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CHICAGO,
ILLINOIS.

So you're
good? No

questions?

No,
I think…it's

pretty straight-
forward. 

Say it
back.

Five minutes
before eight. You
show up at eight,

it's your ass.

Late
getaway

drivers lose
limbs.

I'll be
there.

%$#@…

I roll up at 
eight. Before the official raid. You get in and out, 

leave the guns for the Task Force but take half the drugs 
out through the alley. We go straight to Frank from there.
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Arthur
Hayes.

D-don't
move! I'm a cop!
W-whoever you

are--

it's okay,
Arthur--
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--I'm
here to

help.

I…I didn't
think you'd

come…

the
winter

soldier.

I never
heard back, and
tomorrow I'm

supposed
to--

I know.
And I can get you

out. But you need to
know, if we do this…

there's no going
back.
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I've made
mistakes. Things…

I'm not proud
of.

Please…
I just…I want

to start over. I'll
do whatever you

say. Please…

…just
let me start

over.

You've
got five
minutes.

Whatever
you can fit
in the bag 

comes with. No
electronics,

though.

Your bank accounts will be cleaned and
transferred. We'll get you set up with new

papers and i.D.s, in a nice, new town. You'll
keep your first name only.

But
beyond

that, you’ll
have no

connection
to this--

Arthur!
Open up!

i-it's
them…

they came
back…

is
the door
locked?

That
doesn't
matter.

But
these people… 

they've got a whole 
organization behind 
them. They can't be 

touched by other cops. 
And they'll absolutely 

kill me before they 
let me out.



GHNN!

ARGHH!

Come on,
Arthur. Last minute

change of plans. We
got stuff to go

over--

Keep
moving, Arthur!

Head down to
the--

So you
got some
protection

now, huh? Some
tough-guy
muscle?


