marshal that picked me up, pulled over once we were out 
of earshot and handed me an envelope full of cash. 

“Here is $5,000 for now, and when you get to where you are 
going, your marshal will instruct you on your allowance.” 

I thought, holy shit, are you kidding me?’ 
I had stashed all of my money for the past 30 months. Between 

the drug money I received from my cousin and all the funds the 
feds were supplying, I had over 5 figures in pocket money. I had 
shipped my prison account to Fat Bernie to hold. I was free and in 
the best physical shape of my life and I was about to be dropped 
off at the gate to fly to Denver. I felt as ready for what was ahead 
as a man could be. Boy, was I wrong. 

The flight to Denver went great as I thought about where in 
Denver I would live. I had dated a girl from there in the early 80s, 
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so I knew the layout of the area. Sadly, once the plane touched 
down and I was on my way to the baggage claim, a man walked 
up to me and introduced himself as a marshal. 

“I am putting you on a plane to Houston.”
“Houston! Are you kidding me?” I said. “How do you people 

think I am ever gonna blend in with Texans? Don’t they execute 
the retarded there if they don’t vote straight Republican?”

I did not want to live in Texas under any circumstances, 
especially in Houston of all places. Everyone knows that it is the 
armpit of the world. As he walked me to a different terminal, I tried 
to remember what Frank Berman had told me about Houston, 
since he had grown up there. All that kept coming back was the 
old saying, “the only thing in Texas are steers and queers and I don’t 
see horns on their heads.” I did not want to live in Houston, but 
the plane was in the air—so here I go.

As I stepped off the plane, I could see him as if he were the only 
person in the terminal. His name was Perry Price, and he had a 
look of disdain plastered across his mug as he walked towards me.

“Are you Tommy?” He asked.
My thought was, No, I am f---ed.
Instead I answered, “Yes I am.”
I held out my hand as I had been taught to do. Rather than 

shake my hand, he just sneered at me without even pretending to 
be polite. He was tall and very skinny while I was 220 pounds of 
solid muscle. He made $60K a year and had to babysit guys like 
me and I had that much stashed away under my bedroom carpet. 
He did what he was told by a hundred bosses in his bureaucratic 
world, and I did whatever I wanted, whenever I felt like it. 
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This marriage was a train wreck waiting to happen and the 
tension was so thick you could cut it with a knife. When he finally 
did speak, the first words out of this jerk’s mouth were rude.

“We do things differently here in Texas,” he said.
He had me by the balls since I had just walked out of prison 

and was in no position to make waves yet. Rather than show him 
my true feelings I tried to be nonchalant. 

“Different than what?” I asked.
Once again, he opened his mouth only to have stupidity come 

rolling out.
“I know all about you,” he said. “You’re not going to come down 

here and pull your shit with me.”
I listened to him and thought to myself, just for that I am gonna 

be your biggest nightmare, but for now, I just want to eat and get laid.
When we reached baggage claim, I grabbed my luggage and we 

headed in silence toward the parking lot at the end of the concourse. 
After we got to the van, that obviously belonged to Uncle Sam, the 
jerk began to soften up a little. 

“There is a lot to do in the next few days, but first I’ll take you 
to your hotel,” he said. “Tomorrow we’ll get you a driver’s license 
and go shopping for a car so you can get around to look for an 
apartment. Are you going to be okay for tonight?”

Now we are getting somewhere I thought. Getting a driver’s 
license and my own transportation is like hitting the jackpot.

“I will be fine tonight,” I answered. “If the hotel has a pool I’ll 
swim for a while then listen to some tapes for the trial.” 

“Speaking of the trial,” he replied, “your prosecutors want to 
talk to you, so as soon as you are up to speed you’ll be flying out 
to meet with them.” 
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Now my brain was in overdrive as I realized that someone had 
told this country-fried idiot that I mattered to them. As we pulled 
up to the La Quinta Inn, he turned off the ignition and pulled out 
an envelope of cash. 

“Here is $500, plus another $40 a day for three days to feed 
yourself,” he said. “Don’t waste it on drugs or women because this 
is all you’ll get for a while. I’ll pick you up in the lobby at 10:00 
tomorrow morning,” 

With that, he started up his van and drove away. It was apparent 
that he disliked me and the feeling was mutual. I didn’t care about 
anything at that moment, except to get out of my clothes and take 
a hot shower. 

After showering and unpacking I was exhausted, so I lay down 
and fell asleep instantly. When I woke up I was surprised to see 
it was only 7:00 in the evening, but I felt refreshed and wanted 
something to eat. I walked across the highway and settled on a place 
with a sign that read: “Fresh Seafood.” I sat at the bar as I watched 
the people and just enjoyed being free. It was surreal to have eaten 
my breakfast in federal prison and now I was sitting in this joint as 
if I had never been away. I ate shrimp scampi and washed it down 
with a glass of Pinot Grigio.
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Chapter 36 

Texas Fried Moron

The next morning I woke up at 7:00 after sleeping 10 hours. I 
had a full three hours before I was to meet Perry in the lobby so he 
could take me to the driver’s license bureau. I went to the pool and 
swam laps for 40 minutes trying to figure out how to get around 
my marshal. Swimming laps in this pool was far better than where 
I had been 24 hours earlier and no “Texas Fried Moran” was going 
to take that joy from me. I finished my swim basking in the scent 
of chlorine and tourist piss. 

After showering, I still had time to get breakfast before heading 
to the mall across the street for some new clothes. I had spotted a 
Denny’s close by where I entered and grabbed a seat by the window. 
A very large woman waddled over to take my order.

“Do you know what you want?” she asked.
“Yes,” I answered. “I would like the biggest plate of cholesterol 

that you can find.”
She laughed as she wrote on her pad. It was finally nice to eat 

breakfast without a prison tray underneath. When I was done, I 
left the gal a twenty on the table and headed out to get some new 
duds. As I entered the mall, I saw all the standard crap stores that 
every mall has. I walked until I found a place that looked like they 
might carry name brand items. 
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I poked my head in the door and asked, “Is it okay to come in 
and spend some money?” 

The gal in the store said, “Come on in and take a look around.”
As she did her thing, I found a couple pairs of black slacks and 

a few sweaters. When I walked out of the fitting room to find a 
mirror, the gal was standing there waiting for me. “Do you play 
for the NFL?” she asked.

Caught off guard, I asked, “Who?” 
“You know, NFL, do you play football?” she said.
Still thinking this was an odd question, I turned to look in the 

mirror for the first time in two years. I had added so much muscle 
and eliminated all fat from my body; I could see why she would 
ask the question.

“No, I just work out a lot,” was all I could think of to tell her.
“Do you live in Houston?” she asked. 
“I do now.” I said.
“Where are you from?” she asked.
“Chicago,” I said.
“What brought you to Houston?” she asked. 
A plane I thought, but she was so pretty I replied, “Can you 

keep a secret?” 
She giggled, “Yes.”
I whispered, “I just got out of prison and I want a fresh start.” 
She started to laugh so hard I thought she would pass out. 
“Come on,” she said, “you did not just get out of prison.” 
“Think what you want,” I answered.
I paid for my new clothes and headed back to the hotel. By the 

time Perry arrived to pick me up, I had cut the tags off the clothes 
and hung them on the hotel hangers. I was now waiting for him 
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in my new black slacks, a black sweater and a black sports coat. It 
is what I wanted to wear to get my new driver’s license.

When I opened the door to the van he said, “You can’t run 
around town dressed like that.” 

“Like what?” I asked.
He shot back, “like you just stepped out of a mob movie.”
“This is how I dress,” I answered. “I don’t wear cutoffs or 

flip-flops, and you should be glad that I don’t run around looking 
like some hick.”

The word hick really hit a nerve with this puke and my first full 
day of freedom started with a monster fight between my babysitter 
and me. Finally, I had had enough.

“Whoever thought that I would be a good fit in Texas obviously 
did not think it through very well,” I began. “You know that I’m 
an active witness in a very important case. You also know that if I 
make a stink with witsec it won’t be me that gets his ass chewed. So 
how do you want to handle this?” 

He knew that I was right. It doesn’t matter what kind of shit a 
guy pulls when they are an active witness. The U.S. Attorney will 
do whatever’s necessary to keep him/her pristine in the eyes of the 
jury. This hick of an FBI agent knew that round one went to the 
guy in black and we were off to the DMV. 

After I got my new license, I said, “Now I need a car to get 
around.” 

“I can allow you $5,000 to buy a car,” he said, “If you want to 
spend more you have to pony up the difference.”

“Fair enough,” I answered as he handed me the money.
I looked around a few car lots until I found a newer Saab Turbo 

with leather and a decent paint job. I talked the place down by 
$1500 and bought the car. My babysitter was very happy I got it so 
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cheap. He wanted to have lunch, so I followed him to a cafeteria in 
my Saab Turbo. We sat down to eat and Perry began to soften a little.

“I did some reading up on you,” he said, “I guess you were not 
just some informant. You wore a wire against some dirty cop.”

Now it was my turn to talk, so I laid it all out for him.
I said, “The last place I want to be right now is in Texas, but 

I am stuck here until I testify. I will get a legal job and work the 
entire time. I will not touch drugs or get drunk. If you give me some 
leeway, I will stay off your radar screen. We can coexist despite my 
not liking you and vice versa. Does this sound like a deal to you?” 

He just nodded and said, “Sure.”
He also said, “You get $4,000 a month until you get on your feet. 

I’ll meet you every month with the money and see how you are doing. 
Meanwhile, here is my pager number, if you need anything, don’t 
hesitate to use it. Don’t let our differences stand in the way of that.”

I waited a moment and just to bust his balls I said, “Sure.” 
Once we finished eating, we walked to his van. He reached into 

his briefcase, took out a bank deposit bag and began counting out 
hundred dollar bills. He finished counting the money then turned 
to count it again into my hand.

I thought, If they’re gonna give me four grand a month, plus what 
I make at my legal job and what I’m still getting from my cousin’s drug 
business back in Chicago, I’m in good shape. Then came another 
surprise.

“I want you to hold off on the job search until we know when 
you will meet with your prosecutors, but you can start looking for 
an apartment,” he said.

“When will Debbie be allowed to come live with me?” I asked.
“In about two weeks we will have that all worked out.” He 

answered.
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Chapter 37

Shitsville USA

I drove my new car through the miserably hot and humid afternoon. 
Once I got to the hotel, I showered and changed into some light 
clothes. I headed across the street to the mall to grab a drink and look 
around. As I passed in front of the men’s store where I had bought 
my clothes earlier that morning, the manager stuck her head out. 

“Hey you. How are you today?’ she asked. “This morning you 
said you were new to Houston. Is that true?” 

“Yes, I got here yesterday,” I said. “Now I need to learn my way 
around town.”

“Well, I grew up here,” she answered. “Do you want a guide to 
show you around?” 

I looked at this woman who was in her mid-thirties and in great 
shape. Since Debbie wasn’t going to be here for a few weeks, what 
would it hurt to let this gal show me around? 

