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Black Ice Deleted Chapter: Joe Takes a Shot 
 
Author’s Note: This is a deleted chapter from “Black Ice” that I ended 

up not using. 
Instead of the confrontation at the lake near the end of the book, I 

originally planned on having Joe ambush Frank—and the best place to do 
that, and take out some of the cops at the same time—would be to attack 
him at the police station.  He’d cased the place and discovered a vantage 
point where he could attack the station and escape undetected. In this 
version of the story, Frank and the cops had figured out it was Joe earlier 
on and Joe was forced to take action earlier—and go on the offense 
against the entire police force. 

I’m glad I went with the lake confrontation instead—it was nice to tie in 
the ending of the book with the opening chapters, which describe the lake 
and the shanty town in detail—but this scene is still very interesting. 
Enjoy! 

 
—Greg 
 
 
 
 
Joe was ready. 
He’d done the work, gotten to know his enemy. Sun Tzu would’ve been 

proud. Of course, the Chinese general had been in the ground for 2,000 
years. But Joe had taken all of his lessons and incorporated them. 

Frank Harper was smarter than the rest of the cops in Cooper’s Mill, that 
was for certain—at this point, Joe needed to avoid all of them, of course—
but Harper was turning out to be the real problem. 

Joe dialed the phone and propped the gun up on the window, using his 
earbuds for the conversation. 

“Hello?” 
“Mr. Harper?” 
“Yes, who is this?” 
Joe smiled and squinted through the scope. He was parked near the 

Sprint store, three hundred yards north of the police station. There was 
nothing between his car and the windows on the northern side of the 
building but open parking lot, broken up by a few cars.  
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Joe could see right into the back of the police station. He was looking at 
a central area, filled with desks and some large white boards standing on 
easels. Half the cops in town were in the room, holding some kind of 
meeting. Others stood around the perimeter of the room, standing and 
talking with their arms crossed. 

 At the desks, other cops were hunched over their phones. 
“Mr. Harper, I’ve been wanting to talk to you,” Joe said, looking through 

the scope. 
“You’re talking to me,” the man answered gruffly. “What can I do for 

you?” 
Joe smiled at the notion.  “I think you’re really very annoying,” Joe said, 

watching through the scope. “Tom was an idiot, and got what he deserved.” 
It was quiet for a second.  
“You’re talking about Tom Mercato? What do you know about that?” 
Joe watched through the scope. He didn’t know what Frank Harper 

looked like, so Joe moved the gun around, looking through the scope at 
each of several men who appeared to be speaking on the phone. Two were 
wearing uniforms, and Joe eliminated them.  

He just needed to keep the man talking. 
“You shouldn’t have gotten involved, Frank.” 
“Joe? Is that you?” 
Joe let the line go quiet for a long moment. Waiting, bobbing back and 

forth between the men on the phone. Another one emerged from an office, 
talking on the phone. 

A voice came over the line. “Did you kill him?” 
“That much is obvious, wouldn’t you say?” Joe answered. “It went just as 

I planned. I left nothing to chance. But you upset the apple cart, as they say. 
And now you need to tell the others that I didn’t kill Tom. Get me off the 
hook, right now.” 

There was a low laugh on the other end.  
“You’ve overestimated me, friend—I’m not even investigating this case. I 

was only supposed to deliver the divorce papers. You took it from there,” 
the voice said. “Not much I can do to get you off—” 

“Your daughter has nice hair.” 
It got quiet on the phone. 
“What did you say?” 
It was Joe’s turn to laugh. “What, no witty retort for that one? I said 

‘your daughter has nice hair.’” 
“Where are you?” 
Joe laughed at how serious the man sounded.  
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“She’s cutting a woman’s hair, some old lady. Why do old ladies get their 
hair cut so much, I wonder? I’m in a van down the street. Her salon has 
some really big windows. Great view.” 

Joe heard shuffling on the phone. He looked at the men on their phones 
nearly a quarter mile to his south, bobbing the scope back and forth 
between them, but he still couldn’t tell which one was Frank Harper.  

“Do you think if I shoot your daughter, will she accidentally stab the 
other lady? You know, as a reflex?” 

“Ok, listen,” Harper said. “You need to walk away. You need to leave her 
out of this,” he said.  

Through the scope, Joe could see a man stand, a phone to his ear, and 
wave someone else over. He was an older man who had been sitting at one 
of the low desks that lined the glass window. In fact, Joe would never have 
seen him if he’d stayed seated. 

