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    In Beast 
 
      
 
    Daniel Levitt is a Nazi hunter who has been sent to Fleetwood, a small town in western Maryland, to find Karl Mueller, a Nazi doctor who killed 6,000 Jews in the German concentration camps during WWII. Daniel thought he had a lead on the doctor but wound up being attacked by Jacob Lachman. Jacob would have killed Daniel, except a large, unseen animal scared him off. 
 
    Karl and his son are in Fleetwood, although they are using the last name of Speer. Karl fears he is dying, and he wants to set straight what he considers a great mistake before the end. The mistake is a successful experiment that never should have happened or been allowed to live. 
 
    Eva Lachman is the victim of Mueller’s experiments. She survived, though, and lives in Fleetwood with her twin sons. She recognizes Mueller in town and is terrified that he is there to kill her and her sons, Jacob and Esau. This is only reinforced when she returns home to find her sons missing. While it isn’t unusual for Jacob to be in town, Esau isn’t allowed off a small area of the Lachman farm. 
 
    Meanwhile, Jacob Lachman also believes Mueller is in town. Eva has infected her son with her own paranoia, and Jacob believes anyone he deems suspicious is conspiring with Mueller. Unlike Eva, Jacob acts on his feelings. When he sees a couple in the forest, he kills them, thinking they are helping Mueller and trying to find Jacob. 
 
    Esau, on the other hand, is enjoying a day of escape from the farm. He disobeyed his mother and found a way off the farm. He doesn’t want to run away. He just wants to enjoy a few hours of freedom. 
 
    Karl’s son, Joseph, hates his father, but he also hates Jews because Daniel killed Joseph’s mother years ago when the family fled Africa. Now, however, Joseph’s future is tied to his father more from loyalty than love. Joseph just wants a normal life, though he doubts he will ever have it. 
 
    Besides having to fend off her boss’s advances at the Kendall Country Store, Tina Rourke is also dealing with an obscene phone caller. It turns out they are the same, and when Brad Kendall sexually assaults her, it is only Daniel’s interference that saves her. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter 1 
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    July 8, 1993 
 
      
 
    Daniel Levitt turned away from the closed glass door when the skinny, sandy-haired man disappeared into the back room. Clenching his hand into a fist, Daniel rapped on the door again to attract the man’s attention. The man looked over his shoulder at Daniel, waved him away, and went into the back room.  
 
    Daniel walked around the corner and saw the red-haired girl who had just come from inside the Kendall’s Country Store walking toward the end of the street. She might know if Mueller was in town. Someone in Fleetwood must have seen the old man and his son. Fleetwood wasn’t that large. Daniel hurried down the street after the woman, crossing Hanover Road to come up beside her.  
 
    “Excuse me, miss,” he said as he fell into step on her right side. The girl looked over her shoulder but kept walking. For a moment, Daniel saw fear in her face, but then her expression relaxed.  
 
    “Do you work in the grocery store?” he asked.  
 
    She looked at him, then turned her attention back to the sidewalk.  
 
    “Not anymore. I quit this morning.”  
 
    “That must have been your boss, then. He seemed a little upset at your leaving,” Daniel noted. Actually, the man had seemed a little more than just upset, but Daniel didn’t want to put the girl on the defensive. He needed her help.  
 
    “Serves him right,” she said.  
 
    Daniel wondered if she would give him the answers to his questions, but he asked, anyway. “Would you mind helping me? I am looking for someone. He is new in town, and I thought that the best place to find out where he lives is to ask at the grocery store.”  
 
    He liked the way the girl’s red curls bounced around her head as she walked.  
 
    “Good guess, but I haven’t seen anyone new in town except you,” the girl told him. “And you sound like you’ve come from way out of town.”  
 
    Daniel couldn’t help his mash-up of accents from all the places he had lived over the years. “This man would be about eighty, and he would have a son in his mid-forties, a little older than me. He would be hard to miss.”  
 
    “Does this man have a name?”  
 
    “He does... but he probably is not using the name I know him by.”  
 
    The girl stopped walking. Daniel had gone a few steps further before he realized she had stopped walking. He backed up to where she stood.  
 
    She turned to Daniel and said, “I don’t like the sound of that. I’ve got enough troubles of my own. I don’t want to be dragged into anyone else’s.”  
 
    Daniel shook his head. “You do not have to worry. I am not doing anything illegal,” he assured her.  
 
    Cocking her head to the side, Daniel noticed how her hair framed her face. There were a few freckles on her cheeks and nose, but they seemed only to add to her beauty, not detract from it. The freckles also made her look a few years younger than her actual age. He guessed she was probably in her early twenties, though she looked like she could have been a teenager.  
 
    “It sounds like your friend is, though,” the girl said.  
 
    “I never said the man was my friend,” Daniel snapped.  
 
    The girl straightened her head and stepped back, preparing to run or scream. Daniel wasn’t sure which.  
 
    She looked directly into Daniel’s eyes and asked, “What are you? A cop or something?”  
 
    Daniel saw Kay’s Kitchen over the girl’s shoulder. “May I buy you a cup of coffee? I will try to explain things to you. You might know more than you think you do, and finding this man is important to me.”  
 
    The girl hesitated, then shrugged. “Well, I guess I owe you something for keeping Brad from following me. Besides, I don’t think you’d try anything in Kay’s, or she would hit you upside your head with a frying pan.”  
 
    Since the girl seemed like she might help him, Daniel decided he would not tell her he had done nothing to help her.  
 
    They walked into Kay’s and sat down at the counter that ran the length of the diner. A middle-aged woman whose name tag on her uniform read “Kay” called the red-haired woman “Tina” when she greeted them. Kay took their orders for two coffees.  
 
    “So you never answered me,” Tina said once Kay had left. “Are you a cop?”  
 
    Daniel shook his head. “My name is Daniel Levitt. I work for an organization that tracks down war criminals.”  
 
    “Vietnam?”  
 
    That one word made Daniel realize how far away from everyone’s memories World War II was. He was no longer an avenging angel in the hands of God. He was now a bounty hunter looking for an old man.  
 
    “No, World War II,” Daniel answered.  
 
    The girl was surprised. “You mean there are still war criminals from that war? It ended in 1945.”  
 
    “They are still alive.”  
 
    “Probably not for much longer.” Tina paused. “Wait a minute. Are you saying this old guy you’re looking for is a war criminal?” Daniel hesitated momentarily, then nodded. “What did he do?”  
 
    “He experimented on and killed a lot of Jewish prisoners in a concentration camp called Auschwitz.”  
 
    Tina frowned. “Ugly stuff, but what makes you think he is here in Fleetwood?”  
 
    “The organization I work for knew he was in Brazil, but we never seemed to get close to him there. A week ago he left Brazil for America. We have tried to keep tabs on him since then, but we have to make a positive verification before I can go to the police.”  
 
    Tina sipped her coffee and said, “Well, I think your information is wrong. No one new has come to town other than hikers and bikers taking a break from the canal towpath, and when someone does come, everyone knows about it.”  
 
    “I talked to someone yesterday who seemed to recognize the man. His name was Jacob,” Daniel told Tina.  
 
    The girl smiled. “Tall man with long arms? Really built?” When Daniel nodded, she said, “That’s Jacob Lachman. I don’t think I’d put too much faith in what he tells you. He thinks like a ten-year-old. He and his mom live on a farm off Hanover Road north of town.”  
 
    “Being as familiar with this town as you are must be nice.”  
 
    Tina shrugged. “It has its disadvantages, too. I know I’m not going to hang around once I get my degree. Too many people know too many other people’s business.”  
 
    Daniel remembered his two years in college when he was studying medicine. Then Adam Goldstein had entered his life. College was now just another one of his dreams that had to be sacrificed for him to become a member of the Committee for the Prosecution of War Criminals.  
 
    “What are you studying?”  
 
    “I’m a marketing major.”  
 
    “Good luck. I am sure you will do well. I, on the other hand, am not having much luck.” Daniel stood up. “Thank you for trying to help me. I have enjoyed speaking with you.”  
 
    He drained his coffee and then walked over to the cash register and paid the bill. He waved to Tina as he walked out the door. He would have liked to stay and talk with her some more, but what was the use? He would be leaving in a short time. Daniel wished he had a place that he could put down roots in like Tina did with Fleetwood.  
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter 2 
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    July 8, 1993 
 
      
 
    Daniel wasn’t sure why he drove back to the forest after he left Tina sitting in the diner. He would have much rather preferred sitting and talking to her. But she was too distracting. The sound of her voice hypnotized him. Her red hair enchanted him. Her green eyes swallowed him up. Her trim, fit body aroused him.  
 
    He quickly shifted his thoughts back to Mueller. Better he didn’t think of the girl. She was too young for him. As if he had time to get involved with anyone. He had tried that route once. Long-distance relationships are certainly not long term.  
 
    He had been head over heels for a political science professor at Stanford University. Her name was Robyn Friedman, and they had met while he was tracking down an old Gestapo officer named Rolf Bretzl. Then Adam had sent Daniel to Spain chasing after another septuagenarian Nazi. Robyn and Daniel had tried to carry on a relationship. One would fly to meet the other, and they would spend a few awkward days together. Awkward because they had barely known each other to start with and they only grew further apart, the longer they were separated. In the end, they had been making up lame excuses not to visit each other.  
 
    Daniel parked his car on the side of the road again. He tried to tell himself Jacob was his only clue to Mueller, and he had last seen Jacob in the forest. Therefore, to pick up Mueller’s trail, he had to follow his last clue, which meant going into the forest.  
 
    Bull!  
 
    In the back of his mind, he knew the excuse didn’t wash. Tina had told him where Jacob lived, and it wasn’t out in the woods. It was on a farm off Hanover Road. If Daniel wanted to pick up Mueller’s trail, he could pick it up at that farm house.  
 
    He didn’t want to find Jacob’s trail, though.  
 
    Daniel wanted to find the beast that had scared Jacob off. He wanted to find the thing that had left those odd footprints in the dirt. Right now he was more curious about the beast than about Mueller.  
 
    When Daniel reached the clearing where Jacob Lachman had attacked him, he stood silently in the center and listened. He could hear the birds chirping warnings to each other of his presence. In the distance, he also heard a river running over rocks. A place like this would be a nice place to live. A place like this minus a tree-pushing beast, of course.  
 
    He continued past the clearing and looked at the footprints behind the brush line again. They were still there. He wasn’t sure if they would be. He thought he might have imagined seeing them, but there they were in bold relief in the soft dirt. What had made them? He wanted to answer that question, and that was why he had come back.  
 
    He moved back onto the trail and followed it deeper into the woods.  
 
    This was the direction Jacob had run away from the beast. It didn’t seem to go anywhere except deeper into the woods. It probably turned and ran back to the road at some point.  
 
    Daniel pulled his gun and held it in front of him as a precaution. He didn’t think Jacob would still be in the woods, but he hadn’t thought Jacob would attack him either. This time he would be prepared.  
 
    The trail stayed level for about one-hundred yards, then dropped off steeply as it moved toward the river. He stood at the brink of the descent and looked down the trail. He saw nothing. Certainly no beast the size of a grizzly bear.  
 
    A branch snapped somewhere in the woods off to his right. It sounded loud enough to be a gunshot in the quiet forest. He wondered if he would learn anything more by going down to the river.  
 
    Shrugging, he started down the trail to the river and stopped. He felt the ground shake underneath his feet. It wasn’t an earthquake tremor, but something heavy dropped onto the ground. He crouched down and put his hand on the ground. He couldn’t feel the tremor now. He looked around. Whatever it was, it had to have been close by for him to have felt it. He scanned the branches of the trees, hoping to see movement that would mark from where something had fallen. They were all still. He was alone.  
 
    He turned around to look in the direction he had come, figuring that was the most likely spot for anyone to be.  
 
    “I know you’re there so you might as well come out, Jacob. Besides, I’ve got a gun. If you try anything, I’ll shoot you.”  
 
    The bluff was so apparent that Jacob probably could see through it.  
 
    Still, he waited, hoping the retarded man would show himself. He wasn’t sure what he would do if Jacob showed himself, but he would rather know where the man was than where he was not.  
 
    He wondered if Jacob might have been closer to the river. He started to turn and a huge, dark-skinned hand hit his gun hand from beneath, knocking it up into the air. Daniel’s reflexes allowed him to fire a single shot, and then the pistol went flying from his hands. Daniel himself was falling backwards, away from his attacker. He hit the ground, tumbling down the hillside. He managed to roll to his side and into a crouch. He was prepared for an attack. Jacob wouldn’t catch him totally unprepared this time, but no attack came.  
 
    Instead, standing in front of him was a huge gorilla. No, he thought, it was not quite a gorilla. The hair was shorter, and the skin was not as black. The face had a human quality to it, but it was still definitely an animal.  
 
    As he watched, the beast reached out for him.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 3 
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    July 8, 1993 
 
      
 
    Karl Mueller watched his son Joseph drive down Deer Run Road toward the town, off to God knows where. Karl tried not to be bitter at the secrets remaining between them. Joseph might have secrets, but so did he. Still, he’d made progress this morning. A small amount, but more than had been there last night. They still had a chance to make things better if God would grant him the time.  
 
    Although he knew he had little choice in the matter, Karl would have preferred they stay isolated, not venturing too far beyond the house. The fewer people who saw them, the better. But they had to eat. Better to let Joseph go. Karl would harness his son’s natural tendency to wander by having him also run the essential errands. No one would recognize Joseph. No Nazi hunter sought Joseph Speer, a Brazilian immigrant visiting America on vacation. In this case, the sins of the father would not be visited upon the son.  
 