“Sure, what do you have in mind?” I said. 
She lit up like a Christmas tree as she answered, “Are you busy 

tonight?” 
“I haven’t planned anything yet,” I said, “What do you suggest?” 
“How about I pick you up after I get off,” she giggled, “We 

can drive around the city, then maybe get a drink or something?” 
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Although I felt a tiny bit guilty about taking advantage of the 
situation, I wanted the company. This gal was pretty and seemed 
too nice for her own good. 

“Sure,” I said, “What time do you have in mind?”
“Since I get off at 6:00,” she said, “how about I pick you up at 

8:00?” 
After buying some more clothes, I came out with a tour guide 

and a pretty girl to have dinner with. I headed back to the hotel 
to relax and take a nap. My wakeup call came at 7:00 so I had an 
hour to shower and dress for my tour of Shitsville, U.S.A. Before I 
got in the shower my phone rang. A voice came over the line with 
this twang accent that I hadn’t noticed before. Then I thought, she 
sounds just like Dolly Parton.

“Hey, baby,” she said, “I’m calling to make sure we’re still on 
for tonight and what should I wear?”

I assured her with, “Yes, we are still on and whatever makes 
you feel sexy.”

Now I could hear her voice go up an octave. 
“I bought a little black dress for tonight,” she said. “I’ll meet 

you in the lobby at 8:00. “Right on the mark at eight, in walks miss 
hot body. At work she was wearing a business suit that did little to 
showcase her curves and huge breasts. As she walked through the 
lobby, I was amazed at the way she looked. 

Her long, black hair was semi curled and hung loosely, well past 
her shoulders. Her face was aglow with a yearning to be treated 
well by a man. It was the little black dress, which hugged her like a 
glove, that set off the whole look. As she saw me and turned to get 
the space between us out of the way I held out my hand and said, 
“Don’t you clean up well?” 
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She beamed as we walked toward her car. Handing me her keys, 
she said, “You drive, I’ll give directions.”

As I put her car into gear and began to pull away, I asked, 
“Which direction?” 

She smiled at me and said, “Let’s go left so I can show you 
downtown.” 

We drove through the hot, sticky Houston night. She would 
point out various places with some stupid facts that seemed 
important to her. I began to notice there were no sidewalks for 
people to walk on, like there were in Chicago. On one street were 
three strip clubs, a bank, a school, a liquor store, and a church. 
Wow, I thought, this is a land of depravity that I liked even less than 
I did my marshal.

After driving around for about an hour, she suggested a small, 
quiet place to eat where we could talk. When I looked around, I 
noticed that the men were all wearing shorts and sandals.

“Why do all the men dress so casually here when they go out 
to eat?” I asked. 

“The women let them get away with it,” she answered. “We’re 
expected not to criticize.”

As we ate dinner she told me, “My ex-husband was abusive and 
all my sisters had abusive men in their lives.” 

I was beginning to see life in Houston. Work, drink, go to 
the strip clubs, then come home and slap the wife around. The 
conversation reminded me why I loved Chicago women and their 
smart-ass sense of humor.

After dinner, we went to her place and made love for a few 
hours. I wanted her to feel cared about. I had seen low self-esteem 
before, but she was the poster child for it. 
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For the next week and a half, we traveled around the greater 
Houston area looking at apartments and getting the lay of the land. 
In exchange for her help, I would take her to dinner or a movie and 
wind up back at the house she shared with her uptight roommate. I 
actually felt a sense of pity for this beautiful woman as I listened to 
her story of growing up in this misogynistic world, where the men 
treated women like shit. Had this woman grown up in Chicago, 
she would have been sitting on a gold mine and the men would 
line up for the chance to spend time with her.
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Chapter 38

Taxpayer’s Dime

I decided on a place in a quiet neighborhood in S.W. Houston, a 
complex that twists and turns over several acres of land where your 
neighbors can’t really see into your apartment. The rent is insanely 
cheap, 1800 square feet with two bedrooms and free parking for 
$600 a month.

This whole witness thing was costing the taxpayers a fortune. 
I mean, we were easily at more than 30 grand at this point. There 
are literally thousands of “witnesses” who have gotten on the 
stand and lied their asses off in exchange for a clean slate and all 
the money the D.A.s can throw at them. So far, the government 
has bought me brand new, leather furniture and state-of-the-art 
stereo equipment on the taxpayers’ dime, all under the banner of, 
“Tough on Crime.” What a crock of shit. So with my apartment fully 
furnished, I was set and ready to go look for a job, but first I had 
to meet my prosecutors.

Perry called and said, “I’ll let you know tomorrow which day 
I’ll pick you up. You will fly to at least two neutral zones, then on 
to your meeting. Be ready to spend the entire day on a plane.”

I asked him, “What is with all the cloak and dagger shit?” 
“We have never lost a witness before and we are not about to 

start with your unpredictable ass.” he answered.
Okay, that was rather to the point, I thought.
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He continued, “You will have a different name on each flight, 
so make sure you read your ticket to keep your identity intact.”

Great! I thought, not only am I about to fly to God knows where, 
but I will have to be Willie Lump-Lump while I do it. Now I understand 
why they never lost a witness. The bad guys get tired of chasing us all 
over the place trying to get a clean shot, so they just give up. 

The next day Perry called again. “Be ready to leave at 5:00 
tomorrow morning.”

“Really dude!” I said. “Why must we leave that early? Why can’t 
I travel at a normal hour like everyone else?” 

“I don’t make the travel itineraries,” he answered, “so be dressed 
and ready to walk out your door when I pull up at exactly 5:00 am”

I hung up with Perry dipshit and walked over to the rental office 
where a young receptionist was sitting at a desk typing.

I said, “Hi, I live in the complex and have a question.”
She stopped typing and smiled as she said, “I know who you 

are. I typed up your rental lease.” 
She seemed awfully perky for being stuck in this dead-end job. 
“Okay then, let’s start with this, what is your name?” I asked.
She never stopped smiling as she said, “I am Lisa.” 
“Okay Lisa, I am going out of town for a few days and I need 

someone to water my Fichus Trees. Do you know anyone who could 
do this if I pay them for the effort?”

She quickly answered, “I will do it for you, and you can trust 
me to lockup afterward and even turn your lights on in the evening 
to make it look like someone is home.” 

“Lisa, I think we have a deal,” I said. “I don’t want anyone to 
know where I went or how long I will be gone. Between you and 
me, it should only be a few days. I’ll leave watering instructions on 
my dining room table. Is that okay with you?” 
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“Sounds good to me,” she answered.
I reached into my pocket and looked for a twenty but realized 

that I only had hundred dollar bills. I figured she could use the coin, 
so I handed her a C-note, saying, “You better be a good house sitter.” 

She grabbed and held on to the money with both hands. I 
thanked her and headed back to my place to pack a bag and gather 
the tapes Esposito had sent me while I was in Phoenix. 

The next morning, just like clockwork, Perry’s van pulled up in 
front of my apartment at exactly 5:00 am. When I got into his van 
dressed in a suit and tie, he didn’t even say good morning.

He just glared at me and said, “You have to stop dressing that 
way.” 

I got pissed that he was already starting his shit that early in 
the morning.

I shot back, “Perhaps if you didn’t dress like a gay cowboy all the 
time, you might find that in the real world this is how men dress 
when getting on an airplane.” 

Bang! I might as well have called his mother a whore because I 
guess you don’t call cowboys fags. It hit a nerve with him. 

He screamed, “Don’t ever talk to me like that again!” 
I shot right back, “You started it, John Wayne.” 
Now he was so mad that spit was flying off his lip like a 

three-year-old that didn’t want to eat his whipped peas. On the 
inside I was getting so much satisfaction watching him have an 
aneurysm I couldn’t help but laugh. That was the last straw. He got 
out of the car, walked around to my side, and flung open the door. 

He screamed, “Get out!” 
I wondered, does this puke actually think he can kick me out of 

my government escort to the airport?
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I had to remind him who was in charge here so I said, “Do you 
really think witsec is gonna take kindly to your meltdown once I 
tell them that this shit happens all the time?” 

I could see his life flashing before his eyes as he slammed the 
door and walked back over to the driver’s side. I was still laughing 
as he put the van in reverse by mistake and we missed oncoming 
traffic by a hair. 

Hate has a funny way of disrupting concentration. I grew up 
in a violent city where surprises were around every corner, so it did 
not faze me to have a good argument every now and then. 

We finished the drive to the airport in total silence. When we 
arrived, he handed me a ticket and I hopped out without closing 
the car door. He began dialing his cell and I heard him ask for Ray 
Rogers. I smiled because I would bet my dick that he was calling 
to beat me to the punch. He wanted to get his version on record 
before I threw him under the bus.
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Chapter 39

Dog And Pony Show

My ticket was a two-stop flight to Cleveland. The flight to Cleveland 
became a flight to Louisville before I had to change airlines and fly 
into Minneapolis. I liked the marshal who met me and we made 
small talk as we walked to the parking facility. Once we were in the 
vehicle he said, “Your meeting is in the morning, so I’ll drop you 
off at the hotel. I’ll be back at 9:00 to pick you up.”

By now it was 5:00 in the afternoon and all I wanted to do was 
shower and relax for a while. I was pleased that the hotel had a pool 
and sauna for the guests. I dropped off my bags in the room and 
went to use the pool before going to find a restaurant. 

The next morning I went down to the lobby and grabbed some 
coffee. They had the Chicago Tribune there for the guests who were 
traveling from out of town. It was a day old, but still the best paper 
I had seen in a long time. I had coffee and a Danish while reading 
my favorite newspaper. After showering, I made it downstairs just 
in time to see the marshal’s SUV pull up in front of the entrance 
to the hotel. 

As we drove to the meeting, He asked me, “How are you getting 
along with Perry Price in Houston?” 

I was nervous to throw one marshal under the bus to another, 
so I just shrugged my shoulders and said, “I don’t know.”
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It surprised me when he said, “We have had other witnesses 
who felt the same.”

“Our initial meeting at the airport was not good at all,” I said, 
“he has been a dickhead about everything.”

He then gave me some great advice: “Take the money and stay 
away from him. If you would rather have a different marshal from 
the Houston office, I can arrange it for you.” 

What I did not tell him was that I fully enjoyed making this 
asshole’s life a living nightmare, so I was in no hurry to get rid of 
him. 

By now we were at least an hour away from the hotel. My 
marshal pulled off the highway and into the parking lot of another 
large hotel where we drove to the rear of the building. As we slowed 
to a stop, a large man with an earpiece stepped out of a car right 
next to where we had pulled in. He opened my door and pointed 
at the rear entrance of the building. 

My marshal said, “Follow me.”
As I stepped out of the SUV, a different large man stepped out of 

the back of the same car and fell in line right behind me. There was 
absolutely no one else in this entire parking lot, but these marshals 
were not messing around. They quickly walked me through the 
rear door of the building and into a service elevator. There were 
two large men in the elevator waiting , which made two behind 
and three in front of me. I was thinking, hope this elevator can take 
all this weight from these big goons.

