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	ACT ONE

	THE CHICAGO TYPEWRITER

	South side of Chicago, July 9th, 1932.

	Down at the docks just off Lake Michigan was a prime location to conduct business. During the day it saw a fair share of foot traffic with the endless supply of crates and merchandise from the import and export businesses. After dusk when the employees had gone home to their families, the docks became a ghost town. The sound of water hitting across the piers and the strange noises that lurked throughout the area was enough to make a grown man feel uncomfortable.

	Parked up along the empty docks were several black Studebakers. Just near them was a walking path that led to one of the warehouses down below. The lights inside could be seen from the vehicles. With the troubled times between rival gangs and the police, the last surviving threats to society were left with little room to pursue their agendas. Even the bigger fish in the city were becoming paranoid that they would become the next victims of their enemies or busted by the flatfoots that roamed the night.

	To keep from getting caught red handed with illegal activity or becoming cut down in their prime, the last chance for the local crime bosses was to rub out their competition before the police got to them. Everyone was afraid that somebody had answers to questions that would eventually have them sent up for hard time. To keep from becoming just another number in a small cell, the criminals set out to tie up loose ends before the dicks could get wise to their plans. The streets had eyes on them. Nothing was secret anymore. It was time for them to punch out for good and they knew it. They needed to move fast in order to stay alive.

	The problem was that you no longer knew who to trust or just how far someone would go to keep from getting caught.

	Just near where the loading docks had started at the beginning of the property a vehicle slowly approached and stopped behind the other parked cars. The driver shut the engine off just before flicking his cigarette outside the window. He let out a soft sigh and nodded while reaching up to point at the cars in front of them, “They actually showed up. They must be feeling brave.”

	The passenger smirked, “Or perhaps they’re just stupid.”

	Sitting in the back seat was their boss. He was a local crime boss that went by the name Ominous. He sat there quietly for a moment before straightening his tie and spoke to his driver, “This is our time Panama.” He leaned forward and placed his hand on the shoulder of the passenger, “Jersey, you know what to do.”

	Jersey nodded, “Yes boss.”

	Panama opened his car door, “We’ll get this done quick. They won’t know what hit them.”

	Jersey stepped out and opened the back door for their boss. When he exited the vehicle, he turned to watch his men pull out two Tommy guns from the back seats. He gave them a nod, “You remember what we discussed right boys?”

	Jersey rested the weapon across his left shoulder, “Of course. We’ll do you proud. We always do.”

	Panama came out from around the car and joined them out in front. They stood there staring at the vehicles that were parked just ahead, “There’s got to be at least five of six of them in there.”

	Ominous walked out ahead of his men and they followed him down towards the warehouse. As they slowly approached, his men separated in different directions as their boss continued towards the side door. He

	stopped and reached out to bang his fist across it. After taking a step back he waited a moment until it swung open. Ominous stood there calmly and locked eyes with a man he thought he’d never see again in his life. He shook his head with a smile, “It’s been a long time Cadillac. How you been?”

	The man raised out his hand showing a pistol, “I’d be much better if you didn’t give me any trouble.”

	Ominous put his arms out so the man could frisk him. When he was finished, he asked, “May I enter?”

	Cadillac stepped aside and let him walk inside the warehouse. Immediately he saw a table sitting in the center of the room with several chairs. A man sat there in a grey suit and fedora staring at Ominous with cold eyes from a distance. He approached the table and stopped to pull out a chair but remained standing behind it. Ominous addressed his enemy, “You won’t ever change Shorty.” He scanned his surroundings, “All your business is conducted here. It wouldn’t be hard to kill you if someone had beef.”

	Shorty was one of the longtime rivals Ominous and his crew couldn’t kill off. Because of the times getting more complicated Shorty believed a truce could help save them all. Shorty knew not to trust him but in desperate times even the greatest of men had little choice. Shorty reached out to point at the chair and ordered, “Sit down.”

	Ominous took his seat while three armed men came around the corner behind their boss and stopped to give him an unpleasant stare down. Ominous interlocked his hands and calmly spoke, “I thought you said come alone.”