    When Joseph had turned the corner of Deer Run Road and driven out of sight, Karl walked into his bedroom. The cedar chest beckoned to him as it always did. While his memory faded with time and disease, his past continued to happen within the pages of his journals. All his thoughts, feelings, and motives were captured forever. In the end, this would be all that was left to tell his story. It would verify his studies, brand him as a murderer, and redeem him in the eyes of God and Joseph.  
 
    Karl unlocked the padlock and kneeled down in front of the chest. He pulled the metal box out and opened it. The luger was on top of the piles of notebooks, letters, and pictures. He picked up the pistol. Although the metal was cold, it seemed to burn into his hand. Many years had passed since he had felt the need to carry a pistol. Now his arm was too feeble to hold it steady. He hoped for an easier way that he might carry out his mission, but he could not be sure. Darwin had almost killed Eva Lachman during the last experiment, and Karl had to shoot the poor beast. He had to be prepared for Darwin’s sons. If things went wrong, he might be left defenseless. He was not sure what he would face when he found Darwin’s sons, but he was sure they would be aberrations even in the sight of God.  
 
    He gently set the pistol on the floor beside him as though he was afraid that it would go off if he held it too tightly or set it down too hard.  
 
    He was about to close the metal box when he saw Aria’s picture. Her angelic face stared at him, poking out from under a notebook.  
 
    He uncovered the picture and lifted it out of the box. It was his and Aria’s wedding picture from 1936. Aria never looked better than she did in that picture. The photographer had seemed to capture Karl Mueller’s new wife’s true essence on the film. She had tied her blond hair up in a bun on the back of her head, which showed the curve of her neck. Her mother had helped her apply her makeup that day. She had been too nervous to do it herself. Aria’s mother had done an excellent job. Not too much as to look cheap, but just enough to highlight Aria’s features. Even in a black-and-white photo, he could see the intensity of life in his wife’s eyes. How quickly that had been extinguished by the Jew pig!  
 
    He held the photograph up to his cheek, hoping to feel some ancient wisp of her presence through the paper and chemicals. Aria had been dead almost fifteen years and the only place she still lived was in the hearts of her husband and son.  
 
    So why couldn’t Joseph understand what Karl needed to do? Aria would have understood. She might not have liked it, but she would have understood. He was sure of that. To repent of your sins, you must correct them wherever possible. He had committed his greatest sin over fifty years ago under the guise of medical research. Now was his last chance to correct it, his only chance to correct it. Through quiet and inconspicuous research, he had uncovered Eva Lachman’s address and phone number. He had the pictures of her taken during the experiments to recognize her by. Now he must act on his information.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 4 
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    July 8, 1993 
 
      
 
    The beast held his hand out toward Daniel, who scrambled backwards on his hands and feet. He wanted to stand up and make a mad dash for his car, but he couldn’t take his eyes off the thing in front of him. It was tall, muscular, and hairy. It reminded him of the blurry pictures the American tabloids always showed of Bigfoot. He had always thought it was a legend, but here it stood in front of him.  
 
    The beast easily kept pace with his scrambling. His stride had to be at least seven-feet long. The thing seemed amused by his inability to escape. Daniel could see it smirking. It might have infuriated him if he hadn’t been so scared.  
 
    “If you stood up, it might be easier to run,” the beast said.  
 
    Daniel almost screamed. Instead, he was so startled he collapsed onto the ground. The beast squatted on its haunches next to Daniel, letting its hands rest on the ground. The action was definitely ape-like, but the beast brought a human quality to it.  
 
    “Don’t worry. I won’t touch you if you don’t want me to,” it said.  
 
    Daniel lay still. Confusion had stolen his voice.  
 
    “I’m sorry about pushing you down back there,” the beast said. “I just meant to knock the gun out of your hand. I was afraid you might actually shoot something... like me. I’m so used to fighting with my brother, I don’t realize just how strong I really am.”  
 
    The beast smiled, and it struck Daniel how human his face looked at that moment. His eyes gave him his humanity. They revealed a range of emotion unmatched by an animal. The beast looked familiar, too, but Daniel knew he had seen nothing like him before.  
 
    The beast continued talking, not caring if Daniel responded.  
 
    “You’ll have to forgive my appearance. I was born this way. As for my clothes, they’re too restrictive for me when I’m running and jumping.” Cocking his head, he paused and stared at Daniel. “Actually, I’m surprised to see you back here again. After what happened to you yesterday, you must have a very strong reason to come back here. Either that, or you’re very foolish.”  
 
    Daniel’s gaze shifted for an instant to the beast’s feet. The foot was broad and the big toe stuck out to the side, almost like another finger. It was him! The beast who knocked down the tree. “You saved my life yesterday. It was you in the trees. You scared off Jacob.”  
 
    The beast shook his head. “I didn’t scare him off. He chased after me. He didn’t catch me, though. Boy, was he mad!”  
 
    The beast chuckled at the memory, but it sounded like rumbling thunder. Daniel cringed, and the beast covered his mouth.  
 
    “Then he knows what you are?” Daniel said cautiously.  
 
    “Who? Jacob?” The beast nodded. “He should know who I am. He’s my brother.”  
 
    This was another shock for Daniel. Even as he tried to assimilate it, he realized why the beast looked so familiar. The beast looked like Jacob. Jacob’s brow was not as pronounced, nor his jaw. His skin was not as dark and he certainly didn’t have the same amount of body hair, but the similarities were there. The same look in the eyes. The same size. The same elongated face.  
 
    They could be two sides of the same coin. Civilized and uncivilized. But which one would play each role? Daniel thought.  
 
    “What are you?” he asked.  
 
    The beast shrugged and lowered his eyes. “To my mother, I am a secret she can never reveal. To you, I am a monster. To most people, I do not even exist. Except in their nightmares, I suppose.”  
 
    “That is not what I mean.”  
 
    “I know.” The beast was silent and Daniel sat up. “I am the product of an experiment in genetics. I don’t know whether I am a successful experiment or a failure. I am not even sure whether I am a man or an animal or something in between.”  
 
    Daniel could sense the despair in the beast’s voice. He would have liked to have been able to solve the creature’s dilemma, but he wasn’t sure how he could answer.  
 
    “How can you be a genetic experiment? You look older than me. That would mean that you were born during a time when the knowledge to produce you did not exist,” Daniel said, making some quick calculations in his head.  
 
    “But the knowledge did exist. It was simply not realized by anyone. It has been known for centuries. It just has always gone by a different name, if it was even given a name. Did the female horse ask the male donkey that mounted her if the mule they made should actually exist? I am a mule. I am the product of crossbreeding between a gorilla and a human.”  
 
    Daniel’s eyes widened with amazement. “And your brother?”  
 
    The beast nodded slightly. “Him, too. We’re twins.”  
 
    “Why does no one know about you, but everyone knows about Jacob?” Daniel asked.  
 
    “If you were my mother, which one of us would you allow the public to see and which would you hide?”  
 
    Daniel pushed himself into a sitting position. “Your mother keeps you in hiding?”  
 
    “No, not all the time, but I am kept in what amounts to a cage, so that no one else will see me. Jacob, on the other hand, is far more dangerous than me, but Mama allows to move around freely because he looks human or close enough to it to pass as a human. Looks can be deceiving, as you well know.”  
 
    “But she must let you out sometime. You’re here.” The beast said nothing, and Daniel realized the truth. “Did you break out?”  
 
    Ashamed, the beast turned away and nodded. “I realized two days ago that I am nearly fifty years old, and I have never known a full day of freedom. The closest I came to it was a half day of freedom when I was fifteen years old. Yet, time is not waiting for me to experience what it’s like to be free. I am becoming a silverback.” He pointed to the streak of silver hair bisecting his back and running from his neck to his waist. “In the wild, that would mean I am an old gorilla, but in the wild, most gorillas would be dead by now. I realized I might not have much more time to live, and I wanted to know freedom before I died.”  
 
    Daniel stood up and approached the beast. When he was only a foot away, he reached out. Before he touched the beast, he asked, “May I?”  
 
    The beast nodded. Daniel touched the beast’s shoulder. The hair was thick, but it did not feel coarse like most animal hair. He touched his cheek. It felt soft. More like human skin than animal.  
 
    “Why would someone crossbreed a gorilla and a human?” Daniel asked. “What purpose would it serve?”  
 
    The beast shrugged. “I don’t know. Many of the experiments that took place in the concentration camps made little sense. Why should Dr. Mueller be any different?”  
 
    Daniel stepped back. “Mueller? Dr. Karl Mueller?” The beast nodded.  
 
    Now Daniel knew the reason Mueller had come to Maryland.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 5 
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    July 8, 1993 
 
      
 
    Tina Rourke wasn’t sure why she decided to go swimming, especially after someone had stolen her underwear the last time she had gone. She only knew that she needed to relax and unwind from her confrontation with Brad Kendall this morning, and swimming helped her do that. It was too hot to run and running was exhausting, not relaxing. Also, she didn’t feel like driving out to the college to work out in the weight room which was her other way of relieving stress.  
 
    She tried to tell herself that an animal had walked off with her underwear, but she knew it was a lame excuse. Her panties had been under her clothes, so if an animal was going to take something, it would have taken what was on top.  
 
    Nothing bad had ever happened in the immense forest bordered by Fleetwood and Hanover Road, though. The forest covered most of Polish Mountain, and a lot of hiking trails wound their way up to the many scenic overlooks the mountain offered. The trail was a favorite place used by over-amorous kids who wanted to be alone. Younger kids came to the Hanover Road bridge to swim. No one had ever been hurt out here before except for the kids who belly-flopped off the bridge into the water. Of course, no one had ever reported their underwear stolen either.  
 
    This time, her swim was planned. Tina had gone home and changed into her bathing suit and was wearing it underneath her clothes. She unbuttoned her blouse and slid out of her jeans, revealing her green bathing suit. It wasn’t as revealing as a thong bikini, but it was sexy and it showed off her trim body most flatteringly. Not that she had worn it to impress anyone. She had only two bathing suits, and she wore the other one when she wanted to impress a guy. This bathing suit she wore to swim in.  
 
    She walked into the water until she was waist deep. Her teeth chattered at first, but she quickly got used to the cold water. It felt good compared to the stifling humidity. The cold water cleared her mind so she could think. That was why she came to the river to swim. She dove into the water and surfaced with a loud sigh. Then she rolled over onto her back and floated.  
 
    Foremost on her mind was what she would do about Brad.  
 
    Filing a complaint with Police Chief Montgomery would put his word against hers. No one had seen Brad try anything, not even Daniel Levitt. If she complained to Chief Montgomery, Brad would probably say she was just fantasizing because of his reputation with girls. And the Chief would believe Brad’s word against hers. Brad’s dad would make sure of that. Earl had a lot of power in this area, especially in town. She definitely wouldn’t go back to work, but she’d warn Brad to stay away from her. She’d also ask the phone company to start tracing all her calls so she would have another source to back her up if Brad made any more obscene calls. That would be her only way to have proof against him if he continued harassing her.  
 
    That solved the problem to her satisfaction. Tina rolled over and dove beneath the surface again swimming downstream. When she came up for air, she considered her next problem. Actually, it wasn’t so much a problem as it was a curiosity.  
 
    Who was Daniel Levitt and was he for real? Her first thought when he had approached her had been that he was trying to pick her up, but he was a stranger in town. She wasn’t vain enough to think that he would come to town just to hit on her. Then when she had heard his story, she thought he was crazy. A Nazi war criminal in Fleetwood? War criminals, if any were still around, hung out in cities in Germany, Austria, and South America. Right or wrong, though, he had seemed honest, but his heart hadn’t quite been into the search. Either that, or he was a rank amateur.  
 
    He revealed his cover to her even though he didn’t know her. She had seen enough movies to know that could be a problem. She could easily tell anyone about him. If the Klan ever found out a Jew was in town hunting a German, they’d make Daniel’s life miserable. Tina decided she wouldn’t say anything for now. She’d keep it her secret. Daniel wouldn’t find his man, and he would leave in a few days. He’d be just like the politicians that came into town for the weekends.  
 
    Tina dog-paddled back toward the shore until she could stand on the gravel bottom. She waded back ashore, and as she bent over to pick up her towel, someone pushed her from behind. She only had enough time to grunt as she hit the ground on her chest.  
 
    As she screamed, a hand clamped over her mouth. She looked over her shoulder and saw Brad straddling her. He rolled her onto her back keeping his hand over her mouth. She shook her head trying to shake his hand loose, but it didn’t work. Tina wondered if the same trick would work twice, figured it was worth the try and hit him in the crotch with her knee. He grunted, but instead of rolling off her, he fell on top of her.  
 
    “Kick me in the balls, will you? You need some training on how to be a woman, and I’m just the man to give it to you,” he told her.  
 
    Tina bit into his fingers and he jerked his hand away. She screamed again, and Brad slapped her hard across the face jarring her teeth together. She didn’t want to cry in front of him because that would only encourage him, but she couldn’t help it.  
 
    Brad smiled. He kept one hand on her throat. “If you try anything, I’ll choke you. I swear I will.” His free hand moved down to her breasts and squeezed. She tried not to shiver but was again unsuccessful. This was not how she had ever imagined herself handling herself in this type of situation. She was scared and couldn’t control her feelings. She couldn’t even fight off a wimp like Brad.  
 
    Brad leaned close to her and licked her ear. Then he said, “If you don’t try to fight me, you’ll enjoy this. You know you’ve wanted it for a long time. No one’s watching. Let loose and have some fun. I know I will.”  
 