When we reached the top floor of the hotel, the elevator opened 
and all seven of us walked quickly down the hallway where two 
more men stood waiting.

This shit was crazy. Here we are in the middle of nowhere and 
these people are spending this kind of money for security we simply do 
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not need. I carry a .357 everywhere I go, and that would have been 
enough security out here in the boondocks. I grew to learn the dog 
and pony show means a lot to these people. As I walked in, I was 
greeted by Ray Rogers and two other men that I could only guess 
were prosecutors of some type. 

The first one extended his hand and said, “Hello Tommy, I 
am Eddie Esposito and this is Ron O’Brian, the chief of criminal 
prosecutions in our office.” 

I thought, wow, they brought the big shot in for the trial. 
Something was either very right or very wrong with what they had 
heard on the transcribed tapes. When I looked at Esposito, I could 
not help but think he looked like Pierce Bronson—a good looking 
guy with a sense of calm confidence. 

The other guy was older and struck me as a career prosecutor 
who didn’t care if he had the right defendant so long as the case 
ended in a conviction. Cook County was full of these guys who 
had a reputation of convict at all costs, and this guy reeked of it. 
But, I wasn’t here to judge their moral fabric; I was here to see what 
they wanted. 

It didn’t take long to understand that O’Brian had one concern: 
make sure that, if he was going after a copper, he did not look bad in 
the media.

Esposito was reassuring to O’Brian, as he explained, “Dye and I 
have spoken enough over the phone and I am sure he is ready to go.”

This guy, O’Brian, was one step below the actual State’s 
Attorney. He was concerned about one thing, his image. He did 
not care who he was convicting or if they were actually guilty. All 
he cared about was not letting himself or his boss get bit in the ass. 
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I explained to him, “Having worn the wire, there is nothing to 
contradict my testimony as long as the courtroom D.A. does not 
wander too far from the tapes.

He seemed to like my attitude because after four hours of 
questioning me he decided it was time for lunch. 

He told the marshals, “We’re going to walk across the parking 
lot to Applebee’s for lunch.” 

One of the marshals made it clear, “I don’t like that idea one bit.”
O’Brian dismissed them and said, “We’re going to lunch.”
Rogers said, “I have a gun, we’ll be fine.”
We all headed down the elevator and out into the fresh air like 

school kids on a field trip with no supervision. It felt so awesome 
to be around real Chicago guys with their smart-ass sense of humor 
and fast thinking. 

As we had lunch I asked, “When are we going to trial?”
Esposito said, “I’m ready, but my trial partner is in the middle 

of something else. Once he’s done, we’re good to go.”
I then told Rogers, “I want to talk to Esposito and O’Brian 

alone when we get back to the hotel room.”
“Why?” he asked.
“I’ll explain when we’re alone,” I answered.
Back in the hotel room I asked Rogers, “Do you mind if I speak 

to Esposito and O’Brian alone for a few minutes?” 
“Okay,” he answered, “I need to go get a smoke anyway.”
Once I was sure Rogers was out of earshot I began. “You 

guys have mentioned your concerns about anything unexpected 
coming up. I have something you need to know. When I was at the 
MCC, I talked to Gracie Robinson about issues I did not approve 
of. I became aware that Todd Adams and Marky Anderson were 
committing perjury in their cases. I also talked to her at length 
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about how Danny O’Hara and Carl Bianacardo had paid off Judge 
Maloney to fix his murder case. If any of this comes up at trial, 
what do I do?’ 

O’Brian stood up and glared at me, “Why would you tell Gracie 
Robinson things like that?” 

“The inmates at the MCC are lying to save their own asses and 
that is wrong,” I answered. “I am not gonna get dragged into that net 
when the shit finally hits the fan. I wore a wire for you people and 
got evidence on tape, but I felt she needed to know what is going 
on. This has to come out because I don’t want to face a judge and 
be asked why I never reported this shit. Just so we are clear here, 
I wrote it all down and gave it to Gracie to cover myself. She has 
my written statements, but what do I say if this comes up at trial?” 

Esposito spoke up, “If anything comes up at trial that relates to 
the MCC, I will sidebar and make it go away. Just sit quietly until 
I resume the questioning. Do you understand?” 

I liked this Esposito and the way he operated. I just did not see 
how he and slick O’Brian ever worked together as trial partners. 
O’Brian was a pit bull kind of lawyer that would break people on 
the stand. Esposito was methodical and quiet. I was glad that it 
would be him leading me through my testimony. 

The marshals told us how the dog and pony show would go 
and we headed for the exit. 



Part X
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Chapter 40

Back To The Wild West

As John drove me to the airport, I had this gnawing feeling that I 
did not want to return to Houston. I hadn’t been there very long, 
but I hated every day, it just wasn’t my home. 

I told John, “I hate Houston.”
He said, “Me too.” 
Despite his confirmation, it was where I had been banished 

to serve out my purgatory, so I got on the plane heading for 
Shitsville, U.S.A. with a sense of optimism. When I landed, it was 
early evening and I was tired and wanted to unload my stuff and 
shower. The taxi pulled up to my apartment. I could see that my 
sliding glass door was open and more than a few lights were on. 
The thought entered my mind, Great, I get home and some dumbass 
is burglarizing it. When I entered my apartment, there lying on my 
bed with a glass of wine and talking on the phone was Lisa, the girl 
from the rental office. 

“Oh shit, she said, I will call you back.” 
I was too surprised to be mad, I just asked her, “You comfortable?”
As she jumped up and tried to straighten her clothes, I asked, 

“Did you at least water my plants? I’m too tired to be mad at you, 
but tell me, what are you doing in my bed, drinking my booze?” 



244

She blushed as she answered, “I didn’t think you would mind 
since you are so nice to me when you come in the office. Don’t 
you like me?” 

I asked her. “Do you mean like a crush or something?” 
She looked at her feet and said, “Yeah, I thought you wanted 

to hook up.” 
Now I was a little pissed. “Okay, get up and put your shoes 

on, you are no more than 24 years old, and I have a 31-year-old 
girlfriend who will not take this lightly if she finds out.” 

Now she looked like she was about to cry as she choked out the 
words, “I didn’t know you had a girlfriend, I am so sorry.” 

I felt a little bad about having made her feel guilty so I tried to 
defuse it. “I won’t tell her if you don’t, this will always be our little 
secret. Okay?”

She blushed again and gathered her things that were on my 
dining room table before waddling out into the night.

After the meeting with the Chicago prosecutors, it was time to 
start blending into the Houston scene. It all began with me getting 
a job. In Chicago I would often wake up and go for a walk before 
going to work. The sights and sounds of the city would put me in 
a good mood to begin my day. This shithole of a town offered none 
of that with its lack of sidewalks. 

I called my girl at the clothing store and asked “How about we 
get together for dinner over the weekend?’

I knew that once Debbie was here I was never gonna see her 
again. It was a shitty thing to do, but I used her to find out where 
the trendy places were around town. 

“Let’s go to someplace hot and trendy,” I said. “Does Houston 
have a new hot spot that everyone is talking about?” 
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“Let’s go to Sfuzzi,” she said. “Everyone is talking about that 
place right now.” 

I told her I would make reservations and call her back with the 
time and which night we would go. I got the address from the 411 
operator and headed over to check out the bar scene on that Friday 
night. As I pulled into the parking lot, I immediately saw a few 
Rolls and a couple of Ferraris. I parked in the rear of the building 
and walked around to the entrance where I could easily see through 
the door of the packed place. At the maître d’ stand, there were two 
managers and several beautiful hostesses.

The man at the podium looked up and asked me, “Are you 
here for dinner?”

“No, I am meeting someone. Can I wait at the bar?” I answered.
When the young man came to take my drink order, I slipped 

him a c-note and asked, “How is the dinner crowd in here?” 
He was a sharp kid and said, “It takes a few weeks to get a 

reservation, but I can get you a table right now if you want.” 
“No thanks,” I answered, “this is for the martini you are about 

to make me.”
He nodded his approval and set to mixing my martini. I sipped 

my drink and counted the people inside along with the bottles of 
wine at each table. A little math and I realized that the people who 
came here did not mind spending their money. When I got up to 
leave, I palmed the manager a twenty so he would remember me 
when I came in later to ask for a job. A few days later I went back 
to Sfuzzi just after the lunch crowd had thinned out. The same guy 
was at the podium that I had palmed a twenty. 

“Are you the operations manager?” I asked. 
“Yes,” he said, “my name is Albert. How can I help you?” 
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“I’m from Chicago,” I began, “I have worked as a waiter my 
entire adult life. I have moved to Houston because my girlfriend 
inherited a home here, and I need a job.” 

“Weren’t you at the bar the other night?” he asked.
“Yes sir,” I answered, “I wanted to see how your dining room 

flowed with a full house.” “Follow me,” he said, and walked toward 
the back.

We sat in the back of the dining room and talked for almost an 
hour discussing how to develop customer loyalty. Shortly into the 
conversation, I knew that he was going to hire me.

“When will you be able to start?” he asked.
“Give me a menu and I can be ready to go by tomorrow if you 

need me.” I answered.
He liked my aggressive style and I liked his sharp way of dealing 

with people. We shook hands to end our conversation. It turned 
out Albert was the only person I actually liked in this shithole town. 
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Chapter 41

A New Job – A New Life

I went home and called my marshal to tell him the good news. 
Rather than being happy, he was an asshole about it.

“Where are you going to work?” he rudely asked. 
“Sfuzzi over at the Post Oak Plaza, it’s a nice place,” I answered.
“Did I tell you that you could work there?” He said.
Was this guy crazy? Now he wanted to tell me where I could work?
“If you would rather, I can go find a couple drug dealers who 

need some muscle. Would you like that better?” I asked.
Click. The phone went dead. This dickhead was so power-struck 

that he would rather show me who was in charge than congratulate 
me on getting a job. 

Despite my conflict with Perry, I spent the entire night studying 
the menus for lunch and dinner. When I pulled up at my new job, 
there in the parking lot was my dickhead marshal, sitting in his 
gay-looking minivan. There were only a couple other cars in the 
lot, so I walked up to the driver’s side window. 

I tapped on his window and asked, “Are you gonna screw this 
up for me?”

“No, I just wanted to see what this place looked like,” he said. 
“You just wanted to see for yourself if I really work here. Why 

are you such a miserable piece of shit? Why don’t you relax and let 
me be successful?” 



248

He played God for the last time as he said, “I am responsible 
for you...” 

Before he could finish his sentence I cut him off, “No, you 
babysit me and give me money, so get the hell away from my job 
or I’m gonna report you to witsec for stalking me. They would hate 
to know that you have made sexual advances toward me that might 
even get your ass fired.” 

That hit the same nerve as calling him a gay cowboy. He didn’t 
even bother to roll up his window before he sped away without 
saying another word. 