	Shorty nodded, “I did say that.”

	Ominous raised his eyebrows in wonder, “You have four armed men with you in total. Care to tell me why?”

	Shorty leaned forward, “Because I don’t trust you.” “That’s fair enough but now I don’t trust you.”

	Shorty leaned back in his chair, “Let’s get on with the meeting. It sickens me to be this close to you.”

	Ominous reminded him, “This meeting was something you arranged. It wasn’t my idea to have a truce.”

	“So, are you backing out already?”

	Ominous answered, “Not at all. We’ll need the extra help with Tracy out there.”

	Shorty slammed his fist across the table, “Tracy?!”

	“He’s become a problem for us all. I know how you feel.”

	Shorty sat there deep in thought about how much trouble they were having because of the police, “Dick Tracy has seen his last days. I’m not concerning myself with him anymore, not alone anyway.” He pointed to Ominous, “You’re joined at my hip from now on. With our men combined we’ll able to take back the streets.”

	Ominous laughed, “You think it’ll be that easy?! It sounds like you’ve been spooked Shorty!” He glanced at his bodyguards, “Do, you honestly think Tracy will be a sap and walk into whatever trap you have for him? He’s smarter than that.”

	Shorty was confident, “We can take him.”

	“Don’t get too comfortable with this position. You have more faith in your hoodlums than you should have. They’ll be tipping a few back and miss their mark because of it. Before you know it, Tracy will have bracelets slapped on them, or perhaps they’ll all be toe tagged. At that moment you’ll fly the coop trying to save yourself from what’s coming. I don’t care how much iron you’re wearing. If you want to go for Tracy, you’ll need an army to back you up.”

	Shorty agreed, “That’s right. That’s why you’re here.” He stood up for his crew, “But my guys are good shooters. Don’t underestimate them Ominous.”

	He glanced at them and noticed that an old friend was one of his bodyguards, “How you doing Grisly?”

	The man that he was referring to was an old member of his crew that joined Shorty when he was offered more money. The reason why they called him Grisly was because of the many pockmarks in his face. Grisly stepped forward to confront him, “I might be the only one in the room that approves of this situation. It’s good to have you at our mercy.”

	Ominous replied, “You must be at the wrong meeting Grisly because this is about a truce. It’s too bad you left my crew. I would’ve given you more gravy if I knew it meant that much to you.”

	Grisly stepped back, “It’s too late for that.”

	Shorty smiled, “That’s what happens when you don’t respect the help, Ominous.”

	He didn’t disagree with them, “Money makes the world go round.” He decided to get personal, “I’m sure you never saw this day coming. Shorty the “Livewire” has reached the end of his rope. You want help from the man that you’ve been trying to kill for years.”

	Shorty warned him, “Nobody calls me Livewire anymore. The last person that did was given a pair of cement shoes.”

	Ominous nodded, “My point exactly. You have a real nasty attitude. It’s said that no man sees you get mad twice and lives to tell the tail, hence Livewire.”

	Shorty held his temper, “We all know Tracy got help with taking out Big Boy Caprice and his crew.” He tried to wrap his mind around it, “Some stool pigeon helped Tracy bring him to his knees. Luckily for

	us, I have enough case dough to hire a button man to punch out our problem.”

	Ominous disagreed, “Hiring a professional hit man won’t be enough to stop Tracy. He’ll see it coming.”

	Shorty shrugged his shoulders, “It’s better than us sitting here and doing nothing about him.”

	Ominous had some ideas of his own, “I think now is the time to wait.”

	Shorty growled in anger. He took a moment to cool down, “I’m not waiting for him to come crashing through our doors.”

	Ominous reminded him, “Big Boy Caprice and the others are no longer in the picture. We don’t need to worry about local gangs. Tracy is our only problem. If we just take a moment to let things die down, we’ll have a chance to come up with a real solution to our problem. Attacking now would be expected. It’s only been two months since Big Boy Caprice’s been killed.”

	Shorty wasn’t sure what to do. He was all over the place. He reached up to loosen his tie, “The man just won’t stop. He keeps coming at us.”