Gotcha. 
“Oh, that’s better.” 
Through the scope, he could see the man clearly now—older, scruffy 

looking. Scrawny.  
“What’s better? You stay away from my daughter—” 
He was frantically waving over a man that Joe easily recognized as the 

Chief of Police, Jeff King.  
“Thanks for standing up,” Joe said. “That made it easier.”  
Joe pulled the trigger. 
The glass window shattered three hundred yards to his south—he was in 

the parking lot of the physical therapist office, just north of the police 
station across an open parking lot. He saw cops scatter and he peeled off 
another quick eight shots, aiming at anything moving. 

Smoke filled the car as he put the rifle down and sat up, putting the car 
in driving and peeling away. He raced through the Food Town parking lot, 
made two rights and a left. Within less than a minute he was on the 
interstate, heading north to Troy and points beyond. 

He slowed and turned on the police scanner, listening to their responses. 
It took a few minutes for him to figure out what had happened, but it 
sounded like several people had been struck. EMTs and other police 
departments had been called in, including the Miami County Sheriff’s 
Department.  

Joe couldn’t get a good sense of who had been hurt or if anyone had been 
killed. It didn’t matter—Joe had a plan—but any confusion in the ranks 
would help. 
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He just kept driving, staying right at the speed limit and trying to not 
attract any attention. 

Five minutes later, Joe took the next exit, driving to the Kroger parking 
lot. He found an empty space away from the door and parked. 

Gathering up his gun and ammo into a duffel bag, Joe exited his car, 
putting the bag with the rifle and all the ammo in the trunk, where no one 
would see it. Going back up to the driver’s seat, he grabbed his other items 
and left the car, locking it and walking away, pocketing the keys and fishing 
out another set.  

Joe walked down several rows of cars, buffeted by the cold winter wind. 
He stepped up to a van and, glancing around, climbed in.  

He’d bought the white van with cash only the day before, driving it home 
and putting his bike in it, then driving it up here this morning and biking 
home. It had been a challenging ride in the winter cold, but it was better 
than leaving a paper trail by getting a taxi.  

Joe drove away, turning the scanner on his phone back on. The van was 
stocked with cash, food, drinks, and spare containers of gas in the back—
Joe would be on the road for a while, where he was going. 

As long as he just spent cash, he’d get away. 
 
 
 
“Frank, you okay?” 
Chief King leaned over Frank. The office was a mess—at least seven or 

eight shots had been fired, as close as Frank could tell, and the walls and 
doors were riddled with holes. Shattered glass covered the floors, and a 
bracing wind gusted through the broken panes.  

“Yeah, yeah,” Frank said. He and several other cops were brushing the 
glass and sheetrock dust off their clothes. Three cops had leapt through the 
broken windows and given chase after the shooting stopped. Frank could 
hear them calling in to King. 

“No, he’s gone, but we got a make and model. Mid-90s Chevy Cavalier, 
black, Ohio plates. Didn’t catch the tag.” 

“It was Joe,” Frank said, loudly enough for everyone in the room to hear. 
“He was waiting outside, said something about my daughter. Made it sound 
like he was watching her, trying to make me think he was going to shoot 
her. As soon as I stood up, he started shooting.” 

King pointed at the parking lot across the way. “Lying in wait?” 
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“Yup,” Frank said. “Joe’s a smart cookie—his only move at this point is 
to take out the cops in charge of the investigation. After that, the next 
logical move is to disappear. We need an APB and BOLO now.” 

King nodded and ran to dispatch.  
After a second, Frank heard it go out over the cops’ radios: “Shots fired, 

shots fired, officers down. Suspect in a 90s black Chevy Cavalier. Armed 
and extremely dangerous—sniper or other high-cal rifle.” 

He heard the last part as he grabbed Peters and ran for the door. Behind 
him, he could hear Lola, the receptionist, talking to 911 and asking for EMT 
support. Someone else was on their phone, talking to the county sheriff.  

Frank wanted a drink. Instead, he ran to his car and climbed in. Deputy 
Peters, still hobbling, climbed into the passenger seat. 

Frank started the car and drove to the parking lot exit, then hesitated. 
“Which way?” 
Peters shook his head. “I have no idea,” the young cop said. 
“He’ll go for the highway,” Frank said, and raced toward the on-ramp, 

passing the McDonalds where he’d recently interviewed Joe and the others 
over the death of their friend. Frank had no idea what to do next, but he 
could guess. Joe was good, steely—Frank hadn’t gotten the slightest inkling 
that the man was a cold-blooded killer. He looked like any other old man at 
the McDonalds, drinking his coffee and complaining about politics. 

When he got to the highway, he took a gamble and turned north.  Frank 
hadn’t been here long, but even he realized that to the south was Dayton 
and increased vehicular traffic, especially at 4pm.  

“Call it in,” Frank said. “We’re going north. And tell King we need eyes in 
the sky. Now.” 

 