The first day of training for my first legal job in three years 
progressed well. It was easy to see that I knew a lot more about 
Italian food and wine than the poor fella training me. Since the only 
legal job I had ever known was serving at the nicer places around 
Chicago, I knew a lot about the wines of France, Italy, and the U.S. 
This was vital to any good server because in every restaurant from 
Denny’s to Chez Penis, it isn’t the food that makes the check higher, 
it’s the booze and wine. A guest can only eat so much food, but a 
good server can increase that check if he knows how to sell wine. 
By the end of the night, it makes a huge difference in the money 
a server has in his pocket.

As this guy training me was just writing down whatever the 
guest asked for, I began suggesting wines that would go well with 
their food.

I asked my trainer, “Do you mind if I handle the wine during 
the lunch period?”

It could not have been any more obvious. If you looked out at 
the valet stand and all the expensive cars, these people could care 
less about what lunch cost. Within two hours after I took control of 
our wine sales, I had moved just over $1,000 worth of wine while 
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this guy watched in stunned amazement. When he counted out 
his tips, for the four-hour lunch shift, he had over $300 on a day 
that he would have been thankful to have $50. He went to turn 
in our sales report and Albert began smiling like a retarded kid at 
the helmet store.

He asked my trainer, “Did your trainee take you to school 
today?” 

The guy smiled and said, “I don’t know how it happened, it 
was crazy.” 

“Look at the valet stand. What do you see?” I asked. “Do you 
think a guy driving a Rolls Royce gives a crap about dropping three 
bills on a bottle of wine if he knows some broad is watching?” 

Now it was sinking in. Albert puts an arm around me and asked, 
“What is the most you ever sold on one shift?”

“I think I moved about $3,200 one night at the Eccentric during 
the holiday season.” I answered. 

He smiled and said, “I will give you a $500 bonus for the night 
if you sell $2,000 of my wine. I will also let you pick your days off.” 

This guy had a sense for business. He liked that I was good at 
separating people from their hard-earned money. We became instant 
friends and I liked working for him even if I did hate working a 
subservient job. 

When I started working there, I noticed that a lot of professional 
women came in for lunch or happy hour. The women would slip 
business cards in my vest as I served them. It was literally so easy 
to get laid while I was working at Sfuzzi that I was turning away 
more sex than I had ever gotten in my life. In the few weeks that I 
worked before Debbie got to Houston, I know I banged 15 women 
and 10 of them were married to filthy rich men who could easily 
afford to have me buried in the oil fields outside of town. 
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Houston may have sucked as a city, but if a man had any 
sense of confidence and some manners, getting laid was just 
too easy. I knew that Debbie was on the way, so I curbed the 
hookups and I was counting down the days until she flew in 
from Maine. 
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Chapter 42

Cocaine Capital

My heart raced as she stepped off the plane. She spotted me and 
smiled all the way across the room. I had not held her in my arms 
as a free man in almost three years. This woman could have any 
man she wanted, but she waited for me to come out of prison. Here 
she was, moving to the armpit of America so that we could spend 
the rest of our lives together. We made our way to the baggage 
claim and all I could do was stare at her and wonder how I had 
ever gotten so lucky. 

As we waited for her luggage, I asked, “Are you hungry?” 
“Do they have a good hot dog joint here? She asked. “I couldn’t 

find one in Portland.”
“No, this place has no character, kid. What else sounds good?” 

I asked.
She was all smiles as she said, “Let’s just go home, I want to see 

the place you picked out for us.” 
We drove through the vast wasteland that is greater metropolitan 

Houston.
She looked out the window and asked, “Is there a downtown 

here, or is it all strip malls?” 
“You’re not going to like it here,” I said. “There’s no place to 

ride your bike or walk for coffee.” 
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She was frowning as she looked out the window of the car and 
said, “Maybe we could ask witsec to relocate us. What do you think?” 

“Let’s give it six months,” I told her.” Then if we still don’t like 
it, we can ask about moving somewhere else.” 

When I pulled up to the gate entrance into our complex, she 
looked impressed and said, “This looks nice… do they have a pool?” 

“Yes, there is a pool, but it’s small.” 
“Can we drive to the ocean and swim there?”
“I’m not sure how far the Gulf of Mexico is, but we can go 

to Lake Austin,” I told her. “I met a friend in Phoenix who has a 
houseboat we could use.” 

For the first few weeks I would go to work while she putted 
around in my car. On my days off we would go shopping for things 
she wanted for the apartment. We knew that I had at least one trial 
coming up where I would have to travel for a few days. She wanted 
to find a job to keep herself busy while I was working dinner shifts 
and there was a Chicago investment group opening a new club, so 
she went in for an interview.

She asked me, “Do you mind my being a bartender or waitress?”
“It’s up to you,” I said, “but the moment these hicks start 

grabbing, I’ll put a stop to it.”
I had seen her in action when she was at her job in Chicago and 

knew she could handle herself around intoxicated people. 
Things were working out well in our new lives, but it was still 

difficult for us to adjust to the lack of culture in this place. We 
would drive to Dallas and stay at the Four Seasons for the weekend 
or fly to New Orleans and go to a jazz club. 

One day I was driving past the Mercedes dealership and saw a 
beautiful black E-Class sedan out front. I knew that between the 
$1,500 a week I was making, the $1,000 a week Perry Price was 
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giving me and the money Debbie made, I could afford almost any 
car I wanted. So I pulled in and worked out a deal with the sales 
manager before pulling out an hour later with a shiny new Mercedes.

Bad idea! 
Debbie and I were getting out of the car a few days later when 

up pulls marshal shit-for-brains. He did not hesitate to jump on the 
chance to go bitch-like. 

“I thought I told you to fly under the radar, what’s up with that 
car?” he yelled.

“What do you mean, what’s up with the car? I shot back. “I make 
ten grand a month; did you expect me to drive that Saab forever?” 

Then he said the wrong thing. “It doesn’t look right; I want 
you to get rid of it.” 

It was my turn to show him how we respect our women in 
Chicago and I unloaded on him with both barrels.

“Don’t you ever speak to me that way again in front of my girl,” 
I yelled again. “If you have a problem with me, let’s go around back 
and I’ll stomp your ass. C’mon, let’s go behind my building.” 

I guess he had never been threatened with an ass whipping before 
because his eyes got huge as he got back in his van and pulled away 
from where I was parked.

Debbie asked me, “Is he always such a dick?.”
“Yes, most of the time,” I said. “He doesn’t like that we make 

more money than he does and are happy together.”
By now the Christmas holiday season was about to kick in. One 

night, when Debbie was at work, several of the staff from Sfuzzi 
wanted to go out for a drink. They asked if I wanted to come along. 
There were about 20 of us as we rolled into a place where other 
servers went after work and we piled around two tables. We ordered 
our drinks and began to socialize. I was watching as people were 
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going to the bathroom in groups of two and three and were gone 
far too long to be taking a leak. 

I asked one of the gals, “What is going on in the restroom?” 
“Oh, we chipped in on a quarter ounce of blow and we’re having 

a good time tonight.” Now my business savvy was kicking in. I tried 
to figure out how many of them were actually doing the cocaine. I 
could plainly see that at least 12-15 were continually going to the 
restroom in groups of two or three. I was right back to my old self 
as I calculated the money to be made. Now, as my mind raced, I 
thought back to what Frank Berman had told me when we were 
in Phoenix: Houston has more cocaine come across the border into the 
U.S. than L.A. and Miami combined and it is dirt cheap. 

I kept my mouth shut and my eyes open as I watched my 
coworkers run back and forth to the restroom. I knew it was just 
a matter of time until they ran out and someone would show up 
to restock them. About 45 minutes after we had arrived at the bar, 
here he came. He was a clean-cut guy in nice clothes and he went 
straight to the back with the guy who had trained me. They made 
an exchange and then my trainer handed it off to a waiter who 
went straight to the restroom. As I watched the dealer leave, I took 
a good look so I would remember him. The next day after lunch, I 
approached the girl, Sharon, that I had talked to the night before.

“Why didn’t you guys ask me if I wanted to chip in last night?” 
I asked. 

“Look at you, a gym rat who works out all the time, we didn’t 
think it was your thing.” 

“You’re right. I don’t do drugs, but let me ask you this,” I replied. 
“How much do you make a week slinging food?” 

“I don’t know, maybe $500 if I have a good week,” she said. 
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“Okay then, if everyone is doing blow, why not make the profit 
from it and quit paying the street price every time you go out and 
want to party?” 

Her eyes were getting bigger, so I went in for the home run. 
“I have the money to buy in quantity,” I said. “We could slowly 

sell it off to our coworkers; just introduce me to your dealer and 
I will do the rest. If you get me in with him, I will make you my 
50/50 partner. You can easily make an extra $100 a week watching 
from the sideline.”

As the numbers floated through her cocaine-soaked brain, it 
was clear to see that every extra dollar went to partying. 

“How difficult is it for you to get this guy on the phone?” I asked.
“Oh, it’s easy, my roommate used to date him. Do you want 

me to call him now?” she excitedly asked.
This was working out better than I had planned so I continued, 

“Sure, tell him that you want a quarter ounce and when he shows 
up I will pay for it. So he won’t get upset with me here, just tell 
him I work with you.”

Fifteen minutes later this college-looking kid plopped down in 
the booth right next to me. Sharon introduced me as her coworker, 
which put him at ease immediately. 

“What is the damage for a quarter ounce?”
When he said $300 I almost choked. That is half what it would 

be in Chicago. Frank Berman had said since it comes in straight 
from the border, there are fewer people cutting it before it reaches 
Houston. 

I pulled out my money under the table, as I asked him, “Do you 
have a pager number in case I need to get together later?”

He wrote down the number as well as his cell phone number 
and slid it across the table. 
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Chapter 43

Back In The Drug Business

Once he left, I explained to my hung-over cutie how this was gonna 
work, “Listen to me very carefully. Above all else, the left hand shall 
never know what the right hand is doing. Do you understand what 
this means?” 

She nodded, so I continued, “Good. Here is how this will play 
out. If anyone asks you tonight about getting some blow, tell them 
that you have a few grams left from last night. If they want, you 
will sell it for $80 a gram. Then, come to me and I will give you 
whatever they want. You can handle the money. I’ll go now and 
break this up into eight grams and we will see how it goes tonight 
so that we can plan accordingly.” 

She seemed to understand and although I knew I would make 
virtually nothing on the deal, it was okay because I wanted to see 
how much product this girl could move in one night at our work. 
After dropping Sharon off, I drove around to the parking garage. 
When I reached the third floor, I opened the bag of cocaine and the 
scent of ammonia was so strong it made my head spin. In my hand 
were shiny mother-of-pearl rocks which obviously just came out of 
a kilo package that had zero cut on it. Tearing a laminated page out 
of a magazine, I folded it into a snow seal, which was the universal 
packet for cocaine lovers worldwide. Using only my eyesight and 
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knowledge, I separated it into eight packets. With them snug in 
my shirt pocket I then headed into my dinner shift. 

As I was setting up my tables, before a single guest arrived, 
Sharon walked up to me and said, “I need two grams right now 
and I might be back in a minute for more.”

