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This time, Case wasn’t going to send me out against a mad-dog killer with a rookie; I 
demanded that Case come himself. But why was he so pleased about it? 

 

STAKEOUT 

 

by Don De Boe 
 

HE PANEL in the door had the 
name Lieutenant Case scripted 
across it, and underneath the name 

two more words said Robbery Detail. I 
opened the door and stepped into the 
room. 

Lieutenant Case was sitting behind his 
desk, and I stood silently waiting for him 
to speak. His small, close-cropped head 
came up and I saw behind the smile on his 
face. Case’s smile wasn’t one of 
enjoyment, but rather a distortion of his 
facial muscles, revealing his thoughts. 

“I’m sending you after Raglan,” he 
said slowly, in his high, whining voice. 

I’ve got my share of guts, but the name 
Raglan made my body tense momentarily. 
Raglan was a deliberate, cold-blooded 
killer, who kept himself high with the jab 
of a needle. The papers were headlining 
his last foray against the public; he had 
held up a bank and gotten away with two 
hundred grand. It wasn’t the money the 
papers screamed about, it was the three 
people Raglan had killed making good his 
escape. 

I knew Case’s hate for me was a 
definite reality. I tried to catch his beady 
eyes, but he constantly shifted around, 
avoiding my gaze. I saw his fat lips pull 

back over his tobacco-stained teeth in a 
tight smile. He shoved a paper across the 
desk toward me. 

“Here’s where Raglan’s hiding,” he 
said. “Take Joe Moore and go get him.”  

The reason for Case’s smile was 
evident to me now. Moore was a rookie 
and not worth a damn against a killer such 
as Raglan. My lips compressed to a thin 
line as I glared at Case. His plan was a real 
cutie; he was trying to put me in the 
middle. I could refuse the assignment but 
only by having the accusation of being 
yellow hurled at me. 

I felt the urge to reach out and slam my 
fist in Case’s face, but I didn’t. This 
vindictive attitude of Case’s had been the 
same for years. All the chance-taking jobs 
he had assigned to me in the past flashed 
before my eyes; my lips curled as I stared 
down at him. “You’re a gutless wonder, 
Case,” I said slowly, “But I didn’t think 
you’d try a thing like this.”  

His beady eyes searched my face. 
“Meaning what?” he demanded testily. 

“I’m not going for your phony tricks 
any more, Case,” I replied; “this time I’m 
asking you to come along.”  

Case pushed his fat body back in the 
chair. A cold, malevolent smile crept 
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across his face. I could almost feel he had 
anticipated my asking him to come along. 
I should have been wise right then, but I 
wasn’t. 

He came to his feet. “Check us out, 
Darby,” he smirked. “I’ve been waiting for 
something like this.” 

 
 WALL OF mutual silence separated 
us as we drove to Raglan’s hideout. I 

had no respect for Case as a man, and little 
more for the way he ran his office. 

We set up our stakeout in a small 
clump of trees, not too far from the house 
where Raglan was hiding. The door to the 
house was closed, but there was a car 
parked in the driveway. I knew Raglan for 
a killer, who had nothing to lose and 
everything to gain; I knew he was merely 
waiting for the cover of darkness to make 
good his escape. 

The darkness was closing in around us 
as I glanced sideways at Case and caught 
the expression on his face. A faint smile 
wrinkled his fat cheeks and he seemed 
almost happy with the way things were 
going. I didn’t like it; he had agreed to 
come with me far too easily. 

I fingered the badge in my coat pocket. 
It was worn smooth with my years of 
service on the Force. A badge is a funny 
thing; it effects different men in different 
ways. For most of us, our badges were 
something to be proud of, something we 
had earned the hard way. But for a very 
few a badge was a shield of authority to 
hide behind; Case was that kind. 

He didn’t rate the badge he wore. It 
was his kind the reporters took savage 
delight in exposing when they did 
something crooked; it was his kind that 
destroyed all the heroic things that good 
cops had done in the past. 

The compassion in me began to come 
to the surface, and I felt sorry for Case as a 
coward who was trying to fill a man’s 

shoes. Then the pity in me turned to cold 
anger as I remembered how he had tried to 
frame me on this assignment. 

My thoughts wandered back into the 
past while we waited silently for Raglan’ 
to emerge from the house. Being a cop 
wasn’t an easy job at its best; it was a 
thankless one in many respects. 

I saw Case’s weak chin begin to 
tremble as our deadline on Raglan grew 
closer. I was engrossed in my thoughts and 
when Case nudged me I hardly noticed it. 

“He’s coming out, Darby!” he 
whispered. “You circle around and get 
him, I’ll cover you from the rear.” 

 
 STARTED toward Raglan, 
contemptuous of the cowardice Case 

was displaying. I edged in close to the 
killer, until we were less than thirty feet 
apart. Case’s whereabouts didn’t bother 
me now; my job was to capture or kill 
Raglan—not to worry about a coward who 
was cringing in my footsteps. 

Raglan was moving slowly in the 
darker shadows near the house. He was 
wary, with the alertness of a hunted 
animal. The briefcase full of money was 
under his arm, and he held a gun in his 
fist. 

Suddenly a shot shattered the stillness 
of the night and a bullet passed by my 
head. The shot had come from behind me. 
What was Case trying to do? Had his fear 
turned him into a crazed, irresponsible 
fool? 

I turned slightly and heard Case’s gun 
bark again and I felt the burning fire of the 
slug as it chewed its way into the muscles 
of my shoulder. The impact of the slug 
forced me to my knees, and as I went 
down I heard Raglan’s gun pouring shot 
after shot in Case’s direction. I raised my 
gun until I had a perfect bead on Raglan’s 
head; then I squeezed the trigger and 
watched his body stiffen momentarily 
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before he slumped to the ground. 
Raglan’s death caused big headlines in 

the papers. Most of the reporters wrote the 
story just the way I thought they would. 
Lieutenant Case was a hero to the public. 
He was played up big, as an unselfish cop 
who had sacrificed his life in the line of 
duty. Even his burial was a big event, 
according him the full honors of a hero. 

Everybody thought it was Raglan’s 
slug that had nailed me, and I didn’t tell 

them any different. The one-way ticket to 
Mexico I found in Case’s pocket after he 
was killed was never brought to light; I 
tore it up. Two hundred grand in Mexico 
would have been a lot of dough, even to 
Case. 

But as I say, there’s a badge to think 
about and most of us try to live up to it. 
Especially me, since the door to my office 
now says “Lieutenant Darby” on it. 

 