    He chuckled as his hand moved down between her legs.  
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    Karl Mueller sat in a rocking chair in the corner of the room and read through his experiment journals. He cried softly and tried to keep his tears from falling into the journals where they might smear the ink. Entries he had written fifty years ago brought fresh pain to him. How could he have been so stupid as to tamper with nature? What had given him the authority to interfere with what God had created? Hitler? Hitler had been partially right, but he shouldn’t have feared interracial breeding. Interspecies breeding was what would contaminate the human race.  
 
    When Karl had come to Auschwitz in 1943, he had dreamed of creating the perfect soldier. A drone that would kill on command, march fearlessly into battle, strike fear into the hearts of the enemy, and be completely expendable. With his list of needs, he began trying to find the way to achieve them.  
 
    Humans were excellent soldiers because of their intelligence, but that same intelligence also kept them from blindly obeying orders. Animals could be trained to do specific tasks, and they were expendable but their lack of intelligence did not make them optimum soldiers. There seemed to be nothing in between the two.  
 
    Then one day while walking around the perimeter of Auschwitz, thinking on the problems involved with finding a perfect soldier, Karl watched a guard struggling to keep a huge shepherd under control. He noticed the shepherd was much larger than the other dogs. Its brown-and-black hair had streaks of gray throughout, and it seemed much more aggressive whenever someone approached the fence. The soldier had to walk with his heels dug into the ground to keep the dog from pulling him over.  
 
    “That dog,” Lieutenant Mueller had said pointing to the large shepherd, “Why is it so different from the others?”  
 
    “It’s a wolfhound. Its sire was a huge, gray wolf, and it passed its size and temperament onto its son. It makes for an excellent watchdog, though it takes every ounce of my strength to control the beast. I’d hate to be attacked by it,” the guard told him.  
 
    Karl nodded and watched as the guard continued on his rounds.  
 
    The wolfhound strained at its leash, and the guard had to lean back against the dog’s strength.  
 
    This sight started a cascade of thoughts in Karl’s mind. The normal shepherd had been improved by cross-breeding with another species to create the ultimate guard dog. Perhaps, something could be cross-bred with a man to create an expendable soldier. Then the question became: What?  
 
    This was in the days before biology and biotechnology became popular fields of study in the scientific arena. There was no such thing as DNA. Genetics was an infant. Darwin had developed his theory of evolution, and Mendel had introduced the idea of dominant and recessive genes through peas. Carver had cross-bred different plants to come up with heartier breeds, and dogs had been cross-bred to bring out different traits.  
 
    But this wolfhound represented interspecies cross-breeding. Karl knew it could be done. The wolfhound was proof of that. The question was just how could it be done with a human? Dr. Mueller took the first logical step and tried to follow a known pattern. The best chance of finding an animal compatible to crossbreed with a human should start with finding an animal that looked as similar to the human as the wolf looked to the dog.  
 
    This too, proved to be a problem. Primates were the obvious choice and of these, the great apes, particularly, the gorilla because its size and strength was the best choice, but since they were not native to Germany, subjects were in short supply. Most of the gorillas were in zoos. To import one might raise eyebrows, but Karl thought the gamble would be worth the risk.  
 
    He made as much initial preparation as he could. When his shifts for selection duty came, he kept his eyes out for a suitable mother. He wanted a young, healthy girl, a girl he could isolate from the normal goings on of the camp. He did not want the rumors of his experiments spreading throughout the camp. The rumors might reach the wrong ears.  
 
    Many of the women coming off the trains were older or in ill health.  
 
    When he had finally found the girl he wanted, he made a special selection of her. He kept her in isolation from the rest of the work camp. To everyone but Mueller and his immediate staff, she did not exist. He befriended her and examined her to make sure she could conceive. That the woman was named Eva Lachman, he took as a good omen, for she would be the mother to a new species just as Eve had been the mother to humanity.  
 
    All the while, he made inquiries for test animals. He avoided military channels because that would draw more attention to his experiments than he wanted to deal with. Some officials asked him why he looked for experimental animals when he had all he wanted surrounding him. Mueller told them his tests were to compare nonhuman responses to human.  
 
    It took nearly six months of searching, but he finally took delivery of an adolescent gorilla that he promptly named Darwin since this ape would show the world a new branch of evolution.  
 
    He knew the experiment would have a high risk of failure, but it seemed most other animals could interbreed with a similar cousin. The horse and the donkey. The wolf and the dog.  
 
    The closest cousin to a human appeared to be the gorilla. If it worked, he could save the Third Reich’s young men. If not, no one would ever know. He could burn everything in the incinerators.  
 
    The next obstacle he had to overcome was how to inseminate Eva.  
 
    Humans did not sexually attract Darwin, and at the time, Mueller didn’t think the knowledge existed to perform an operation to remove sperm. He spent another six months trying to find out what aroused the ape. He began his search with images, but was unsuccessful. He then tried the other senses. Touch was unsuccessful and in fact, quite dangerous. The gorilla did not like being poked and probed especially in his genitals. Sound proved just as unsuccessful. Only when he began to investigate smells did he begin to see the signs of success. With fine tuning, he developed what he considered a noxious formula that never failed to arouse the ape.  
 
    Now his experiments began in earnest. He spread the substance on Eva and allowed the ape to have her. The first time, Darwin just sniffed around her body and walked away. Karl fine-tuned the formula some more and the ape fondled the girl. Once more, he fine-tuned the formula and retried it. This time the ape entered the girl, but he became too excited from the scent and became violent with the girl. Eva screamed in pain and Karl saw his experiment being killed in front of him.  
 
    He shot Darwin before it killed Eva, but he did it regretfully. Finding a woman to be the mother would be easy. He had hundreds to choose from every day. But to find another ape... that would be difficult. Still, when faced with choice, Karl’s own humanity forced him to choose Eva.  
 
    Allowing her to live proved to be the right choice, though, because the girl became pregnant. Nine months later, not one, but two babies were born. The twins looked almost like their father except their hair was shorter and their features were not as harsh. The twins amazed Mueller, and he was eager to experiment on them to discover their intelligence levels and their personalities. These would be the first of his perfect soldiers.  
 
    Before the studies of the twins could happen though, the Russians liberated Auschwitz. Mueller had barely escaped with his life. However, Eva had also escaped with her sons.  
 
    Over time, Karl Mueller had thought often about the twins and what had become of them. He had also realized his mistake in creating the twins. He was not God, and his exile from the Fatherland was God’s retribution against taking such a lofty role to himself. Nature was not his to change and mutate, and yet two mistakes of his ignorance continued to live. Before the Lord would forgive him in Heaven, the twins had to die here.  
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    Esau Lachman squatted in front of Daniel Levitt. His hands hung on the ground as he absent-mindedly swirled small circles in the dirt.  
 
    “I know what...” Esau stopped in mid-sentence.  
 
    Daniel heard the scream, too. He turned his head in the direction of the scream. The sound cut off abruptly. It sounded as if a woman was in trouble. Daniel turned back to tell Esau he wanted to investigate, but the beast was gone.  
 
    He wondered for a moment if he had imagined it all. Maybe Jacob throwing him yesterday had hurt his head more than he thought. Daniel stood up and ran along the path toward where he had heard the scream. That had been real. It took him a few minutes to reach the general area where he thought he heard the scream. He paused, hoping to hear another scream so he could pinpoint the person’s location. Instead he heard thrashing and a male’s voice mumbling something. Daniel followed the trail until it dropped closer to the river then it only took a moment until he saw the problem.  
 
    He saw the back of a man as he sat on top of a thrashing woman. It took little imagination to know what was happening.  
 
    Daniel jumped forward and grabbed the man by the back of his shirt.  
 
    He yanked hard nearly choking the man, as he pulled the attacker off the woman. Daniel glimpsed the woman’s face and was surprised to see Tina Rourke lying on the ground. The man turned toward Daniel with his fist raised, and Daniel punched Tina’s former boss in the face.  
 
    Tina opened her eyes and saw Daniel holding Brad Kendall up by the shoulder as he punched him a second time in the stomach. Brad tried to fall to the ground, but Daniel wouldn’t let him. Daniel punched him three more times and then finally let go of the thin man.  
 
    Brad fell over on his face. His ragged breaths sounded loud, and he tried to protect his head between his arms.  
 
    Daniel stepped over toward Tina. “Are you all right, Miss Rourke?” he asked.  
 
    Gasping, Tina covered her exposed breasts and nodded. Daniel had noticed them but tried not to stare.  
 
    “Did I get here... He didn’t...”  
 
    Tina shook her head and glared at Brad.  
 
    “I was up on the trail when I heard you yell. I got here as fast as I could,” Daniel explained.  
 
    “I was swimming. He came at me as I was coming out of the river.” Daniel stared at Brad hoping the gagging man would give Daniel an excuse to strike him again. “I thought he was your boss at the grocery store?” Tina nodded and started crying. “Get dressed and I will walk you into town.”  
 
    Daniel rolled Brad over onto his back and slammed the rapist back against the ground. Brad cried out in pain and held his hands up to protect his face. Restraining his anger, Daniel started unbuttoning Brad’s oxford shirt and pulled it off of him with little complaint. Then Daniel started to pull off Brad’s pants. Brad resisted, but Daniel made a fist and Brad let go of his pants.  
 
    “Underwear, too,” Daniel said.  
 
    Brad pulled off his underwear and waited.  
 
    “You stay right where you are. If you try to run, my fist will finish what it started a few moments ago.”  
 
    Daniel tossed Brad’s clothes into the river. When he walked back to Tina, she was buttoning her blouse. Daniel turned away to give her some privacy.  
 
    When she had finished, Daniel said, “Can you walk? I do not know where the police chief’s office is. You will have to lead me.”  
 
    Tina stood up, glanced in Brad’s direction, and started walking.  
 
    Daniel snatched up her torn bathing suit and stuffed it into his pocket. He motioned toward Brad.  
 
    “Get up. You have some walking to do.”  
 
    “But I don’t have my clothes on,” Brad complained.  
 
    “Be glad I left you your shoes. I would not want you to cut your feet.”  
 
    Daniel nudged Brad with his foot. “Get moving.”  
 
    Brad stood up slowly. He tried to cover himself with his hands, but he found it hard to walk that way and gave up before they had even gotten out of the forest. Daniel walked beside Brad in case he tried to run. Tina walked about two yards in front of them. She didn’t look back at Brad even once. The three of them exited the woods at the rear of Kendall’s Country Store.  
 
    Tina looked over her shoulder and smiled. “Let’s see what your customers think about your produce, Brad.”  
 
    Brad flushed red and covered his face as he walked. Daniel doubted Brad could hide his identity, but that didn’t stop the grocer from trying. As they walked past the side window and onto Main Street, people stopped along the road and stared. One car slowed down and beeped its horn, but Brad wouldn’t look up. An old woman screamed and covered her face with the newspaper she was carrying.  
 
    Someone yelled, “Hey, peanut man!”  
 
    Another said, “Is that a man or woman? I can’t tell from the body,” Tina crossed the street and turned left. Daniel followed trying not to smile at Brad’s discomfort. He wondered if Tina were leading them through town the long way just to embarrass Brad. He didn’t blame her if she was. Tina walked past the hardware store, the five and dime, and the bank.  
 
    When Daniel walked into the small storefront that served as the police chief’s office, the dispatcher looked up from her work and nearly lost her dentures. She stared fixedly at Brad’s shrunken genitals with her mouth hanging open.  
 
    “We are here to see the police chief,” Daniel said.  
 
    “He’s...” The dispatcher glanced at Brad’s face. Then her eyes wandered down again and quickly shot back up. “He’s on the telephone.”  
 
    “We will wait.” Daniel pulled Brad back and made him sit on the wooden bench. Brad jumped up when his backside touched the splintery wood, but Daniel put a hand on his shoulder and pulled him back down. Tina sat on the other side of Daniel so that he was between her and Brad.  
 
    The dispatcher picked up her phone, punched a button, and said, “Chief, you better get out here...” She turned her back toward Daniel and whispered into the phone. She hadn’t even hung up before the door to the back offices flew open and a tall, black man rushed into the waiting area.  
 
    He took one look at Brad and stopped dead in his tracks. “What’s going on here?” he demanded.  
 
    Daniel nudged Tina. She stood up and said, “I was swimming in the river, Chief, and Brad attacked me.”  
 
    “I did not!” Brad shouted. “She and this kike were...”  
 
    Daniel elbowed Brad hard in the ribs. The skinny grocer winced and shut up.  
 
    Chief Steve Montgomery waved his hand at Daniel. “Hey! No more of that!” Steve said.  
 
    “He can say what he wants, but the lady is telling the truth,” Daniel replied.  
 
    Tina smiled slightly at him. Daniel realized he would do almost anything to see that smile. One smile like that seemed to erase most of the misery he had seen throughout the world.  
 
    “Brad tried to rape me, Chief. He ripped my bathing suit off.” Daniel stood up and pulled the torn bathing suit from his pocket and handed it to the police chief. “He slapped me when I tried to yell, too. He would have raped me if Daniel hadn’t stopped him.”  
 
    The police chief looked from Tina to Daniel. “You’re Daniel, I take it?” Daniel nodded. “I don’t know you.”  
 
    “I got in town only yesterday. I am staying at the Maryland House.” Chief Montgomery nodded. “How did you happen to be down in the woods in time to save Tina? It’s not a frequented tourist attraction around here, especially for someone staying at the Maryland House.”  
 
    “I was investigating something. One of your friendly townsmen took me into the forest yesterday and jumped me. He might have killed me, except...” Daniel stopped. He didn’t dare mention Esau or the Chief might think he was crazy instead of Jacob. “I think he heard someone coming through the forest and got scared off.”  
 
    “So why didn’t you come to me after that? I could have taken your statement and arrested the man,” Steve asked.  
 
    Chief Montgomery almost seemed more interested in Daniel’s attack than Tina’s.  
 