I went to the bathroom and placed the two grams on the 
inside of a leather check presenter, this is what we put the check in 
before placing it on the table for the customer. It took this girl less 
than 20 minutes to sell all eight grams at $80 each. She now had 
$640 on my $300 investment in just over an hour. Sharon slid in 
next to me at the computer we used to order the food and drinks. 
She handed me the money and I counted out $300 for her as I 
whispered, “Nice job.” 

She kissed me on my neck and whispered, “You’re so awesome.” 
My next task was to talk privately to her and explain that this 

was our personal secret. The opportunity presented itself as we were 
wrapping up our shift later that night.It was just past 11:30 and 
we were the last two counting out our money to give the manager.

She asked me, “Do you want to come have a drink with me 
and my roommate?” 

“When can we get together?” I asked.
She laid the golden egg when she said, “She dances at Rick’s and 

wants me to stop by to see her when I get off. You wanna come?”
Rick’s Cabaret was the classiest of the strip clubs in Houston 

and it was where all the NFL and NBA players went when they 
were in town. It also had the most beautiful women in the stripper 
world. It was no secret that virtually every one of them was selling 
pussy if you could afford it. 

“Sure,” I quickly answered, “first I want to run by my place and 
take a quick shower and change clothes. Can I meet you there?” 
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Then she surprised me by asking, “Can I shower at your place 
too, and change into something I have in my car?” 

Now I am thinking, holy shit, if Debbie happens to come home 
early and catches this chick in our shower there will be hell to pay, but I 
didn’t want to pass up this chance to get my foot in the door so, against 
my better judgment, I said, “Sure.”

We agreed that she could come over, but we would be in and 
out in 15 minutes, so she followed me to my house. When she 
kicked off her work clothes and headed for my shower, I could see 
she was built like a Playboy centerfold with huge breasts, long legs 
and a perfect ass. She showered quickly and we were on our way 
to meet her roommate at Rick’s in no time. 

As I pulled my Mercedes into the valet, I had no idea what to 
expect. When we entered, it was obvious that this wasn’t a sleazy 
joint where weirdos hung out. The seats were all nice leather and 
the sound system was clearly very expensive. I had been to Vegas 
often enough to be desensitized to ass hanging out all over the place, 
but here it was like nothing I had ever seen. The sheer volume of 
beautiful women was mind boggling. We grabbed a seat in the 
corner and it wasn’t a minute before some naked gal came over and 
tried to start a conversation. 

I said “You’re beautiful, but this is a business thing. We aren’t 
staying long.” I told the stripper, as she left with my $40 to find 
Sharon’s roommate.”

I watched the stripper go to the bar and approach a tall brunette 
with shoulder-length hair and a shaved birthing canal. The brunette 
came around the bar in her high heels and I found myself unable 
to take my eyes off her as she walked toward us. She was dripping 
with raw sex and even more maintenance. Once she was 20 feet 
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away, Sharon stood up to greet her. When she reached the table, 
she hugged me as if we knew each other.

She leaned into my ear and said, “Sharon told me what you did 
for her today, you are so sweet.” 

I didn’t want to lose the business tone since she had brought it up 
so I responded with, “She earned it so it was the right thing to do.” 

Then it hit me. I saw a room full of strippers who would spend 
money if they were treated right.
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Chapter 44

Profitable Strippers

It is every dealer’s preference to stay away from strippers because 
they are all drama. I knew how to handle women like these, so I 
remained calm as I got right down to the numbers. “How much 
do the girls here like to get at one time?” I asked. 

She smiled and said, “Usually a gram at a time, so they don’t 
have to carry it around while they dance.” 

“Okay,” I said. “If we do this, I won’t hang around and make 
myself obvious. You can pick it up before you come to work and 
then we will get together later and settle up the money.” 

Since strippers are notorious rip-off artists, I was not about to 
leave too much of my investment at one time. Sharon wasn’t exactly 
hiding the fact that she wanted to hook up, so I played that angle.

“I will replenish you each week and we can settle up the 
following Friday,” I said. “While we’re at it, what is your name, 
since we were not properly introduced?” 

She smiled and said, “My real name is Samantha, but here my 
dance name is Roxy.” 

My mind did some quick math and I figured that I could easily 
move two ounces a day between Sfuzzi and Rick’s. At $80 per gram 
that was just over $4,400 I would gross on a $1,400 investment. 
Even if I gave them each $500 a day to do all the work, I was still 
making $2,000 each day for myself. 
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Debbie knew that I kept my schedule posted in the kitchen 
two weeks in advance so that we could plan our free time together. 
I had to figure out how I could pick up the product, weigh it out, 
split it up and deliver it without an excuse for being away from the 
house. Luckily, the trial in Chicago was getting closer.

I told Debbie, “I will be prepping at the federal courthouse 
downtown for the trial.”

This proved to be the perfect cover. The money was flying in so 
fast I was not about to turn my back on it. Little did I know, things 
would soon get out of control. It wasn’t long before Samantha called 
me one afternoon at work and asked if we could meet for a drink. 
When I got there, she was all alone in the corner waiting for me. 
With her tight jeans and sweater, sans bra, she really was stunning 
and as soon as I ordered a beer she began to talk. 

“I have a proposition for you. How many people do you have 
working for you right now?” she asked.

After wearing a wire, this question set off all kinds of red flags.
I shut her down with, “Why would you ask me something like 

that? I have no idea what you’re talking about.” 
She laughed and shot back, “Don’t be paranoid, silly, I want to 

make you some more money.”
Still cautious, I listened as she went on. “I know that you live 

with that cute girl that works at Drink, and I don’t care. One of 
the girls I am close with tends bar there and she wants to make 
some extra money. I told her that I knew someone that treats his 
people well.” 

This didn’t smell right, so I deflected. “Nope, I have no interest 
in meeting anyone else. If you think it is a good investment, then 
you have her work out of your product and pay her whatever you 
want. I can always bring you more weight each week to handle her.” 
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As I watched the light go on in Samantha’s head, it was becoming 
clear that she wasn’t the typical bimbo stripper paying for a cocaine 
habit. She had a shrewd business sense and I liked that about her. 

She asked me, “How much do I offer her if I take her in?” 
“It is easy math,” I said. “I make three times what I pay for the 

product. If I am giving you a third of the net, give her half of what 
you get from me. If she is moving an ounce at night, give her $250 
and you keep $250 just off her work. Does this make sense to you?” 

Her face lit up as the alcohol began to kick in, she asked, “How 
much do I have to make before you will come spend the weekend 
with me?” 

I looked at her and wondered if she was playing the same game 
with me that she used to separate her stripper clients from their 
coin, so I just ignored her question. 

“Keep your money straight and everything will take care of 
itself,” I told her.

As much as I wanted to bang this girl right then, I kept my dick 
from doing my business for me.

I asked her, “How much do you want to give the gal at Drink?” 
She thought for a moment and said, “I’ll give her an ounce and 

see how long it takes her to move it.” 
“Good, but remind her that if she screws it up, she is responsible 

for the retail cost, not the wholesale cost she is getting it for,” I warned.
Samantha had to pee, so I used the time to page my college 

kid with the product. My supplier called me right back on my cell 
phone and we agreed to meet a few minutes later since he was in the 
area. I walked Samantha to her car and drove to the next meeting. 
When we got settled in I suggested we eat something and I waited 
as he took his time figuring out what to do. 

“Are you okay today? You seem out of sorts.” I asked. 
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Chapter 45

Too Much Cash To Stash

He was a timid kid and I could barely hear him when he finally 
spoke up.

“I got to be honest with you, Tommy, you are buying up all my 
product at a cheaper price than I charge my bar customers. I am 
losing money by giving you what you ask for.”

I could see that my college kid was in over his head and I knew 
he needed some muscle behind him. 

“Look, here is something to think about. I have the capital to 
buy as much as your guy will sell you, so why don’t we be partners? 
It is apparent that you have a good connect, so let me drive your 
price down by buying more up front with my money.”

He didn’t seem happy about my suggestion, so I painted it a 
different way. “Take my money and go to your guy. Tell him you 
want two kilos and see what his price is. If it is less than eighteen 
grand per key, then buy it and you and I will split it up after that. 
And don’t you try to run off with my money, I have your phone 
number, which means I have your families too, so I don’t have to 
tell you how upset I would be after trusting you with my loot.” 

Now I saw the wheels turning in his head and he sat a little 
straighter in his seat as he said, “But this way I will be losing you 
as a buyer.” 
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“Yes, but I will have driven your cost down so far that you 
will have a much better bottom line even without me. Do you 
understand this?” 

He nodded and said, “Once I set this up, how do I reach you 
to get the money?” 

I just looked at the kid and said, “Duh, I work with Sharon at 
Sfuzzi, just come in and ask for my section and we can talk without 
anyone knowing what we are up to.” 

He smiled as it all settled into his limited brain, and I now had 
all the product I needed. Early the following morning I went to see 
Lisa, the gal at the rental office in my apartment complex.

“Good morning, cutie, how ya been?” I said.
“Great!” she answered, “how about you?” 
I asked, “Are we alone in here right now?” she nodded and I 

continued, “You want to make some money again? I need another 
apartment from your property management company, but in a 
different complex. Can you handle this for me?” 

She perked right up and said, “I know just the place, I live there 
myself, it’s over by the Galleria Mall.”

“Good” I said, “here’s $500, just for you. Get the papers ready 
for the other place. Call me on my cell when they’re ready and I’ll 
swing by and sign them and pick up the keys. Okay?”

She asked, “What size place do you need?”
“It doesn’t matter, I’m just gonna keep some business stuff there.”
That evening she left a message on my phone that she had a 

studio just down the hall from her apartment. I could swing by that 
complex on Saturday morning to pick up the keys. 

Just as all this was coming together, I caught another break. 
Debbie’s sister called and said that she wanted her to be in her 
wedding. Since I wanted to set up the stash apartment to look like 
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an office, I arranged for Debbie to fly to Milwaukee the following 
week to spend 10 days with her family. I was glad to have the chance 
to set up my new business venture. 

For the next ten days I was so busy I was losing track of time. I 
was picking up money from my marshal, Samantha at Rick’s, and 
trying to get the new place furnished before Debbie returned home. 

It had gotten so busy at Sfuzzi that I was working from 11:00 
every morning straight through until midnight, six days a week. 
The hours were so grueling that I did not have to deal with Perry 
Price unless it was over the phone. Even then it was just to return 
his messages about a phone conference with the Chicago D.A.s.

Meanwhile, Samantha had Debbie’s coworker bringing in more 
money than either of us had ever imaged. Every time I got away 
to go to the studio to split up the cocaine I had just picked up, 
I stashed another $4,000-$5,000 under the carpet in the closets. 
When it reached $40,000 I knew that I had to burn off some of 
the cash, so I surprised Debbie one Saturday afternoon.

“Hey, you have been back from your sister’s for a few weeks and 
we haven’t gone out for ice cream yet. You want to get some then 
run errands with me?” 