	Ominous nodded, “I heard you lost some men that got involved with the fight against Tracy and Big Boy Caprice.”

	Shorty wasn’t happy about it, “They didn’t listen to me. I gave them orders not to get involved.”

	Ominous sighed, “It wasn’t you’re finest hour.” He gave him a moment to think over his mistakes before asking, “So what exactly are you wanting from me? I’m sure it doesn’t end at a truce. Somebody has to be in charge when we join as one.”

	Shorty rubbed his hands together, “Finally we’re getting somewhere.” “I’m sure flipping a coin wouldn’t be acceptable.”

	 

	
Shorty told him, “We have more men than you. So, I think it would be only fair for the boss to be me.” He pointed to Ominous, “Unless you abject.”

	He answered, “You know I do.”

	Shorty crossed his arms, “And what’s stopping me from killing you right now if you don’t agree?”

	“Nothing, if that’s what you have to do.”

	Shorty leaned forward, “I hate you. I want you dead, but I would prefer us to kill Tracy. When it’s over we can go back to being enemies.”

	Ominous felt the same way about him, “I agree.”

	Shorty turned to his men, “You see, even the great Ominous knows when to give up.”

	He watched the men laugh. Ominous gave them their moment before looking above at a catwalk that his two men were quietly walking across. He then asked Shorty, “Do you know when to give up?”

	Shorty stopped laughing and focused on his enemy, “What do you mean?”

	Ominous turned to point at Cadillac, “Come join your friends. I’m sure you’d like to hear what I have to say.”

	Shorty wasn’t sure where he was going with this, “What’s your angle?”

	When the men were all grouped together Ominous pointed to the top of the catwalk, “Allow me to enlighten you.”

	Shorty looked up and cried out, “I knew you couldn’t be trusted!” He banged his fist across the table and reached out to try and grab him.

	Ominous jumped out of the chair and backed up, “I suggest you tell your men to drop their weapons.”

	Grisly glanced up at the bodyguards, “We can take them.”

	Shorty spat on the floor, “Don’t be a sap.” He hesitated for a moment before giving out his orders, “Drop your guns.”

	Ominous watched them put their weapons on the ground. He crossed his arms, “That’s good gentlemen.”

	Shorty remained strong, “What are you planning on doing?”

	He answered his question, “Tracy isn’t someone, I fear. That’s your weakness and not mine. I want to be number one. I can’t do that if you’re in my way. I have a few others I’ll also need to take care of.”

	Shorty filled in the blanks, “So you accepted our meeting just so you could double cross us? You have no honor.”

	Ominous took a few steps back, “Don’t be upset with me Livewire.

	You’ll have plenty of company as soon as I’m finished.”

	Shorty put his hands out and spat in his direction, “You’ll burn for this!”

	Ominous glanced up and gave Panama and Jersey a nod. They aimed down at the men and riddled their bodies full of holes. Over one hundred rounds had been shot into them. When they were finished, they took a step back and watched Ominous stand there with a grin, “Leave their bodies here for Tracy to find. He’ll get the message.”

	July 11th.

	It was just another busy morning at the precinct. The private office on the second floor that read the name “Dick Tracy” was more than just a name. He was the finest officer in the building. With no fear of evildoers

	and the courage to fight through the eye of the storm, Tracy quickly made a name for himself on the force. He was more than a legend. He felt others gave him more praise than he deserved but along with hard work and dedication it wouldn’t take long for someone to be of his stature.

	Tracy sat behind his desk wearing his black suit with a vest on top of a white shirt. His suit jacket rested alongside his yellow trench coat and fedora. He stared intently at the headlines of the morning newspaper with a look of shock at what had been discovered down at the docks. Tracy sighed and said out loud to himself, “The Chicago typewriter.” He took a quick glance at his office door and saw through the glass as someone was quickly approaching. He stood up with the paper in his hand saying, “Come on in Chief!”

	When the door opened a heavyset man entered his officer and stopped at his desk to have a word with him. He glanced at the newspaper in his hand, “The earth just shattered.”
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