    Daniel shrugged. “I’ve always been one to settle my own disputes. Besides, it would have been a stranger’s word against a townsman’s word. I do not think anyone would have believed me.”  
 
    “The law doesn’t care whether you’re a stranger or a hometown boy,” the chief said defensively.  
 
    “I’ll keep that in mind when I see how this case is handled.”  
 
    “Where were you attacked?”  
 
    “In a clearing about a half a mile from the road where the trail through the forest meets Hanover Road.”  
 
    “In the woods?” Daniel nodded. “Then I have to ask you what you were doing in the woods.”  
 
    “Chief, I am not here to lodge a complaint. Miss Rourke is.” Daniel nodded in Tina’s direction.  
 
    Chief Montgomery turned his attention to Brad. “Before you say anything, you’ve got the right to have a lawyer present when you speak, otherwise you don’t have to speak at all.” The chief pulled a small laminated card from his wallet and read Brad his Miranda rights.  
 
    When he had finished, Brad said, “I’ll wait for my lawyer.” Chief Montgomery nodded. “I figured you’d want to. Okay then, I’ll call your dad and let him know where you are. You two can handle things from there.”  
 
    Steve Montgomery grabbed Brad by the arm and led him down the hallway into what Daniel guessed would be one of the jail cells at the back of the office.  
 
    “Margaret,” Chief Montgomery said to the dispatcher when he came back, “Track down Earl Kendall and tell him his son’s in jail, and he has been charged with rape.”  
 
    Margaret nodded and picked up the telephone. Punching in the numbers, she mumbled to herself, “He’s not going to like this.”  
 
    “What was that, Margaret?” Chief Montgomery asked.  
 
    “I said Big Earl is not going to like this. We’d better hide anything he can throw or break because he’s going to be in a mean mood when he gets here.”  
 
    “Not my fault his boy’s in jail. Maybe Earl should have raised him better and taught him to respect women.”  
 
    Margaret looked frightened. “Oh, please, don’t say that to him, Chief. It will just set him off.”  
 
    Steve patted Margaret’s shoulder as if to reassure her. “Don’t worry. I don’t want to set him off. I just want to let him know what’s going to happen with these charges against Brad. It’s Brad he’s going to be mad at.”  
 
    Margaret sighed with relief and finished dialing the telephone number. The police chief looked at Tina and Daniel who were still sitting in the reception area. He waved them toward the back. “You two want to come into my office? I need to get statements from you.”  
 
    The chief’s office was not much more than an eight-by-eight cubicle. It was filled with file cabinets and pictures of his family. There was barely enough room for the chief’s desk and chair. Chief Montgomery opened his desk drawer and took out a tape recorder.  
 
    “Do you mind? I’ll have Margaret transcribe it later. You can read it over then and sign it,” Steve explained.  
 
    Tina and Daniel nodded. The police chief pressed the record button and said, “The following statement was taken from Tina Rourke against Brad Kendall. I am Chief Montgomery, and it is 1:33 p.m. onJuly 8, 1993.” He then allowed Tina to tell her story.  
 
    She told it simply and without a lot of elaboration. Her voice quavered only when she described the actual attack. Steve asked her questions on points that needed clarifying. Following that, he did the same thing with Daniel. However, Daniel left his conversation with Esau out of his version. He wasn’t sure what he would do about that yet.  
 
    As Tina and Daniel started to walk out of the chief’s office forty-five minutes later, another man slammed open the front door. He was tall and muscular, and he looked like an older Brad Kendall in the face, though Brad had definitely inherited his mother’s small, skinny body.  
 
    Earl Kendall saw Tina and said, “You led him on, didn’t you? Did you think you could lead him on and blackmail him? Well, I won’t stand for it you bitch!”  
 
    “Wait a minute, sir. Your son is the one in the wrong here, not Tina,”  
 
    Daniel said in Tina’s defense.  
 
    “And just who are you?” The man scrutinized Daniel’s face. “My name’s Daniel Levitt.”  
 
    “Oh, you’re the Jew who helped the bitch plot against my son. Well, you won’t get away with it. We know how to handle your kind in these parts,” Earl said as he poked his finger in Daniel’s chest.  
 
    Angry at the man’s reaction to what his son did, Daniel shoved Earl against the wall and grabbed him by the throat.  
 
    “Do not make the same mistake you son did and act stupidly,” Daniel warned Earl. “I would hate for this kike to make sure you never have another son.”  
 
    “Let him go,” Chief Montgomery ordered, his hand resting on his holster.  
 
    Daniel released his grip and Big Earl rubbed his throat. Daniel led Tina out into the street.   
 
    “I will walk you back to your car. Where is it?” Daniel offered.  
 
    “I parked near the bridge.”  
 
    “Good, that is where I parked, too.”  
 
    They walked a few minutes in silence. Tina kept her head down not staring at anyone as they walked.  
 
    Finally, she looked up at Daniel and said, “Thank you.”  
 
    “You are welcome.”  
 
    “I mean, if you hadn’t come by...”  
 
    “I know.”  
 
    “I always thought I could handle myself in that type of situation, but when he attacked me, I fell apart.”  
 
    “He terrified you. He is a lot stronger than he looks.” Daniel lied about Brad’s strength, but he hoped it made Tina feel better.  
 
    Tina smiled half-heartedly, but the smile quickly changed to a frown.  
 
    She stared at the road again. Daniel hated to see that frown almost as much as he loved to see her smile.  
 
    “He’ll get off you know,” Tina said.  
 
    “I do not think so.”  
 
    “His father has enough money to make bail, so he’ll be out by tonight. They’ll also be able to afford an expensive lawyer to talk his way out of this mess.”  
 
    “But you know you are the victim.” Tina nodded. “The evidence will certainly support you. If you get your lawyer digging into Brad’s past, he will find out you are not the first person Brad tried to rape. From what you told the chief, Brad does not like being told no, and I am sure you are not the first one who has said that to him.”  
 
    “I guess it’s a good thing you came to town. For me at least. I’m just sorry the man you’re looking for isn’t here.”  
 
    “I am not so sure about that. Or if he is not here, I am sure he will soon be,” Daniel said.  
 
    Tina stared at him as she climbed into the car, but he was looking off into the forest wondering where Esau was.  
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    Daniel watched Tina make a U-turn on Hanover Road and drive off toward Fleetwood. He waited until her car disappeared and then walked further down the road to where he had parked his own car. He unlocked the door and climbed into the hot interior.  
 
    What had he seen today? It was like something out of a horror movie. Esau Lachman reminded him of the gorillas from Planet of the Apes. Those gorillas could speak, too, but that had all been make-believe. Things like that didn’t happen in actual life.  
 
    Then he remembered an article he had read in the Chicago Sun-Times a few years ago. It said that advances in genetic research had determined that a man and gorilla were genetically close enough to interbreed. Like the wolf and the dog. Like the horse and the mule.  
 
    He could hardly believe that something as monumental as the offspring of a human and gorilla could live for so long without being discovered and reported in the press. Yet, he had seen the evidence. Someone had actually done interspecies breeding with a gorilla. No, not anyone... Mueller.  
 
    He climbed out of his car and started into the forest again. In a few minutes, he was standing in the spot where he had been lying when he first saw Esau. He listened hoping to hear some sound that would tell him the ape-man was near; but he heard nothing. He saw his pistol laying on the ground and picked it up.  
 
    “Esau!” he called out.  
 
    He heard a rustling behind him. Esau stepped out of the brush. “You had better not yell my name. Jacob might hear you.”  
 
    “Sorry. I meant to thank you for helping me yesterday.”  
 
    Esau sat on a log with his knuckles resting on the ground. He scratched his left arm picking off some sort of insect.  
 
    “My brother can be mean, but he has a short attention span. He can be easily distracted. I could tell he was going to hurt you as soon as you walked into the woods. His thoughts are confusing and I thought he might think he actually had Dr. Mueller with him,” Esau said.  
 
    “What do you mean ‘his thoughts’? Can you read his mind somehow?” A day ago, no one could have convinced Daniel that a man and gorilla could interbreed. Now that he had seen the proof of how wrong he had been, he began to doubt some of his other beliefs, like psychic powers.  
 
    Esau shrugged. “I don’t know if it’s that or if I simply know my brother so well, I can tell what is happening to him. I can only sense things from him, though, and only sometimes.”  
 
    “What is it like?”  
 
    Esau peeled some of the bark off the log he was sitting on while he thought. “Feelings, mostly. I can tell when he’s really mad at me even though he smiles and pretends to like me because Mama hates to see us fight. Sometimes it’s words and thoughts like yesterday with you. He kept thinking you were Dr. Mueller’s friend. I suppose he can read my feelings, too. He hasn’t ever said anything about it, but he might not realize what’s happening. Esau’s not too smart, you know.”  
 
    Daniel nodded. “So I have been told. However, he is very strong. What is your brother thinking now?”  
 
    “I’ve never actually tried to find out what he is thinking.”  
 
    “Can you try? I am curious.”  
 
    “I’ll try.” Esau closed his eyes. When he opened them, he looked confused, “I’m not sure, but I felt like he was having fun. Maybe playing in the woods. He’s not anywhere near here, though. The feeling is very faint, like he’s far away.”  
 
    Daniel scratched his neck. “It is nice to know he won’t come charging in here after me.”  
 
    Esau laughed so hard he fell off the log backwards. “What is so funny?” Daniel asked.  
 
    “You’re afraid of him,” Esau said through his laughter.  
 
    “I should be. He almost killed me yesterday.”  
 
    Esau looked at Daniel across the clearing and smiled. “Well, from what I saw today, you’re not totally defenseless. You did more than hold your own back there when you helped that girl. I would have helped her, but you did better than I could have. I didn’t know how I could help her without someone else seeing me, and Mama’s going to be mad enough when she finds out I talked to you.”  
 
    “Why? I will not tell anyone about you. I know what would happen. I would like to talk to your mother. I have some questions about Dr. Mueller she may be able to answer.”  
 
    “Mama hates to talk about the war or Dr. Mueller. If I didn’t know better, I would think she wants to forget about it all. But how can she, with me and Jacob around to remind her all the time?”  
 
    Daniel sat on the ground across from Esau so that he could watch him. At moments, he would have sworn Esau was just a hairy human, and at others Esau looked like the beast part of him was. Was he a deformed human or a smart gorilla? Which one was the real Esau?  
 
    “You said Dr. Mueller is responsible for you. That would be Dr. Karl Mueller?” Daniel asked.  
 
    Esau nodded. “You know of him then. My mother has warned my brother and me about him since we were old enough to understand. He terrifies her. She always has been. My mother, as you can probably guess, was the guinea pig for one of his experiments.”  
 
    “Your mother was not the only one?”  
 
    Esau shrugged as he stood up and stretched. “No, I suppose not, but she may be the only one still alive.”  
 
    “Did you know Mueller is coming to Fleetwood if he is not here already?” Daniel asked.  
 
    Esau jumped to his feet. His chest broadened as it filled with air.  
 
    “No, he can’t be. He’s dead, and even if he were alive, he wouldn’t know where we live.” Esau’s voice was slightly higher now and edged with panic. He seemed just as obsessed with Mueller as his brother and mother.  
 
    “My sources tell me that if he is not in town already, he soon will be. That is why I am here.”  
 
    “Why would you know about an old Nazi?” Esau asked.  
 
    “Because I am what many people would call a Nazi hunter.”  
 
    Esau sat down hard on the log. “Then you’re serious about this. You’re not just curious about Mueller, you’re hunting him.” Daniel nodded. “This will kill mother if she finds out. I was hoping she was finally forgetting about Mueller finding her.”  
 
    “It may kill more than your mother. There is only one reason I can guess that Karl Mueller would risk being arrested and come to America, especially when he is coming to Fleetwood. He has to be coming after you and Jacob.”  
 
    Esau thought for a moment and nodded. “You’re right, but what does he want with me and my brother?”  
 
    Daniel shrugged. “I can not say. Maybe he wants to finish what he started during the war. Maybe you are only part of an experiment that is partially complete. I do not know for sure. Maybe he just wants to see how you two turned out,” Daniel conjectured.  
 
    Esau thought on that for a moment. He rested his elbow on his knee and his head on his hand. “Do you think he knows more about what he did now than he did back then?”  
 
    “Science knows a lot more. He probably does, too, if he has kept up at all with all the advances. If nothing more, the methods have been refined. I can only imagine what he did to impregnate your mother with gorilla sperm, and all the ways I can think of scare me.”  
 
    Esau nodded his agreement, but then he said, “Maybe he would know how to make me human, so I could walk into town without being afraid.”  
 
    Daniel shook his head. “Even if he knew what was needed to change you to a human, he is too old to have the dexterity to do it. I certainly wouldn’t trust him, especially considering how he used his medical degree during the war. He’s a doctor in name only. No doctor should have done to people like your mother what he did.”  
 
    Esau scratched behind his ear. “You’re going to arrest him then?”  
 
    “If I can find him, I will have him arrested.”  
 
    “Why?”  
 
    The comment took Daniel aback. “You of all people have to ask why?”  
 
    Esau shook his head. “I’m not asking why for me. I know why I should hate him. I’m asking why are you hunting him? You’re too young even to have been born during the war. You’re younger than me and I was born right at the end of the war.”  
 
    Daniel was silent.  
 
    Finally, he said, “He may have been the one who killed my brothers and sisters. He changed my father. My father died a bitter man who spent all the time I knew him hating Germany and the Germans. People who knew him before the war said he was not always like that. Mueller, or someone like him, changed my father into someone who lived only to hate.”  
 
    “So you want vengeance, not justice?”  
 