She was all for it, so I told her to grab her purse and we headed 
out. We stopped to grab an ice cream at a small place she liked. 
As we drove she had no idea what I had in mind. We pulled into 
the dealership where I had bought my Mercedes, and I asked her 
to go into the showroom while I parked my car. When she went 
in, I pulled around to the service entrance so she couldn’t see me 
come in. I entered through the service door and went to the sales 
manager’s office.

I explained, “I want Debbie to have a new car, but nothing too 
fast because she is a poor driver.”
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He said, “I have just the car.” 
We walked into the showroom and there she was, looking at 

the shiny cars on the showroom floor. The Sales Manager walked 
up to her.

“Are you Debbie?” he asked.
“Yes. Do I know you?” 
He was so cool about it as he said to her, “What’s your favorite 

color?” 
“I like the color red.”
“Great, I have something for you to see.” 
He walked her over to a crimson-colored, Volkswagen 

convertible and opened the door for her to climb in.
I said, “Do you like it, sweetheart?” 
“Yes. Is it mine?” she asked.
“Now it is.” I said. 
I turned to the Sales Manager and told him, “Bring the same 

color around for her while we do number crunching.” 
As the three of us walked to his office, she was squeezing my 

hand so tightly I thought she was gonna stop the blood flow. 
Someone radioed the sales boss that the car was in front of the 
showroom. The car jockey handed her the keys and as I watched 
her pull away from the curb, my mind was quietly saying, Please 
don’t crash this car before I sign the insurance waiver. She did fine as 
she pulled out into traffic, and I walked back to the office to sign 
the papers. I gave the sales manager $20,000 in cash and financed 
the other $6,000 just to strengthen my credit. 

By the time I got through Christmas, the drug business was 
out of control. I knew I had to pull back to let my name die down 
a little. Debbie had never caught on to my side business, and I 
wanted it to stay that way.
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Chapter 46

Pandora’s Box

I set up a meeting with Sharon, from work, and her hot roommate, 
Samantha, from Rick’s, to break the news to them. They asked if I 
would come over to their apartment. When I showed up, I realized 
I had made a fatal mistake. Both of them had been drinking before 
I got there, and both were buzzed when I walked in. I sat in their 
living room, which was now furnished with new leather furniture 
thanks to our business arrangement. 

“I have to use the restroom, I’ll be right back.” Samantha said.
A few minutes later she returned in a sheer, see-through teddy 

with no panties underneath. When she came back into the living 
room, she walked right up to me, straddled my lap and began to 
kiss me. Despite every possible warning light going off in my mind, 
I kissed her back and that was all it took. Sharon climbed on the 
couch next to us and began kissing my neck while I made out with 
her roommate. I got up to make sure the front door was locked, and 
from there we all made our way into Samantha’s bedroom where 
we made love for the next three hours. 

I had gone over there to slow down our drug business and instead 
opened up Pandora’s box. Now every time one of them was horny, 
they were all over my pager and cell phone until I acknowledged 
them and we hooked up. All through the holidays, I was banging 
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one or both of them, and this proved to be more time-consuming 
than the drug business. 

By now Debbie was asking questions about why I was always 
leaving the house without her. Although I felt like shit every time 
I was heading home, I just couldn’t help myself because these girls 
were just too beautiful to resist. 

Things got out of control one night just after the New Year 
when Samantha asked me to stop by. When I got there a friend 
who worked with Debbie was there too. The moment I walked in 
it was obvious that they wanted to hook up. 

The trial of Steve Manning for killing Jimmy Pelligrino was right 
around the corner. I had to call Esposito at least twice a week to get 
ready for my testimony. He was a very relaxed guy, which meant 
a lot to me after having met some very spastic prosecutors along 
the way. From talking to Gracie Robinson and Ray Rogers, I knew 
that the outcome would rest on my ability to convey to a jury all 
the crazy shit Steve Manning and I had talked about on the tapes.

I was so ready to get this trial behind me. When the call came 
in from Perry Price to be ready to go the following morning, I was 
ecstatic. One part of me was eager to pay my debt to the prosecutors 
for letting my ass out of jail, but there was another part of me that 
did not like what I was about to do. This was strictly business that 
I had prepared for. Then it all fell apart. Just as suddenly as the call 
to be ready came in, so did the call that same night saying that 
we were off again. It seemed the lawyers had to work out various 
motions that were still unresolved. Never one to exude patience, I 
decided to just relax and wait for the delay to be over.

Things had slowed down in my drug business, so I was spending 
more time with Debbie like a normal couple. We were even looking 
into possibly opening our own restaurant, and things seemed good 
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on all fronts. Then one afternoon that I didn’t have to work, I was 
heading into my gym when I bumped into Samantha. With her 
hair pulled back and no makeup, she was still very pretty.

I heard her voice. “If it isn’t the loyal boyfriend, how have you 
been?” 

“Good. How you been?” I answered. 
She stopped directly in my path, so a conversation was going 

to happen whether I wanted it or not.
She began, “I think about you sometimes and wonder how 

you’re doing.” 
This was good to hear, whether completely true or not, and I 

returned the sentiment.
“Yeah, I think of you whenever Sharon stops by to say hello.” 
“I have a different roommate now since Sharon met some 

douchebag and moved in with him. I am happy to tell you though 
that my rent is paid for the next year thanks to you. I don’t have to 
work extra shifts since I put away most of the money you helped 
me make.” 

As we were about to say our goodbyes she asked, “What are you 
doing with the other business? Are you still laying low?” 

I was not really interested in reopening that part of my life since 
things were so quiet and good at home, but I was curious why she 
asked me the question, so I returned the curiosity. “How about 
you, did you start working for someone else?” 

“I would get back into it, but only with you.” She answered. 
My mind began to race a little and I made the same critical 

mistake I had made with her before.
I asked her, “Whatcha doing tonight. You got plans?” 
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She looked right through me as she said, “I was going to go 
home and take a hot bath and masturbate. Why? Do you want to 
come by and help me?”

Like a dumbass, I responded, “I’ll follow you in my car.”
The moment we were alone, we began ripping each other’s 

clothes off and neither of us wanted to stop. When I woke up the 
next morning, I knew I was in trouble. I loved Debbie in ways I 
never dreamed possible, but Samantha was like being hooked on 
crack cocaine.

When I opened my front door at 5:30 the next morning, Debbie 
was sitting at our dining room table with a cup of coffee and the 
look of a woman about to emasculate me with guilt.

“Was it worth it?” she asked.
That was her only statement before getting up and going to 

shower. In my heart, I knew she was more hurt than pissed. I knew 
to wait until she was ready to talk before I tried cleaning anything 
up. Once she was out of the shower, I asked her if we could talk. She 
looked ready to cut my nuts off, but I knew she loved me enough to 
at least listen, so I tried to spin it as a business and nothing more. 

“Look, it is not another woman, but I have hidden something 
else from you and I need to come clean. I have been dealing cocaine 
through a couple people and after the thing with Charlie Ragland 
ripping our place at Presidential Towers apart, I didn’t want you 
to know. I have about 40 grand stashed and have been out of it 
for several months. Last night I had to do something to keep it in 
the past.” 

She softened and asked, “But you couldn’t call me? You knew 
I would be worried sick about you.” 

Now I had an opening, and I tried to play it down even more. 
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“I am too tired to argue, so if it is okay with you, can we just 
go to bed and talk about this later.” 

She walked over to me, put her head against my chest and we 
walked to the bedroom together. For the moment, all seemed quiet 
at home.



Part XI
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Chapter 47

Back To The Windy City

As I reviewed my files in the days leading up to my trip, I could 
remember everything as if it had all happened yesterday. I was ready 
for whatever Steve Manning’s lawyers had planned for me. There 
was nothing that could trip me up, so long as I paid attention and 
told the truth. I remembered every second I was with him in that 
godforsaken jail, whether his lawyers liked it or not. 

The trip was no different than any other with the marshals. Last 
minute warning to be ready, picked up at some insanely early hour, 
and then flights to everywhere imaginable before landing where 
the action was. I had packed two nice suits, plus the one I wore 
on the plane, and by the time I touched down I was running on 
sheer adrenaline. As I exited the plane, the first face I saw was none 
other than Paul Mendez, a marshal I had known since I was a kid. 

Paul and I had grown up close to one another on the city’s west 
side. He had made the most of his life as a big shot with the marshals. 
I had risen through the criminal ranks to be one of the most lucrative 
guys in my line of work. We shared a love for all things Chicago, 
especially sports related like the Bears and Bulls. I liked Paul and if 
not for our very different career choices, I could have seen my kids 
playing with his as they grew up in our neighborhood. 

Seeing Paul as I walked off the plane made me feel happy and 
safe because I trusted him more than any other marshal I had ever 
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met. As I walked toward him, I didn’t know that there were at least 
10-15 other U.S. Marshals stationed along our travel route. Every 
time I rounded a corner, another marshal would fall right in step 
with us. I was literally surrounded by them just like the secret service 
does with the president when he walks in public. 

As we hit the exit from the building, there were three unmarked 
cars directly in front of the exit with the motors running. Paul 
immediately got into the passenger seat of the middle car as one 
of the marshals took me by the shoulders and guided me into the 
rear seat of the same car. Within a nanosecond, the three cars were 
pulling out in unison into traffic like a rolling armada going to war 
and the dog and pony show was on. Once we were securely on the 
freeway, Paul leaned across the seat and looked back at me. 

“How ya been, kid? You look good.” 
“You look good yourself. How’s the family?” I asked. 
It felt really great to be around Chicago people again, even if 

one was a cop and the other now a rat. 
Paul asked, “How’s Debbie, does she like Houston?” 
I laughed, “Does anyone really like Houston?” 
He shook his head and knew that it was definitely not my kind 

of town. We made small talk as the driver got off the expressway at 
least a dozen times to make sure no one was following us. I asked 
him where he was keeping me while I was in town. 

“We’re down in Tinley Park, at least for tonight. Why, do you 
want something special to eat while you are here?” 

“I would love a beef sandwich from Rico Kennies, but I’m really 
more interested in where I’m staying.” 

He shot back quickly, “Don’t even think about sliding out to 
hit your old stomping grounds. You are a very hot target right now 
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and I’m going to make damn sure you stay bottled up while you 
are on my watch.” 

Shit, I really did have plans on giving them the slip just to see the 
city night life, but he had a valid point. If the wrong copper or bad guy 
saw me in town with this trial about to begin, it would not take long 
until I would be on a meat hook in the meat packing district. 

As we rolled through the far southern suburbs where Tinley 
Park is, I looked out the window and soaked up the feeling of being 
home. Once we pulled into the hotel parking lot, it was more of the 
dog and pony show. It took several marshals just to get me up the 
back stairs and into a hotel room filled with even more marshals. 
By the time I was situated, it felt like I had walked a parade for 
several hours.

I was up early the next morning and turned on the TV to listen 
to the news. It felt good to hear people who spoke like me rather 
than the southern twang of the Texas news people. I missed this 
city more than I could have imagined, however, for now it was just 
a step on the road to where my life was going. As I shaved, Paul 
opened the door between the two rooms.