    Esau’s question sounded too close to the things Greg Heinz had said to Daniel in the Baltimore Zoo. Daniel stood up and began pacing back and forth along the trail.  
 
    “He is a monster. Look what he did to you. He killed sadistically, and the law says murderers must face their punishment. He has avoided his for too long,” Daniel said a bit too defensively.  
 
    “You seem too gentle to hate so much. Are you letting Mueller change you into someone like your father? It would be a pity because I like you the way you are.”  
 
    “Did Mueller also crossbreed you with a psychiatrist?” Esau lowered his head. “I am sorry. That was a low blow. I am on edge. I have to absorb too many things. You and Jacob. This mission Mueller seems to be on, and whether I really want to be here in Fleetwood.”  
 
    “But you’re right. I am asking questions that are too personal. It’s just that I have never spoken with anyone other than my mother and brother. I’m not sure how to act in this type of social situation.”  
 
    “I am still sorry I snapped at you.” Daniel stood up. “I have to go into town now, but I would like to speak with you again. Can we meet here again tomorrow at this same time?”  
 
    Esau glanced at his watch. “That would be good. If I can.”  
 
    “Oh.” Daniel was disappointed.  
 
    “It’s just that I have to go home sometime, and when I do, my mother may punish me for leaving the way I did,” Esau explained. “I’ll try my best to come, though. It’s nice to have someone different to talk to.”  
 
    Daniel smiled. “Good, then I will see you tomorrow.”  
 
    “See you tomorrow.”  
 
    When Daniel had walked a short distance, Esau said, “You’re sure Mueller’s in town?”  
 
    Daniel turned around. “He is here. I know it.”  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 9 
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    Tina Rourke spent most of the afternoon in her apartment exercising so she wouldn’t have to think about how close she came to being raped. She exercised. She cried. She studied. She cried. She cleaned. She cried. By early evening, she didn’t have a tear left. Only anger was left. She was angry at herself for not fighting Brad harder, but she was even angrier at Brad for attacking her. He was the criminal and yet she felt as if she were the prisoner, not Brad.  
 
    As soon as she had gotten home this afternoon, she had taken three showers and scrubbed herself raw trying to get rid of the feeling he had left on her body. Even now, she could still feel his touch on her body.  
 
    By six o’clock, Tina needed to get out of the apartment. She didn’t care where she had to go; she just had to get away. Tina parked her car in the lot behind the Dollar General, rather than in her usual space behind Kendall’s Country Store. She didn’t want to chance running into Earl Kendall again. He would certainly have something to say to her, and she was sure it wouldn’t be pleasant. Walking out onto the street toward the hardware store, she thought she might walk over to Kay’s for a milkshake. When she was depressed, something fattening always helped cheer her up. Ice cream, by itself or in any of its varied forms, was her favorite depression cure.  
 
    As she crossed Main Street, she stopped in the middle of the road. From inside Kendall’s Country Store, Brad stared at her though the large plate-glass window at the front of the store. He was out on bail. Of course she had known he would be. His father had enough pull to get bail set quickly. He was standing at the window with his hands on his thighs staring at her. When he saw Tina had seen him, Brad quickly grabbed his crotch and smiled. Then he moved his hands back to his thighs. No one had seen him do it but Tina.  
 
    A horn blared at Tina’s side and she jumped. She realized she was standing in the middle of the lane. Tina hurried across the street and past Kendall’s, trying not to look panicked. She walked into Kay’s Kitchen hoping to lose herself among plenty of people, but besides Kay, only one other man was in the restaurant. Where was everyone?  
 
    The man was tall and lean, not thin like Brad. He was about Daniel’s age. She found herself thinking about Daniel more often, but after what he had done for her this afternoon, it was understandable. Daniel might not be as muscular as some guys she dated, but he certainly was heroic.  
 
    Tina sat down at the counter on a stool. On the other side of the counter, Kay walked up next to her. Kay Mitchell was a divorced mother of three. Two of her children were grown and moved away. The third was in Tina’s calculus class at college. Tina had grown up with Sarah Mitchell and had known Kay even before she opened the diner.  
 
    “I heard what happened to you this afternoon, honey. Can’t say I would have figured Brad for a rapist, but I believe you,” Kay told her.  
 
    “Does everyone in town know?”  
 
    Kay arched her eyebrows and leaned on the counter across from Tina. “What do you expect? You and the new guy paraded Brad through town, and those who didn’t see Brad in all his glory certainly heard big Earl shouting about how you were trying to trap his son.”  
 
    Tina groaned and laid her head on her folded arms.  
 
    Kay patted her head. “I take it you want a chocolate milkshake?”  
 
    Kay knew her too well.  
 
    “Kay, do you think I was wrong to have him arrested?” Tina asked.  
 
    Kay stopped dipping out the chocolate ice cream and walked over to Tina. She waved the ice cream scoop in Tina’s face. “Now you listen here, young lady. Rape is rape, no matter how you look at it. I knew a girl when I was in high school. She went out with a tackle on the football team. Anyway, from what she told me, he forced her to have sex with him. I mean this guy was 200 pounds of muscle, and she weighed only 110. She just couldn’t keep him off of her. It was like an ant trying to keep someone from stepping on it. She told her parents about it, and they called her a whore. They said he wouldn’t have done it if she hadn’t wanted him to, that she could have fought him off. Bull. Don’t get tricked into that good-old-boy thinking, Tina.”  
 
    “But if that’s what everyone else thinks...”  
 
    “It’s not what everyone else thinks. It’s just that those who are talking loudest right now are the idiots and Earl’s friends, which is the same thing. Those who agree with you aren’t saying anything because they don’t have to. You had Brad arrested. You did the right thing, so they’ve got no complaint,” Kay lectured her.  
 
    The small bells on the front door jingled as it opened. Tina turned around and gasped. Brad was standing in the doorway still wearing the full-length blue apron all the employees at Kendall’s had to wear.  
 
    “Brad Kendall, you get out of my restaurant right this instant,” Kay ordered.  
 
    Brad laughed. “You can’t make me leave. It’s a free country, and I’m a free man. Besides, I’m not causing any trouble.”  
 
    He walked up next to Tina and sat down on the stool next to hers.  
 
    Tina moved over to the next stool, but Brad only followed her. Tina refused to look at him.  
 
    “I’m gonna call the police,” Kay warned.  
 
    “Go ahead. What can they do? I’m a law-abiding citizen. I’m innocent until proven guilty you know.” He turned his attention to Tina. “How did you like it? You know we’re going to have to finish what we started before.”  
 
    Tina couldn’t help blushing, but she said, “Go away, Brad, before I kick you in your balls again. That is, if I’m able to find them.”  
 
    “I wouldn’t be so sassy if I was you, you little red-headed tramp. I also wouldn’t testify against me in court. My daddy’s friends may have something to say to you if you do.”  
 
    Brad didn’t have to explain who his “daddy’s friends” were. The Klu Klux Klan had gone out of fashion in many towns, but Fleetwood still had a strong chapter. Everyone knew Earl Kendall was a big man in the Klan, but no one could prove it. Much to the anger of Chief Montgomery.  
 
    “Come on, Tina, you don’t want to see me go on trial. You know you like me.”  
 
    “Go away, Brad,” Tina said again more forcefully.  
 
    She stood up and turned to go, but Brad grabbed her arm.  
 
    “That’s it! I’m calling the police,” Kay said.  
 
    Brad started to say something, but a hand clamped over his and squeezed. Brad winced and let go of Tina. The other stranger Tina had seen in the diner was squeezing Brad’s hand.  
 
    “I don’t believe the lady wants to talk with you,” the man said. His voice had a Spanish accent, Tina thought, but he looked European or American.  
 
    Brad shook his hand free and stared at the man. Tina thought they might fight for a moment, but Brad probably already had taken too much of a beating today.  
 
    “I hope you’re not staying in town long, mister. We don’t like people who put their noses into other people’s business.”  
 
    Brad turned and walked out slamming the door behind him.  
 
    Tina turned to the stranger. “I could have handled that myself, you know.” She was tired of someone else having to step in between her and Brad.” 
 
    The stranger nodded. “I am sorry. I didn’t like how he was treating you.” 
 
    The man turned away. Kay gestured at Tina, indicating she should say something. 
 
    “Wait.” The man turned. “I’m sorry. Brad has me frustrated and angry, and I took it out on you. Thank you for what you did.” 
 
    “You’re welcome.” 
 
    “Can I buy you a milkshake to thank you?” Tina asked. It was a small token of her gratitude, but it was something.  
 
    The blonde-haired man smiled. He sat down on the stool that Brad had just vacated.  
 
    “It’s been many years since I’ve had a milkshake,” he said.  
 
    Tina held out her hand. “My name’s Tina Rourke.”  
 
    The stranger shook her hand. He had a firm grip, and Tina realized how he had squeezed Brad’s hand to the point of pain.  
 
    “I’m Joseph Speer.”  
 
    “Speer? Then you’re German. I thought your accent was Spanish,” Tina said.  
 
    Joseph blushed. “My name is German, but I’ve never lived in Germany. I lived in Brazil and Africa, though.”  
 
    “Wow!” Tina said.  
 
    Kay brought over the two chocolate shakes.  
 
    “So what brings you to Fleetwood? I mean I’m going to school to find a way to get out of this town, but you’ve been out in the world and you wind up here,” Tina said.  
 
    “I wouldn’t be so critical about your town. It’s nice to have a place where you can have roots. I’ve never really had strong roots anywhere.”  
 
    “Is that why you came to Fleetwood?”  
 
    Joseph hesitated. “No, I came because of my father. He wanted to come here. He’s an old man and I try to humor him.”  
 
    Tina stopped in mid-slurp with her shake. Old man. German name.  
 
    Stranger in town. No roots. Was this nice man the son of the war criminal Daniel was looking for? Daniel had seemed so certain that Karl Mueller would be in Fleetwood, and this was the only other stranger in town. What would happen to this man when his father was arrested? He had to know that his father was a war criminal.  
 
    “Are you staying at the Maryland House?” Tina asked innocently.  
 
    Joseph slurped at the shake and shook his head. “We rented a house out on Deer Run Road. It’s a beautiful place. I wish we could purchase it, but my father only wants to rent. He may break down, though. We may wind up staying in the area, just not in that house.”  
 
    “Is that the house with the wraparound porch?” Joseph nodded. “It’s used to be Davis McKinley’s place. He was killed in a car accident a year ago, and his widow moved back to Lehigh to be near her relatives. She’s the one who rents out the house,” Tina told him.  
 
    “I met her when we signed the lease. I told her how much I liked the place, and she said she would sell, but my father said no.”  
 
    Tina finished her shake and stood up. “Well, I’ve got to go. Maybe I’ll stop by and see you at your house sometime. I’d like to meet your father and tell him what a gentlemanly son he has.”  
 
    Joseph smiled. “I look forward to it.”  
 
    Tina walked down to the cash register to pay Kay for the shakes.  
 
    “On the house,” Kay told her, “After what happened in here, I couldn’t take your money for the shakes. You earned them.”  
 
    “I didn’t earn them. Joseph did. Give him whatever he wants to eat, and I’ll pay you for it tomorrow.”  
 
    Kay nodded. Tina thanked her and turned to leave. She waved at Joseph. He returned her wave and went back to sipping his chocolate shake. Outside, she looked down the road toward Maryland House. Daniel was staying there. It was the only place nearby to stay.  
 
    She wanted to tell him what she had found out. It would be her way of thanking him for helping her today. Besides, she had to admit she wouldn’t mind seeing him again.  
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    Eva Lachman’s stomach growled loudly. She had eaten nothing in over a day. How could she think about eating when Mueller had her babies somewhere, doing his experiments on them?  
 
    She paced through her sons’ bedrooms, ignoring her empty stomach. She didn’t know what she hoped to find among the toys in Jacob’s room and computer magazines in Esau’s room, but she couldn’t just sit still and wait until Mueller killed her sons. Pictures of male models filled Jacob’s bedroom. He had torn them out of Gentleman’s Quarterly and saved them over the years by taping them on his walls. Various bottles filled with lotions and creams covered the top of his bureau. Jacob took a lot of pride in his appearance and did everything he could to appear completely normal. Jacob’s bedspread showed the Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles fighting other mutated animals.  
 
    Eva stared at the bedspread for a moment. She had never understood why Jacob liked the cartoon about the four half-turtle, half-man superheroes. Eva closed her eyes and rubbed them gently. Of course, that was the answer. It had always been there in front of her, but she had never noticed it before. Jacob identified with the turtle-men. She had known always that the pictures of models and Jacob’s extensive grooming habits came from his need not to look like his father or brother, but the half-man half-turtle creatures seemed to show her he knew he was an oddity and it was never far from his mind.  
 
    Eva moaned as she reached down and yanked the bedspread off the mattress and tossed it to the side of the room. She fell onto the bed hugging the mattress and buried her face in the sheets. Had Jacob left his scent with the bed? Was there something still left that would tell her that Jacob had been here? That he had been a part of her life?  
 
    She heard the bedroom door open behind her.  
 
    Eva’s aging reflexes acted with uncanny speed. She rolled onto her back, pointing the pistol at the sound of the voice behind her. And, even as she saw she was pointing the pistol at Esau, she fired.  
 
    Luckily, he dropped to the floor, and her aim was poor. With a loud “thwack,” the bullet embedded itself in the doorframe to the left of his head as he fell.  
 
    “Esau!” Eva shouted as she dropped the pistol on the floor.  
 
    “Mama?” Esau peered around the side of the doorjamb like a chastised dog that was now being called lovingly by its master. Eva stood up and rushed over next to her son. She kneeled down beside him and hugged his furry neck.  
 
    “I thought you were dead, but you got away. You got away.” She drew herself away momentarily and looked around. “Did you bring your brother with you?”  
 
    “No, mother...”  
 
    Her grip around his neck tightened as she tensed. “He’s not dead, is he? Mueller didn’t kill him?”  
 
    “I don’t think so. Why do you think Mueller killed him?”  
 
    Eva stood up and held onto Esau’s hand. “I saw him. I saw Mueller in a car while I was buying food, and I just knew he was coming for you and your brother.” She hugged Esau. “But you got away. You’re so clever Esau. I never thought I’d see you again.”  
 
    “Mother, Dr. Mueller hasn’t been here,” Esau told her.  
 
    Eva stared at her son blankly. “But he had to have been here. Why else would you and Jacob have left?”  
 
    Esau hesitated with his answer. “I left on my own. Jacob must have followed me to bring me back.”  
 
    Eva laughed and Esau stared at her. She saw his stare and fell quiet. “You’re serious, aren’t you?” Esau nodded. “But you haven’t run away in over thirty years! You know what might happen. Those idiots almost shot you because they thought you were a monster the last time.”  
 
    Esau’s dark skin turned a shade darker with shame. He remembered his half day of freedom with crystal clarity because it had been the only freedom he had known until two days ago. They had lived on a farm in Poland after the war until he had run away from the house to go into the nearby town. He had worn a disguise: a hat, coat, and gloves. He had thought that would be enough to allow him to walk among people other than his mother and brother, but he hadn’t been able to hide his face. A woman in the bakery had looked beneath the shadows of his hat and seen a monster looking back. The woman had screamed, and Esau had run. Another shop owner had fired a rifle at him. The bullet had passed through the edge of his overcoat as it flapped around his legs while he ran. After that, his mother had no choice but to leave the country. Hunters scoured the forests looking for the monster. All of them wanted to shoot Esau and mount his body as a trophy in the homes. So Eva had moved her family to Israel for a few years and then here.  
 
    “I had to leave. Jacob had been teasing me playing around outside the inner fence so I could see him,” Esau tried to explain.  
 
    “He’s done that before, but it’s never made you do something so stupid as leaving the house.”  
 
    “He didn’t make me run away, but he did start me thinking. I’m almost fifty years old, and I’m half-gorilla. Most gorillas live to be about forty, so for a gorilla, I’m ancient.”  
 
    “But you’re human, too, and humans live a lot longer than gorillas,” Eva countered.  
 
    Esau nodded. “I know, but even though I’m going to live longer than a gorilla, I probably won’t live as long as a human. I’m an old man... thing. I don’t want to die never having lived. If I die regretting I ever lived, then everything you’ve gone through to keep me alive will have been wasted. I need to be free. Not all the time, but sometimes. Jacob has his freedom. I deserve as much or don’t you love me as much?”  
 
    Eva slapped her son across his face. “How dare you say something like that! What I do... what I’ve always done is for your protection. What if someone had seen you while you were playing outside the farm? You might have caused a panic in town. A hunter might have shot you. There’s lots of them in this area, you know?”  
 
    Esau rubbed his cheek. “But I did meet someone, Mother.”  
 
    “What?”  
 
    Eva grabbed onto the door frame and pulled herself to her feet. She paced back and forth in the bedroom waving her hands in the air.  
 
    Esau stood up and said, “His name is Daniel Levitt. Jacob was trying to kill him, but I scared Jacob off. I wasn’t going to let the man see me at first, but my curiosity at how he would react to seeing who had helped him was too great. I had to see if people would accept me. Then maybe by chance, I might be able to live free like Jacob.”  
 
    “And you scared him off, I suppose? How could you be so foolish, Esau? He’ll tell Chief Montgomery now for sure.”  
 
    Shaking his head, Esau said, “I don’t think so because he was scared only until he realized I wasn’t going to hurt him. Then he wanted to know what I was.” Eva looked doubtful. “Talk to him, Mother. He’s looking for Dr. Mueller. I think that’s why Jacob tried to kill him. He must have thought Daniel was a friend of Mueller’s, but Daniel is a Nazi hunter.”  
 
    Eva was silent as she walked over to the bed and sat down. She began gnawing on her nails.  
 
    “Did you tell him where you lived?” she asked.  
 
    Esau walked over and sat down beside his mother. “No, but he can figure it out if he wants. I think he is a very smart man. He knows Jacob’s my brother, and everyone in town knows where Jacob lives.”  
 
    “What if he tells someone about you? What if he happens to mention he met Jacob Lachman’s brother?”  
 
    “I don’t think he will. He’s looking for Dr. Mueller, nothing more.”  
 
    “Then I did see him in town, didn’t I? Dr. Mueller, I mean?”  
 
    Esau nodded. “Probably.”  
 
    Eva wrung her hands together. “Oh, I wish Jacob were here. I don’t like him being away from the house with Mueller out there, too. What if Mueller has him? Mueller would recognize Jacob if he saw him. Anyone who knows what to look for can see the beast in either of you.”  
 
    “Mueller is an old man. I don’t think he can be that dangerous,” Esau said.  
 
    Eva looked up at her oldest son. “Don’t ever think that power always goes to the strongest, Esau. Dr. Mueller is older so he is probably smarter, too. The fact that he is in Fleetwood means he must be looking for us. Why else would he come here? A smart man will find us no matter what we do. He’s traced us this far, hasn’t he?”  
 
    Esau put his long arm around his mother and hugged her gently being careful not to crush her.  
 
    “Everything will be all right. Jacob will come home safely.” However, knowing what he knew now, knowing that feeling of hate he had felt from his brother’s mind, he wasn’t so sure he wanted to see his brother again.  
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    Charlie Hardesty sat in his rocking chair on the porch of the Maryland House when Tina drove up and parked in the small parking lot on the side of his nineteenth-century mansion. The sun was setting, and he was reading with the help of the porch light. Charlie glanced around the side of The Washington Post, saw who she was, and went back to reading.  
 
    The house originally had been built by Benjamin Weaver, who had owned a half-interest in many of the area coal mines west of Fleetwood and the flour trade east of town. He had died at the turn of the century, and Charlie’s grandfather had bought the house.  
 
    Charlie had turned the house into a bed-and-breakfast inn in the late 1970s when he realized farming was becoming a tougher business to keep going. So he had become the epitome of a Southern gentleman, letting his beard grow long, wearing summer suits, and catering his new business to people who lived inside the Capital Beltway and wanted to get away from big-city pressures to a time when life was simpler.  
 
    When Tina stepped onto the porch, he lowered his paper and said, “I hear you’re looking for another job, Tina.”  
 
    Despite having lived in a small town all her life, Tina was still amazed how fast news could travel. People must spend their free time on the phone keeping everyone else up to date.  
 
    “I suppose so.”  
 
    Charlie nodded. He pulled his cigar out of his mouth and blew a circle of smoke into the air. He was dressed in a dark-blue suit that looked like it belonged on a politician. But Charlie’s customers expected to be greeted by a respectable-looking proprietor, not someone who looked like a farmer. He obliged them.  
 
    “I could use some help here. My housekeeping staff is short-handed. It’s hard to find the kind of help I need.”  
 
    Tina smiled. Maybe something would go right for her today. Everyone knew Charlie paid his employees more than their jobs were worth. “I’d like to work here, but I’d have to work around my school schedule. I’m taking classes at Allegany Community College.”  
 
    Charlie held up his chubby hand. Sixteen years of living a gentleman’s life had added thirty extra pounds to his body. When he had farmed the land, he had been a lean man.  
 
    “I haven’t offered you a job. I’m not sure you’re the kind of help I could use.”  
 
    Tina put her hands on her hips. Why’d he bring it up if he didn’t want to hire her?  
 
    “Well, what you did with young Kendall in town was impressive. Everyone got a good laugh from seeing what that boy is made of, so to speak. And, he probably deserved what you did to him, too,” Charlie continued.  
 
    “But...” Tina said as she shot him a hard look.  
 
    Charlie met it unflinchingly and said, “But it was high profile, too. You aired your problems in front of the whole town. Not that the whole town wouldn’t have found out by now, anyway. I need help cooking, cleaning, and the like, and my pay is high, higher than you were probably making in town. A lot of people think I’m crazy to pay twice as much for something when I don’t have to, but I’m not just paying for a housekeeper. I’m paying for discretion and silence. Now, I know you’re a good worker, Tina, but can you be discreet? Can you stay in control without letting my customers think you have lost it? I mean if someone pinches you on the butt, you won’t parade them down Hanover Road into town, will you?”  
 
    “There’s a difference between a pinch and what Brad tried,” Tina told him.  
 
    Charlie nodded. “True, and I know there is. But you know what I’m getting at, don’t you?” Tina nodded. “Do you know where to draw the line without offending anyone?” Tina nodded again. “Okay. We’ll give it a try if you’re interested. Why don’t you stop by tomorrow morning, and we’ll work out the details?”  
 
    Charlie shoved his cigar into his mouth and went back to reading his newspaper.  
 
    “I appreciate the job, Mr. Hardesty, but I came here to see one of your guests.”  
 
    “The Jew?”  
 
    “His name is Daniel Levitt.”  
 
    “You and him got a thing going?” Charlie asked.  
 
    “That doesn’t sound too discreet to me.”  
 
    Charlie frowned and thumbed her through the door. “He’s in room four.”  
 
    Tina thanked him and walked into the foyer area of the Maryland House. Again, she was amazed at how elaborate the place was. A wide staircase ran up to the second floor where half a dozen rooms had been turned into suites so that, if the inhabitants chose, they did not have to be seen in the halls. Each suite had a bedroom, a bath, and a sitting room. Each suite also had a dumbwaiter, adding to the privacy. The first floor had the kitchen and offices. One wing, Charlie Hardesty reserved for his own living quarters. The other wing served as a lounge area. It featured an enormous fireplace, three sofas and four chairs. A bartender tended a fully stocked bar during the evening hours.  
 
    Tina climbed the stairs and turned to the right. Room four was on the left- hand side of the hallway. She knocked on the door and waited. The light showing through the peep hole disappeared as someone looked through from the other side. The light reappeared, and she heard the chain rattle against the door as Daniel undid the lock. The door opened, and he looked up and down the hall before looking at her.  
 
    “You seem awfully suspicious,” she said.  
 
    He stepped back and opened the door wider. “Part of the job, I guess. Please come in. Or, if you would rather go down to the lounge so we can be out in the open, I understand.”  
 
    Tina stepped into the room. “Don’t be foolish. You did nothing to me this afternoon. In fact, you kept something from happening to me. That’s part of the reason I’m here.”  
 
    Daniel closed the door and locked it behind him. “What are you talking about?”  
 
    “Well, I feel like I owe you a big favor after what you did for me this afternoon,” Tina told him.  
 
    “I did it because you needed help.”  
 
    Tina sat down in a chair next to the window.  
 
    “I sure did. Like the Chief said, you just happened to be on the trail when I needed help. I still feel like I owe you. Besides, I found out something I think you’ll want to know about why you’re here.”  
 
    Daniel grabbed her by the hands and sat beside her. “You saw Mueller? Where?”  
 
    Tina pulled her hands away. “Wait a minute. I didn’t say I saw Mueller. I had a conversation with a man about your age about an hour ago. He’s a very nice man. He spoke with a Spanish accent, but his name was German.” Daniel’s eyes widened. “He’s also a stranger in town. He said he wasn’t sure why he and his father came to town, just that his father wanted to.”  
 
    Daniel nodded slowly. “Was his name Mueller?”  
 
    “Speer.”  
 
    “Did he have sandy-blond hair and blue eyes?” Tina nodded. “Average build, but very wide shoulders?”  
 
    “You know him?” she asked. 
 
    Daniel stood and walked to the window beside her and looked out onto the expansive backyard. “His real name is Joseph Mueller. His father is the man I’m after.”  
 
    “He seems like such a nice guy. I wouldn’t think he could be a Nazi,” Tina said.  
 
    “You know as well as I do people are not always as they seem.”  
 
    She rubbed the cheek Brad had hit. “Yeah, I guess I do.”  
 
    Daniel blushed and turned away. “As far as I know, Joseph Mueller is not a Nazi. From everything I know about him, he hates the Nazis almost as much as he hates the Jews.”  
 
    “That’s odd, seeing how his father is a Nazi.”  
 
    “His father is the reason he hates them. Joseph blames his father for causing him to live his life on the run. He also blames his father for putting his mother into the situation that got her killed.”  
 
    “How was she killed?”  
 
    “I shot her,” Daniel nearly whispered.  
 
    Tina gasped.  
 
    He turned away from the window and walked over to the bureau and looked at himself in the mirror above it.  
 
    “I did not mean to, but she stepped in the wrong place at the wrong time and a ricochet hit her.” His hands squeezed the edges of the bureau. “But Mueller left her there. I could see Joseph trying to go back and help her, but Mueller pulled him away trying to get away from me. So I ran to help her, but she was already dead. I had nothing against her. I was only trying to capture Mueller.” He clenched his eyes shut and lowered his head.  
 
    Tina walked over beside him. She put her arm around his shoulders hugging him. “If you say you didn’t mean to kill her, then I believe you.”  
 
    Daniel turned to face her. His body pressed up against her and looked into her eyes. “How can you believe me? You do not know me.”  
 
    “I know what kind of person you are. I’m a fairly good judge of character. Maybe that’s why I never wanted to date Brad.”  
 
    “So what kind of person am I?”  
 
    Tina thought for a minute. She stroked his cheek once and then brushed a wisp of hair off his forehead. “You’re not a killer. That’s for sure. And you don’t like what you do, that’s obvious. What I don’t know is why you keep on doing it.”  
 