He asked, “What would you like for breakfast?”
I responded, “Anything that comes from a corner mom and 

pop diner if that is okay.”
He smiled, “What, no diners in Houston?” 
“What do you think?” I laughed. 
A half hour later he was back with a bag of what I knew was 

pure cholesterol. I opened the bag and took out the Styrofoam tray. 
I ate alone and enjoyed every bit of my heart-clogging breakfast. I 
wished I could e-mail this exact feeling to Debbie, who also hated 
the lack of any inner city diners down in Shitsville as much as I did. 
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Paul stuck his head in again and said, “We’re rolling in exactly 
20 minutes, so be ready and use the restroom now, if you need to.” 

This meant that the marshals were, very likely, going to take 
the longest route possible to the courthouse. 

As I was putting on my tie, I wondered how awkward it would 
be to see Steve face-to-face after wearing the wire. As I looked in 
the mirror, I couldn’t help but think about the unfair advantage 
the prosecution was about to have in this stare down.

Here I was tan and fit, wearing a $3,000 Brioni suit and Bruno 
Magli shoes. Steve, no doubt, would be very pale after a few years 
of being in the county jails. He would be wearing the ill-fitting 
clothes the state makes the defendant wear, and his hair would be 
poorly cut, if cut at all. 

The slanted playing field of a criminal trial is so glaring, but 
well hidden by the prosecution as they take a page out of the 
Nixon-Kennedy debates. Every single prosecution witness will 
dress the same, hair back if they are women. The men will wear 
conservative two-button sports coats. I will be the exception since 
I don’t listen very well. 

For this charade, I cannot think too much about the disparity 
because, had I got caught with that wire hanging from my nuts, I 
would be as dead as Elvis. Now I must concentrate on those grueling 
weeks I spent with that thing strapped to my body. 
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Chapter 48 

Goons With Machine Guns

When Paul stuck his head back in, he had the biggest son of a 
bitch I had ever seen with him. This guy was twice the size of Mark 
Gatto and with his sports coat two sizes too small it made him look 
like Herman Munster with an ear piece. As instructed, I got right 
behind the big goon as we hit the stairs going out the rear of the 
building. I was very surprised to see four marshals in the stairwell 
with machine guns. When we exited the stairwell into the back 
parking lot, there were four more marshals with three separate cars. 
I got into the back seat of the middle car. 

As we sped away from the hotel, I wondered for a moment, 
have they gotten a tip that someone is gonna try to kill me? This was 
far more firepower than we had in Kansas City. I was too deep in 
thought to ask any questions; and instead sat quietly as I watched us 
travel through places I had once known like the back of my hand. 

All the melancholy faded as we pulled off the expressway onto 
California Avenue which led to the courthouse. The gang emblems 
spray painted on every building in this neighborhood were the 
same as when I was last here. I couldn’t help but notice the urban 
blight of this area of the city. The Mayor had tried to gentrify the 
southwest side by adding more mixed race housing, but it was still 
little Mexico and the gangs made sure every resident remembered it. 
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Paul turned to tell me, “When we hit 24th street, you need 
to duck down below the window line until the car stops and the 
door opens.” 

I hated doing this. But I hated the thought of getting a JFK 
welcome even more, so I did as I was told. When I felt the car 
stopping and the motor go dead, I raised my head and looked out 
to see a human hallway of four men on each side. I instinctively 
stepped out into the middle of the marshals as they walked quickly 
toward the rear door of the Criminal Court Building. These guys 
looked like mercenaries as they escorted me to the elevator. I could 
see past them to the rest of the people waiting for an elevator as 
they gawked at this parade of overkill. 

For a brief moment I wondered, how in the world did Hinkley 
get close enough to shoot ol’ Ronnie and injure James Brady with all 
of this kind of protection?

As we got off the elevator, to my surprise, there were even more 
marshals waiting to walk us into the courtroom. We walked in to 
see the huge courtroom completely empty of anyone else. This is 
one of the biggest courtrooms in the building with a huge, granite 
bench and cathedral windows. It was the same courtroom used in 
the movie “The Fugitive” starring Harrison Ford and was presided 
over by an Italian judge. 

I was whisked through the courtroom and into a rear office 
where I could see part of the courtroom. Once I was situated, Paul 
picked up the phone as if he owned the joint and called someone 
to tell them we were in place. The judge came walking past me, 
followed by a few bailiffs and the court reporter. I thought, could it 
be that Paul made the judge wait elsewhere while we strolled into his 
courtroom? This was crazy overkill. But it was their show, so I kicked 
back and soaked it all in. 
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About 10 minutes later I saw Eddie Esposito and Ron O’Brian 
stroll in with a rolling cart of files. I watched as they unloaded 
everything onto the prosecution’s table. The D.A.s always sit closer 
to the jury. Many times the prosecutors will place a newspaper right 
on their table in front of the jury with the headlines screaming 
negatives about the defendant. It is illegal, but with virtually every 
judge in America being an ex-D. A., they do nothing about it. I 
could hear the judge saying something to the courtroom.

Paul came to where I was sitting and asked, “You ready buddy?” 
I stood up, straightened my tie, and followed him out of the 

office into the courtroom. He stopped there for a moment and I 
happened to look to my right. There, next to the jury box was a 
courtroom sketch artist with several sheets of canvas and a box of 
colored charcoal. Then I looked past Paul and saw Steve Manning 
at the defense table with a grotesque looking man I presumed was 
his attorney. 

Paul looked over his shoulder at me and whispered, “Showtime.” 
I stepped out in front of the witness stand and Paul motioned 

for me to sit down. I climbed the two steps up and got seated in the 
most uncomfortable chair I had ever sat in. Once seated, I looked 
over at the jury and nodded ever so slightly as a way of saying good 
morning. Then I turned to face Steve and noticed immediately that 
he did not look back. I found this odd since he was such a confident 
guy by nature. He looked at everything in that room but me. Some 
of the jurors were watching the dynamics between us, so I stared 
right at him the entire time. Steve was well aware that I was about 
to do serious damage to him, but a sense of calm washed over me 
as the trial began. 
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Chapter 49

The Testimony

“Good morning ladies and gentlemen, as you can see, the witness 
has been brought in by the marshals, so we are ready to begin.” 

It was Judge Rossi and he sounded very different than he looked. 
He looked like a stern, old, grumpy asshole that drank, and yelled 
at his wife for things she didn’t do. His voice was slow and warm 
as he spoke to the jury. 

He looked at me, “Are you ready to begin, sir?” 
Wow, a judge, of all people, being nice to me. That was a shock 

to my morning. 
I was so surprised, I could barely say, “Yes sir.”
Then he dropped the bomb every judge hits the jury with, in 

one form or another, as they screw the defendant. 
“As you can see, there are several U.S. Marshals standing near 

the witness. This is not to influence the testimony he is about to 
give, nor are you to draw an inference from the marshals here today.” 

I am thinking, like they can ignore the goons with machine guns 
lurking at every empty space of this room and not hold it against the 
poor lump sitting at the defense table?

In this case, the story being told, before a word of testimony, 
is more vital than any damage I can ever do. They paint Manning 
out to be a monster. The saddest part of the whole dog and pony 
show is that the government is spending more to protect me than 
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the state of Illinois will spend on Manning’s defense. Unless you 
have O.J.’s money, you are convicted before a word is ever spoken 
at your trial. Meanwhile, as I looked at Steve’s lawyer, I knew he was 
screwed. The bailiff walked over and had me raise my right hand. 

He said, “Is the testimony you are about to give the truth, the 
whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help you God?” 

I absolutely hated this part because some people lie to protect 
their interests. At this moment, I have to pretend to care about what 
is true and what isn’t. In the deepest part of my heart, I wanted to 
blurt out, “Sure, why not?” 

Instead, I mumbled, “Yes.”
We moved on with the circus and the tension was palpable. 

As I watched the jury, I wondered what Esposito or O’Brian had 
told them about me during their opening argument; a lot is done 
during that time. As I waited for the questions to start, I could 
sense that several members of the jury were sizing me up. I hoped 
that I was not painted as a career criminal and would now have to 
prove myself by being extra articulate. 

Since I was called by the D.A. as their witness, I would be 
questioned by them first. This is called direct questioning as 
compared to the other side asking questions, known as cross- 
examination. In the case of The People of Illinois versus Steve 
Manning, I was the prosecutor’s witness and Edward Esposito was 
the one to lead me down the road of destruction. He laid out all 
the incriminating statements Steve made while I was wired up. 

“Good morning sir, how are you?” he began.
I answered in a slow voice, “I am well, thank you.” 
Esposito said, “Please state your name.”
“I have been instructed not to divulge my real name now that 

I have been placed in witness protection.” I answered.
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Now the jurors were sitting on the edge of their seats and they 
knew they were about to get to the good stuff.

He asked, “Sir, did you come to the FBI or District Attorney’s 
office looking to make a deal?” 

I looked dead at Steve as I responded, “No, sir, I did not.” 
Esposito went on, “How was it then that you came to be a 

witness in this case?” 
“I was recruited by the FBI.” I answered.
Bang—now the jury was really up and paying attention. 
“Did you ask the FBI to help you, if you were a witness in this 

or any other case?” he continued.
“No, sir,” I said. “I did not even know there was any help 

available to me if I did this.” 
I saw several of the jurors write in their notepads as I waited for 

the next question. Esposito had told me the importance of bringing 
out my criminal history before the other side did, so I was ready 
for the embarrassing series of questions that came next. 

“Sir, were you convicted of robbery in 1978?” he said.
“Yes, sir, I was.” 
He continued, “Have you spent time in prison before because 

of any of your convictions?”
“Yes, sir, I have,” I said. “I was sentenced to 4 years for a 

burglary.”
“Were you convicted of unlawful use of a firearm, notably a 

.357 Magnum?” he asked.
“Yes, sir, I was.” 
This went on for 20 minutes as Esposito went through each 

and every crime I had ever been convicted of. I knew that once my 
criminal history was asked and answered, the defense could not dig 
through them again. 
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Esposito walked toward the judge and loudly asked, “Your 
honor, I would like to have the headphones passed out to the jury 
now, so they can hear for themselves what Steve Manning told the 
world about his crimes.” 

An objection should have come from Steve’s lawyer, but nothing 
came from their table. As the bailiff passed out the headphones, I 
was preparing my mind to hear the same tapes I had transcribed 2 ½ 
years earlier. They were as vivid in my memory as if the conversations 
took place yesterday. 
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Chapter 50

Defense Meltdown

Esposito began by asking, “Tommy, did I give you a copy of the 
written transcripts we will be using today?”

This caught me off guard. I said, “No, sir, but I don’t think I 
will need it, I remember everything we spoke about.

I caught a couple of the jurors nodding as if they approved of 
my memory. Esposito handed me some papers with typed print 
on them. As I scanned the text, it seemed confusing. It was not in 
the same order as the actual conversations and I wondered, why is 
it like this? 