    “How can you just look at me and know the kind of person I am when I do not even know myself? I can say I did not mean to kill Aria Mueller all I want. I can get you to believe it. I can get the police in Africa to believe me, but it doesn’t matter. Whether or not I meant to, she is dead, and I killed her. Joseph is not the only person who cannot forgive me for that fact.”  
 
    He slammed his hand against the bureau and Tina jumped. Daniel put his hand on her shoulder. “I am sorry. I did not mean to scare you.”  
 
    She sagged against him with relief. “You didn’t. Not really. I’m just a little jittery after everything that has happened today.” She paused. “They live at a house on Deer Run Road. I can show it to you if you want.”  
 
    Daniel glanced back at the mirror. “Not today. Tomorrow. And then I can finish this mess.”  
 
    Tina glanced at Daniel’s reflection in the mirror. “What do you see when you look in the mirror?”  
 
    Daniel’s head snapped back to face her. “Nothing,” he said quickly. “Just my reflection.”  
 
    “But how do you see yourself? You don’t look happy when you look into the mirror, and from where I stand, you have nothing on your face that should cause you to look so sad.”  
 
    “Maybe I don’t like what I see.” He glanced over his shoulder toward the mirror.  
 
    Tina turned his face away from the mirror and kissed him. Daniel hesitated a moment and then slid his arms around her.  
 
    Tina pulled away and smiled at him. “I don’t know what you see, Daniel Levitt, but I like what I see. You may be a little confused about things right now, but I know you’ll find out that you are a likable guy.”  
 
    She walked to the door and unlocked it. Daniel stood by the bureau watching her leave.  
 
    As she opened the door, she paused in the doorway. “Maybe you should get a new mirror,” she said. Then she closed the door and was gone.  
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter 12 
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    July 8, 1993 
 
      
 
    Joseph Mueller walked to the cash register, taking out his wallet as he did.  
 
    From behind the counter, Kay saw him coming and held up her hand.  
 
    “Put your wallet back in your pocket. Tina already paid for your meal,” she said, smiling.  
 
    Joseph looked surprised. “But how? I hadn’t eaten it when she was here.”  
 
    Kay continued wiping down the counter top. The night looked like it would be a wash. Joseph was the last customer. She’d be lucky if she broke even tonight.  
 
    “She told me to put it on her tab,” Kay said.  
 
    “Tab? I don’t understand what you mean, but I can’t let her pay for my meal. I can afford to pay for it.”  
 
    Kay shook her head. “I don’t doubt that, but Tina wants to thank you for helping her this evening. Just be grateful and put your money away.”  
 
    Joseph slid his wallet back into his hip pocket. He still looked a little puzzled. He scratched his cheek.  
 
    “She’s very kind. Most people around here seem to be like her, but a few are like the man, too, no?”  
 
    Kay nodded in agreement. “Tonight, you saw one of the best and one of the worst Fleetwood has to offer. Tina Rourke and Brad Kendall.”  
 
    “I would like to do something more for her if I could. I didn’t expect her to pay for my meal when I helped her. I just didn’t like how that man was treating her.”  
 
    “Neither did I. If you want to help her, help her find a job. She’ll be needing one. Until this morning, Brad Kendall-the man you scared away from her-used to be her boss. What do you do for work, Mr. Speer?”  
 
    Joseph shrugged. “I don’t have a profession, so I doubt I could help her in that way. I’ve spent my life traveling.”  
 
    Kay stopped cleaning and leaned across the counter. “Oh? Born with a silver spoon in your mouth, huh?” Kay was not known for her tact. She simply spoke her mind. Most of the people in town had learned to expect it, but her approach sometimes set strangers back.  
 
    “I wouldn’t say that. I’ve had my own struggles. Finding peace and happiness. Those things go beyond money. I know, I have money but I have neither of those things.”  
 
    Kay had noticed how detached Joseph had seemed while eating his cheeseburger and French fries, but she couldn’t figure out the reason for it. She had simply assumed it was because he was a stranger. Now she realized he was not only a stranger to Fleetwood but a stranger to himself. Though he looked like an adult, he sounded like a teenager trying to find out what sort of person he was. She wondered how a man could become his age without learning that, though.  
 
    “Now me, I’m just the opposite,” Kay said. “I work like a dog in here some days from six in the morning until eight at night. It doesn’t bring home much, especially when you look at the work on an hourly wage, but I’m happy. It keeps me going, and I’m my own boss. I’ve three lovely daughters who are my happiness. And I’m at peace because I got rid of my lousy wretch of a husband who used to drink away his paycheck.”  
 
    “What about Tina? Is she happy and at peace?”  
 
    “Tina?” Kay thought a moment. “At peace, maybe. She’s fairly level headed and makes pretty good decisions, so not much comes back to haunt her. As far as happy goes, though, I don’t think she is. At least not yet. She thinks she knows what’s going to make her happy, and she’s got a plan to achieve it, but I think she’ll hit a few detours along the way. I sure know I did.” Joseph nodded and smiled. “That is what I need... a plan, but I have no idea how to get what I want.”  
 
    Joseph sat down on a stool so that he was sitting across from Kay. She was used to being a country counselor, except that the townsfolk, like Tina, were usually the ones talking to her, not strangers. Joseph must desperately need to talk to someone.  
 
    Kay laughed. “That’s easy. Start by asking yourself, what would make you happy?”  
 
    Joseph didn’t even hesitate. “A home, a permanent home. A wife, children. A job.”  
 
    Kay drew back a little. “Those aren’t too grand plans. It must not take much to make you happy.”  
 
    “No, it takes a lot. Those things are as much out of my reach right now as you becoming president of this country.”  
 
    Kay laughed at the image of her sitting in the oval office. “Well, the two easiest things for you to concentrate on right now would be a job and wife. The other two flow out of those. You can’t buy a home around here unless you can show you’ve been working for a job for a few years or pay for it with cash up front.”  
 
    “I can pay for it.”  
 
    Kay’s eyes widened. “Wow, maybe I should have let you pay for the meal.”  
 
    “I still will.”  
 
    He reached for his wallet. Kay put her hand on his arm. “Just kidding, Joseph. Loosen up. We’re not so formal or serious in this town. So you can buy your house. Well then, you just have to find the perfect one for you. That should be easy enough. There are plenty of houses for sale right now. As for the wife, you’d better not go around asking women if they want to marry you. Date for a while. That’s what I tell my girls. Eventually, you’ll find the right woman for you. When you find the right person both of you will know it. God works in mysterious ways you know.”  
 
    Joseph nodded. “I know. My father feels God brought us both here.”  
 
    “See what I mean? Just work on finding the house you want, then you can find a job close by it. As for the wife, keep your eyes open, but don’t rush it. Love moves at its own pace.”  
 
    “Thank you.” Joseph stood up and turned to go. He stopped and turned back to Kay. “You’re a nice person to talk to. I appreciate you listening to me talk.”  
 
    Kay smiled. “That’s what I’m here for. My job is part cook and part bartender. I’m Fleetwood’s answer to ‘Dear Abby.’”  
 
    “I think you do your job well.”  
 
    “You might not after I start poking my nose around in your business,” Kay warned him.  
 
    “It’s customary to tip waitresses and waiters in this country, isn’t it?”  
 
    “In most countries, as far as I know.”  
 
    Joseph took a fifty-dollar bill out of his wallet and handed it to her.  
 
    Then he was out of the door before Kay could say anything. Not that she could say anything, for once in her life, Kay was speechless.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 13 
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    July 8, 1993 
 
      
 
    Daniel stood staring at the door to his room even after Tina had left.  
 
    His lips tingled from her kiss. His mind raced. He touched his fingers to his lips and then ran his fingers through his hair. He thought he heard a car engine roar to life outside, and he assumed it was her car. He finally turned away from the door.  
 
    What had just happened?  
 
    Had he dreamed he kissed her? No, she had done it with no urging from him. She had done it.  
 
    He went to his bed and collapsed onto it. The phone on the nightstand rang. He ignored it. Let it ring. It could only be Adam, and Daniel had no desire to spoil his good feeling by talking to Adam Goldstein. The phone rang ten times before Adam finally gave up.  
 
    Daniel smiled. One small victory for him.  
 
    How long had it been since he had kissed someone? His mind drifted back to Marla in college. He had met her his sophomore year, and they had dated until Adam recruited him during his summer vacation between his sophomore and junior years. After Marla, about five years had passed until he had met Robyn in California. His relationship with her hadn’t lasted because the very thing she thought was noble at their meeting, she later felt was obsessive and vindictive at their parting. That was ten years ago. Now, he mused, God seemed to have given him yet another chance to break away from the wandering-and-hunting life he had led for so long and become a normal person again.  
 
    He piled the two pillows on his bed on top of each other and lay back against them on the feather mattress. The setting sun shining through the window shined onto his bed. He closed his eyes and tried to imagine what his new life would be like.  
 
    Could he even start another life? He knew the time had come to quit Adam’s committee. He had been ready to quit for a while but he didn’t know how to do it. What would he do once he quit? He thought often about returning to get his medical degree, but every year that passed pushed that option further away. All he knew how to do was hunt men down. He laughed at the idea of being a detective or a police officer. That wouldn’t be any better than being a Nazi hunter. He’d be doing the same thing, but with a different boss.  
 
    He realized he was kidding himself to even think of being an independent man. He was Adam’s trained dog. He might be starving, but he wouldn’t take the table scraps unless he was told he could. As long as Adam wanted him on the Committee for the Prosecution of War Criminals, he would stay and honor his father’s wishes. Besides, things would never work out between him and Tina. She was at least fifteen years his junior. Much too big a gap to overcome.  
 
    He stood up and walked over to the bureau and looked at his reflection in the mirror. Tina had been right. He didn’t like what he saw in the mirror looking back at him. He saw his face in the mirror, but his reflected face was changing. His reflection’s dark hair grew uncombed and scraggly. His eyes narrowed into slits, suspicious of whomever they fell upon. And across his face spread horrible tattoos like spider webs. Blood-red tattoos radiated outward to nearly every inch of his face spelling out the names of every Nazi he had captured. Only one name was missing. Spengler. Hardy Spengler. Of the seven men he had revealed, only Spengler had been an unrepentant Nazi. Before Daniel had exposed him, Spengler had been an old terrorist trying to blow up the Wailing Wall in Jerusalem. For that man, there had been no guilt, no remorse and so his name did not appear in the web. But the other six carved their memorials once again on Daniel’s face, this time including the newest one under his right eye, which read: Gregor Heinsdorf.  
 
    Daniel turned away from the mirror. The image attracted and repulsed him at the same time. Attracted, because he knew the reflection was created in his mind by his guilty conscience. On days he felt better about himself, he would look into the mirror and see the same image, but the names would not be such a bright red, the bloodshot eyes not so narrow, and the hair somewhat combed. On the other hand, the image, no matter how toned down it might be, repulsed Daniel because it made him look like a monster.  
 
    Was he?  
 
    In his mind’s eye, he saw the face of an actual monster, Esau with his very human soul trapped in a very animal body. He wondered if Esau knew any more about the experiments Mueller had performed on Eva Lachman.  
 
    If Esau did and he told Daniel about them, maybe Daniel could keep Mueller’s name from appearing on his face. The less guilt he felt about Mueller when he exposed him, the less chance he had of having the name scrawled itself on his face. Maybe Mueller was another Spengler.  
 
    Would Esau still be wandering in the woods hiding from society, but enjoying his freedom? That would be the first place to look. If he wasn’t there, then Daniel would try to find the farm Esau had spoken of. It shouldn’t be too hard. Tina could give him directions if he needed them.  
 
    He smiled to himself. His reflection didn’t duplicate the smile. It never smiled. Esau could help him. If Daniel could depersonalize Mueller in his mind, he could finish his assignment and resign. This would be his last assignment. Then he would give himself a chance to find out what it was like to live, much like Esau had been doing in the woods enjoying his short taste of freedom.  
 
    He glanced at the mirror quickly. The reflection grew wilder. The venous web of names grew bloodier.  
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter 14 
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    July 8, 1993 
 
      
 
    Chief Steve Montgomery finished nailing one the few remaining posters onto the tree near the Hanover Road bridge. He had taken it upon himself to post warnings around the edge of the forest. Until he could find out who had killed Shannon Gardner and Billy Stillwell, he would rather everyone stay away from isolated areas like the forest.  
 
    He didn’t want to have to tell more parents their children were dead. Telling the Gardners someone had murdered Brenda by crushing her skull had been bad enough. Mrs. Gardner had fallen onto the couch crying in her wailing voice. Mr. Gardner had tried to comfort her, but she didn’t want to be comforted. Steve imagined he would feel much the same way if someone told him that Lisa had been murdered.  
 
    The Stillwells had been another story. Mrs. Stillwell had been rushing off to work. Through tight lips, all she could say was, “I told that boy he’d get himself in trouble fooling around in the woods. He didn’t believe me, though.” Mr. Stillwell had gotten angry. “Lot of good a big-city cop did us. It looks like you brought some crime with you from the city, boy.”   
 
    He had reined in his anger for two reasons. The first was that hitting a citizen was no way for a police chief to act. The second was that he had been wondering himself about all the violence. Fleetwood was beginning to be as bad as downtown Baltimore. First, the two murders, then the attempted rape. He didn’t think the two were connected, which meant that he didn’t have just one criminal to worry about. He had two or more. If he had thought the incidents were connected, he wouldn’t have given into Earl Kendall’s verbal abuse and veiled threats and allowed him to post bail for his son. He probably shouldn’t have anyway just for spite, but Kendall’s lawyer had been threatening lawsuits against Steve and the town that Steve didn’t want to deal with. Truth be told, Steve was more worried about the lawyer than Earl, although that’s not what Earl would tell people.  
 