Then Esposito turned to the jury, “Please turn to page eighty 
of the transcript.” 

He played a snippet of conversation from that page of the text 
so the jury could hear it through their headphones. It became 
clear right away that he had gone through and picked out all the 
statements about violence, including the sounds of the kid getting 
his hand crushed in the doorway. Hearing the kid screaming, I 
knew the jury heard it too. This was gonna be impossible to erase 
from their memories as I described the scene. 

For the better part of a full day the jurors were forced to listen 
to the static-riddled tapes of two crooks talking about crime, but 
there was a short gap in the tape that did not include the actual 
murder. That is where my testimony came in. I had to explain what 
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had happened and what was told to me. Finally, the judge could 
see they had heard enough; he recessed for the day.

The next morning it began all over again with the tapes and the 
tedium of trying to make out what was being said. Finally, after a 
few hours of the tapes, Esposito saw the body language of the jurors.

“Ladies and gentlemen, please remove your headsets for now.”
He turned to me and asked, “Can you describe the walk down 

the tier on B-3 where you and Steve were housed?”
I tried to explain the exact setting. He stopped me and 

approached the judge. “I would like to ask the witness to step down 
off the stand, so he can show us how it happened when Manning 
confessed to killing Mr. Pelligrino.” 

To my surprise, there was still no objection by Manning’s lawyer. 
The judge said, “Please step down and approach Mr. Esposito.” 
As the judge requested, I stood up, slid off my sports coat, 

and walked directly toward Steve. I had to pass him to get to 
the prosecution table. There was less than two feet between us. I 
hesitated for a split second to see if he would look at me—He would 
not even look. I thought to myself, you coward. Got no balls, huh? 

While asking me questions, we reenacted the moment that Steve 
pinned my arm behind my back and said, “Just like when I killed 
Pelligrino.” I could see every single juror as they had pushed their 
bodies to the edge of their chairs to see every nuance. 

Esposito played the role of Steve. “Is this the way it happened?”
“Yes, sir.”
“How did you get out of the arm hold Steve had placed on you?”
I twisted away, rose to my feet, and continued to walk, just like 

it had happened on the tier that day. Once the reenactment was 
over Judge Rossi asked me to return to the witness stand.

Esposito continued.
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“Did he tell you how he got rid of Mr. Pelligrino’s body?”
“He said that he bound his wrists and ankles with duct tape, 

put the head in a plastic bag, covered it with a towel, and wrapped 
the entire body in canvas. He also put chemicals on the body to 
accelerate decomposition. He then dumped the body in the Des 
Plaines River.”

The questioning continued for another half hour or so. I felt 
pretty confident that we had gotten as much of the story out as 
we could.

Finally, Esposito said, “I have no further questions for the 
witness.” 

Now it was Steve’s lawyer’s turn and I was ready for him. 
Mr. Raymond C. Brown got up to introduce himself as the 

man responsible for defending Steve the Monster. It was a foregone 
conclusion that he would be the villain in this trial. He did 
absolutely nothing to turn that opinion around, from the moment 
he opened his mouth. Wherever they found this guy, being a lawyer 
was just not his calling.

He looked like a freak from the circus; an adaptation of Mick 
Jagger in a Picasso sort of way. With his ill-fitting clothes, he looked 
out of place at this venue. I was well rested and both he and Manning 
looked ragged and unkempt. This led to the conclusion that this guy 
was out of his league. He opened his cross-examination by being 
a complete dick, so I returned the same. For whatever reason, this 
clown decided that he wanted to go right back to my convictions.

His first question to me was, “Have you ever been convicted 
of any crime?”

Ron O’Brian bellowed out, “Objection, asked and answered.” 
The judge replied, “Sustained.”
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Then, as if he were making some brilliant strategic move, he 
asked another question regarding my past.

“What were you convicted of in 1978?”
Mr. O’Brian again bellowed out, “Objection, asked and 

answered. Your Honor, a sidebar please.”
The judge replied, “You and the defense counsel may approach.”
Mr. O’Brian began, “Your Honor, The people brought out Mr. 

Dye’s entire criminal past before the court and jury. The people shall 
hereby stipulate that Mr. Dye’s past convictions are put on record, 
unless Mr. Brown has new information regarding a past conviction 
that was missed by the state.”

It was easy to see that Judge Rossi was getting pissed at him for 
wasting everyone’s time.

” I agree with the people. Bringing up the witness’s past 
convictions again is a waste of time. Therefore, I shall order that 
the objection is sustained and allow the people’s request for a 
stipulation. Now move on.” 

Finally, after another question, regarding my past, I didn’t give 
Ron O’Brian enough time to object. 

I shot back, “What does any of this have to do with the fact 
that Steve killed Jimmy Pelligrino?” 

Steve’s lawyer had a complete meltdown right there in front of the 
jury. He literally ran to the bench and objected to my answer, but 
the damage had been done. More than half the jury nodded their 
heads the moment I asked the question, which told me that I had 
just said what they were all thinking. 

Finally, Judge Rossi turned and admonished me for what I had 
said.

“Just answer the questions.”
“Yes, sir.” 
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Steve’s lawyer kept me on the stand for several more hours as he 
tried to shake my credibility. He began going over and over the fact 
that I had used fake IDs for many of my arrests. The jury was smart 
enough to understand, that guys who break the law do it in any way 
they can to not get caught. The more this dumbass hammered away 
at my having several driver’s licenses, the more the jury understood 
that he had nothing else in his arsenal to get around Steve’s voice 
saying how he would kill some innocent person. 

At one point, I wanted to stop the whole charade and tell this 
idiot to ask me whether the FBI or prosecutors had ever asked me 
to lie about anything. I mean, it was going horribly for Steve. His 
lawyer was either too stupid or too disinterested to do a decent job 
of defending his client. The craziest part was that he didn’t even 
bother to attack the tapes or how they were transcribed. There was 
a whole world of wrongdoing he could have gotten out of me had 
he thought to ask the right questions. He wasn’t going to get there 
if he had a month of me on the stand. In all, I think the defense 
questioning lasted about seven hours and not a single thing of value 
ever came out. By the time that Judge Rossi said I was free to leave, 
I could tell by the jurors’ body language that Steve was toast. 

As I got off the witness stand and was sandwiched in between 
two of my marshal escort out of the courtroom, a woman in her 
40s reached out and grabbed my arm. 

As I looked down at her, she said: “Thank you.” 
I could not break stride, so I could not respond to her, but it 

did not take a lot of thought to realize that the woman was Jimmy 
Pelligrino’s wife. 

It was amazing, with all the overkill of security the marshals go 
through, this tiny little woman could just reach out and grab me like 
that. I could feel her pain as she had to listen to how her husband 
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had been murdered in the name of money. I may be a crook and a 
womanizer, but I feel for people who have been robbed of a loved 
one. 

A caravan of marshals took me to a different hotel where I 
stayed holed up for the rest of the week in case I was needed to 
rebut someone’s testimony. I waited another three days for word 
from the trial. 

Finally, on Friday afternoon, we got the call from Esposito that 
the trial had wrapped and the jury was being instructed.

The following day, after a few hours of deliberation, the jury 
sent out a note stating that deliberations were over. The marshals 
agreed to take me back to the courthouse to hear the results of my 
very long ordeal.

The judge asked the jury, “Ladies and gentlemen, have you 
reached a verdict?”

The foreman stood up, “Yes, your honor we have.”
After the judge looked at the verdict, it was handed back to the 

foreman to read.
“Please read the verdict.”
“On count 4 of illegal use of a firearm, we find the defendant—

Guilty.”
“On count 3 of Armed Robbery, we find the defendant—Guilty.”
“On count 2 of Aggravated Assault, we find the defendant—

Guilty.”
“On count 1 of First-Degree Murder, we find the defendant—

Guilty.” 
Judge Rossi said, “Ladies and gentlemen of the jury. Thank you 

for your service, you are now free to leave.” 
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He turned and addressed Mr. Manning, “You are to be returned 
to the Cook County jail and your sentencing will take place in six 
weeks. The court is dismissed.” 

It was time to leave, so Paul called the Washington, D.C. travel 
office to have a ticket waiting for me at the airport. While he was 
on the phone, I thought about Ray Rogers and his unrelenting 
attempts to get me to testify to things I had not actually heard 
from Manning. I thought about how Steve’s lawyer could have 
questioned me about whether I was coached or not by the FBI. 
At least I had my memory and the tapes of exactly what Steve had 
told me in order to give an honest testimony. I also thought how a 
different line of questioning by an effective defense attorney could 
have blown this case wide open for Manning. I was jolted out of 
my thoughts by the sound of Paul’s voice.

“Your reservations are all set,” he said. “The plane tickets will 
be waiting at the check-in counter.”

As I flew back to Houston with stops in Atlanta and Denver, I 
tried to sleep, but was just too wound up to relax. All I could think 
of was the cluster f--- of business that would be waiting for me. I 
knew it was time for me to slow down my drug business and try 
to get rid of some of the unsavory broads that I was involved with.

I later received word from Esposito that Steve had been sentenced 
to death. I was not expecting that type of sentence as it was unknown 
to me that the death penalty was even on the table. Had I known 
about this, I probably would not have worn the wire or testified. 
I am very much against the death penalty. Anyway, it is done and 
there is nothing I can do about it now.

To date, Steve Manning is the only cop to ever receive a death 
sentence in the U.S.
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Epilogue

As for the characters in this story, the two most infamous have 
taken quite different turns.

Ron O’Brian, the dirty D.A. turned appellate judge, died in 
2015 in his office while gorging himself. He went quietly without 
ever having to be held accountable for the many lives he ruined.

Steve Manning, on the other hand, just couldn’t help himself. 
A new trial was ordered by a federal judge because of technical 
violations. I refused to testify at the second trial which caused his 
ultimate release from death row. Manning is now serving life in 
prison. This, of course, is another story.

Fat Bernardo Roen, the larger-than-life lawyer who handled 
all negations with the FBI, passed away as well. What he lacked in 
charm, he more than made up for in the compassion and genuine 
concern he held for his clients. He was a true legal warrior who 
would rather spit in the face of convention than ever compromise 
his standards. His shoes will be too large to ever be filled. 

Bruce Burke continues to run a successful law firm in the 
Chicago area while Eddie Esposito is now a Circuit Court Judge.

Ken Flaxman continues with his law and practice in Chicago 
and is one of the few lawyers I have ever met with a sense of right 
and wrong.

As for me, I am incarcerated in California after being charged 
with the burglary of my own residence. I am suffering from cancer 
which has resulted in the loss of my eyesight and I have suffered 
through multiple surgeries and chemotherapy. I continue to watch 
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the voters dismantle California’s archaic 3-strikes law, one issue at 
a time, and work on everything I can to prepare me for when it is 
my turn to have a piece taken from my bizarre sentence. This is 
also another story. 

The End



To Be Continued

Watch For The

SEQUEL

“Wired II”
(Three Strikes You’re Out)

(An FBI Story)

COMING SOON
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