    Steve considered the jump in crime in Fleetwood to be more damaging to his reputation than Earl’s boasts, anyway, because it was an increase in violent crime, which was even worse. Fleetwood was a town where there might be one murder every five years, if that. Most of the arrests were for drunkenness and petty theft. His primary duty as police chief was to act as a traffic cop rather than a law enforcer. Now he had serious crimes to investigate and solve, crimes that would put his years of working in the city to use. So what was he doing? He was putting up posters telling people to stay out of the forest because major crimes had been committed within. Leave it to the system to restrict honest citizens because of the actions of the dishonest ones.  
 
    He had considered nailing up a poster that warned everyone about rabid bears or some such nonsense. However, he realized by now the entire town probably knew about the murders and would recognize the lie when they saw it. Better to tell them the truth and hope they had enough sense to stay away from Mother Nature for a while.  
 
    The one thing he wished he had brought with him from Baltimore right now was nonchalance. The “Look Out For Number One” attitude that was prevalent in the city. He had investigated more than one murder scene where the murder had occurred in broad daylight with two-dozen potential witnesses around, but when he asked anyone if they had seen anything, the answer was no. He wished the people of Fleetwood were like that sometimes. Mind their own business and don’t go poking around where you’re asked not to.  
 
    As he turned away from the edge of the forest, he saw an old Corolla roll to a stop behind his patrol car (Actually, it was his own car with a flashing light he could set on the dashboard). He put his hands on his hips and waited for the driver to get out.  
 
    The engine ran on for a few seconds after the driver turned the engine off. Then Steve saw the man who had helped Tina bring Brad Kendall in earlier in the day. What had he said his name was? Something Jewish. Levitt. Daniel Levitt. Not much to him in the way of size and strength. Good thing Brad was even smaller or Daniel would have had trouble subduing him.  
 
    “Hello.” Daniel waved as he climbed out of the car.  
 
    “Wouldn’t expect to see you out here, Mr. Levitt. Especially after you said you were attacked in the woods.”  
 
    “You sound like you doubt what I told you, Chief,” Daniel said.  
 
    “I said nothing of the sort. It’s just that the first thing you did when Tina got attacked was report the incident to me. With your own attack, you only happened to mention it to me a day after it happened. That’s inconsistent behavior, Mr. Levitt. I’m a cop. I don’t like inconsistent behavior.”  
 
    “I take care of my own business. Tina’s attack was not my business.”  
 
    “But you helped her.”  
 
    “Wouldn’t you have?”  
 
    Steve nodded. “But I would have reported an attack on myself, too.”  
 
    Daniel shrugged. “Congratulations, Chief. I hope you are regular, too.” Steve turned red with anger at Daniel’s flippant comment. “But since when has being inconsistent become a crime?”  
 
    “It’s not, but I’ve got two murders and an attempted rape to deal with, and I’ll follow any lead that I have to solve them.”  
 
    “Are you saying I am a murder suspect? I did not know the two people who were murdered.”  
 
    “What are you doing out here, Mr. Levitt? Do you need to talk to me?” Steve’s patience was wearing thin. It had been a long day.  
 
    “I have some unfinished business down the trail that was interrupted this morning.”  
 
    Steve nodded. “You know, I’ve been meaning to talk to you about that. Just what kind of business gets conducted in a forest?”  
 
    “It is personal business, Chief.”  
 
    “In the woods?”  
 
    “Maybe. Maybe not. That’s what I’ve come to find out.”  
 
    Steve rubbed his chin as if he was thinking. “I see.” Steve pointed to the sign he had just finished nailing to the tree. “Better take your business elsewhere, I think.”  
 
    Daniel read the sign and turned back to the Chief. “They were killed at the same time?”  
 
    “Boyfriend and girlfriend caught screwing in the woods,” Steve said with no humor in his voice. “I figured you might have heard the details about it already. News travels through Fleetwood pretty fast.”  
 
    “It is not that guy I helped Tina bring in, is it?”  
 
    Steve shook his head. “No. Brad Kendall may be a creep, but he’s no murderer. In fact, I wouldn’t consider anyone in town a murderer, and yet, someone is. Besides, Brad’s problem is he thinks he’s a stud. There was nothing sexual about these murders, other than what the victims were doing. So you can see why I’m so curious about your business in there.”  
 
    Daniel hesitated a little longer than Steve thought was appropriate. “I am hoping to find some clues to lead me to a man I am looking for.” He paused. “A man who is a murderer,” he added.  
 
    “Someone who lives here in town?”  
 
    Daniel nodded. “For now at least.”  
 
    “What’s his name?”  
 
    “Mueller, Karl Mueller.”  
 
    Steve shook his head. “I don’t recognize it.”  
 
    “He may not be in town yet. Or he may be using the name of Speer,” Daniel said.  
 
    “Why are you looking for him?”  
 
    Daniel shoved his hands in his pockets. “As I said, he is a murderer, and he also is a Nazi war criminal.”  
 
    Steve’s eyes widened. “You’re a Nazi hunter?” Was Fleetwood a big enough town to hold the Klan, a black police chief, and a Nazi hunter?  
 
    Daniel shook his head. “Just a detective.”  
 
    “Uh huh. And the Pope is just a Catholic.”  
 
    “I guess I will have to look somewhere else if I want to find Mueller,” Daniel said.  
 
    Steve nodded. “That would be my advice.”  
 
    Daniel glanced at the forest and sighed. Then he turned back to Steve, nodded, and climbed back in his car and drove off. Steve watched him go to make sure that he actually left.  
 
    He didn’t like Daniel Levitt. Or rather, he didn’t trust him. That the increase in violence started when a stranger came into town was just too coincidental. Steve didn’t like coincidences. They belied randomness. So the fact that Daniel Levitt came to town just before the trouble started meant something. Steve just had to figure out what it meant.  
 
    He finished nailing up his last poster and climbed into his own car.  
 
    He drove home to his small brick ranch home on two acres of property. Not much compared to some farms in the area, but it was a world of difference from the row home he had when he worked in Baltimore.  
 
    He unlocked the front door, walked in, and waited. The house was too big and lonely for one person. Steve still expected to hear his daughter running across the hardwood floors to greet him. He still hoped to smell the night’s meal cooking in the kitchen waiting for him to devour it. He still wanted to see his wife Vickie walking toward him with outstretched arms. Those are what filled a house and turned it into a home.  
 
    Had they been gone only a week? It felt like a year. Steve wanted to grab the telephone and tell them he was coming to join them in Philadelphia. He knew he wouldn’t, especially not now. He had a murderer to find, a rapist to try, and a Nazi hunter to keep out of trouble. He couldn’t enjoy a vacation with those things on his mind. Besides, to leave now would look like he was running away. That was just what the Klan wanted him to do, what they expected him to do; but he had different ideas.  
 
    Going into the kitchen, he opened the refrigerator. He pulled out a beer and carried it with him into the living room. He sat down in his armchair and turned on the television with the remote. The evening news was on, but he wasn’t in the mood so he switched channels to one that was showing reruns of sitcoms. He settled himself into the chair and sipped at the beer.  
 
    By the first commercial break, the tension of the day had eased out of his body, and before the show had come back on, he was asleep.  
 
    He did not rest, though. He dreamed he was looking right into Shannon Gardner’s face. It was a pretty country girl’s face. Then she suddenly screamed. The sides of her face began to press in. Her eyes bulged. Steve heard something crack and knew it was her skull. The blood vessels in Shannon’s blue eyes burst and the blue drowned in red. Small rivers of blood ran from her nose. Her screaming stopped, but Steve still heard a noise and he realized it was his own scream.  
 
    He woke up with a jerk spilling the remnants of the beer on the area rug. He took a deep breath to calm himself down, and that was when he felt the pain roar into his head from the migraine headache.  
 
    “A monster did it,” he muttered to himself. No one else could have.  
 
    Someone who had given up all his humanity to evil had looked into Shannon’s eyes as he squeezed her skull into a pancake. It was the only answer.  
 
    No sane person could have looked into her eyes as he killed her.  
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    With some of her tension released because of Esau’s return, Eva fell into a fitful sleep shortly after nine o’clock. Her exhaustion from two nearly sleepless nights had finally overtaken her. However, she would not go to sleep without Esau in the room.  
 
    Esau didn’t like being in his mother’s room. He didn’t like the sachet smell. It was too strong. He stayed there only because he wanted his mother to g[image: ]o to sleep. He could tell she needed it. There were dark circles under her eyes and her voice slurred when she spoke.  
 
    Sitting in the wooden armchair near the window, Esau stared out across the front yard. He could see only a few yards in front of the house before the thick stand of trees blocked his view. His mother had not cleared most of the land because she used the trees to keep away prying eyes. He watched the fireflies flicker their mating calls to each other. They looked like stars twinkling against a black sky.  
 
    He remembered how it felt to be out there in the woods among the trees instead of outside them. He could feel the cool night breeze brushing across his hair and sending chills across his skin. Then he could hear the sounds of the night creatures talking to each other. Owls. Field mice. Rabbits. Deer. Hoots. Chirps. Yelps. Chatter. If he closed his eyes and concentrated, he could almost make out the words they were saying to each other.  
 
    Esau looked over at his mother as she rolled over. Her eyes were closed and her breathing slow and steady. Then she stirred fitfully. She was still asleep but just barely. She looked older to Esau, and he knew he was the cause for her appearance... at least partially. The other half of the problem was still outside wandering free somewhere. But his mother. Her skin seemed to have wrinkled in the two days he had been gone. Her eyes, instead of being lively, were now wild. He had seen the same look in the eyes of the animals he had caught in the forest. It was the look of a trapped animal. It was a dangerous look.  
 
    The phone rang. The sharp ringing startled Esau, and he jumped in the chair. Eva bolted upright in her bed and screamed, drowning out the last bit of sound from the phone. Esau rushed to her side quickly and held her slowly rocking back and forth.  
 
    “It’s all right, Mama. It’s all right. It’s just the phone. Go back to sleep.”  
 
    “Esau. Esau. Where’s Jacob?” she said speaking quickly.  
 
    “He still hasn’t come home yet. Do you want me to answer the phone?” Esau asked.  
 
    Eva turned an ear toward the phone and seemed to hear it for the first time. “No, someone might wonder who you were. You know that. Did you forget all your common sense out in the woods?”  
 
    “No, Mama,” Esau said sheepishly.  
 
    Eva leaned across the bed and picked up the phone on its fifth ring.  
 
    “Hello.”  
 
    Esau saw his mother’s grip tighten against the phone. Her mouth went slack, and she clenched her eyes shut.  
 
    “Mama, who is it?”  
 
    Eva didn’t reply. She didn’t even move. Esau leaned in closer to her, hoping to hear the person on the other end of the line. As he did, the hair on his arm brushed his mother’s bare arm. She opened her eyes wide and screamed. She threw the phone to the floor and scrambled into the corner of her room. She held her arms across her breasts and screamed wildly.  
 
    Esau rushed over to her and grabbed her by the shoulders and shook her gently. It only made her shriek louder, a scream of fear. Luckily, no neighbors lived nearby who might panic at hearing her screams.  
 
    “What’s wrong? Who was on the phone?”  
 
    She continued screaming, her voice beginning to get hoarse. Esau turned on the lights. His mother’s cries calmed to a faint whimper. She curled herself into a small ball in the corner of the room. He approached her again, but didn’t touch her.  
 
    “Mama. Mama?” She wasn’t responding, so he tried another approach. “Eva. Eva Lachman.”  
 
    She looked up hesitatingly at Esau. When she saw his face, she whimpered loudly. Her lower lip quivered and for a moment, Esau thought she would scream again. Instead his mother quieted down. Then her body stiffened beneath his grasp.  
 
    “Do you know who I am?” Esau asked. Eva shook her head.  
 
    “Do you know where you are?” She shook her head again.  
 
    He reached out to touch her, and she drew away. Esau stepped back so that she would relax. How was he going to bring his mother to her senses? She was withdrawing from everything. Esau saw the picture of his grandparents on the nightstand. He picked it up and held it out to his mother. She reached out slowly and took it. She stared at the picture and mouthed some words Esau couldn’t hear.  
 
    “Do you recognize those people, Eva?” She nodded. “Who are they?”  
 
    She clutched the picture to her chest. Her lower lip trembled and Esau wasn’t sure whether she would talk or cry.  
 
    “Mama and Papa.” Her voice sounded higher than usual almost as if she were a child.  
 
    “Are Mama and Papa still alive?” he asked.  
 
    She nodded, but she clutched the picture even tighter.  
 
    His mother had regressed. His touch and the phone call had jolted his mother beyond her ability to handle the shock. Esau picked up the LED clock from the nightstand and held it out toward his mother. She looked at it and then at the picture.  
 
    “Eva, do you know what this is?” She nodded. “What is it?”  
 
    “Clock.”  
 
    Esau nodded and patted her arm. She pulled away from his touch as if he had hurt her, but he knew he had been gentle.  
 
    “That’s good, Mama. Did they have these type of clocks when your parents were alive?”  
 
    Recognition happened like a wave passing over her face. Esau could see the return to reality come into her eyes.  
 
    “Mama?”  
 
    She held out her hands to him, and he took them and pulled her to her feet. When she was standing, she hugged him. He was glad she wasn’t afraid to touch him any longer.  
 
    “Who was on the phone?” Esau asked.  
 
    She hugged him even tighter. “It was him, Esau. It was Dr. Mueller. He knows we’re here.”  
 
    “Did he say his name?”  
 
    “Yes. He said he has come to terminate his experiment. He wants to kill you and Jacob. He wants me to help him kill you and Jacob.”  
 
    She started crying again and Esau stroked her gently on the back.   
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