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IF THERE IS ANY DOUBT…

PROLOGUE

1991 --  It’s a cold day in Berlin.  Vincent Scott, the single heir to a wealthy entrepreneur and philanthropist, watches as one of the buildings that once soared his father’s career is taken down brick by brick.  
Vincent is tall, and thin with a respectable appearance.  With a fresh shave and his dark hair slicked back he easily fits the part of a rich snob.  

Vincent smiles as the walls come down; he hated his father.  To see such a corner stone of his father’s across seas business fall in front of him was pleasing.  

Vincent turns away from the building and notices that a large crowd has gathered just outside the yellow caution tape.  All of the people appear unhappy and shout their displeasures in German.  Vincent does not understand the language.  His father had tried to influence Vincent to learn while he was younger.  But Vincent was stubborn, and it’s something that he has never cared to do.

“You really should have called me before you pressed the go button on this one, Mr. Scott.”  Vincent’s lawyer, Gerald Poe approaches.  

Gerald has an intelligent appearance.  He wears glasses, and keeps his hair short to avoid the maintenance.  He wears a suit and tie, only to appear more mature, making up for what he loses in height.  He’s much shorter than Vincent.  So much so that Vincent literally towers over him and covers him in his big shadow.  Gerald’s height most likely played a role in Vincent’s hiring him.  Vincent would never employ someone who could appear more powerful than himself.    

Vincent shrugs and then smiles at Gerald.  “Tearing down a building is nothing.  I didn’t feel like paying you five hundred dollars an hour to sit on your thumbs and think of reasons I shouldn’t do it.”

“Very humorous, Mr. Scott,” Gerald replies.  “Tearing down a building is something that requires a lot of paper work.  I would advise you to bring this operation to a halt and…”

“You want to advise me?  Advise me on why all these people are shouting at me.”

“They’re shouting because this building is a historical landmark,” Gerald explains.  “It was constructed in 1902.  It even has sentimental allure.  During World War II, nearby citizens use to break into the building and hide.  They said that during Nazi raids and searches, the soldiers always seemed to pass this building by; like it was invisible.”

“That’s amazing.”  Vincent smirks.  “Now it will be invisible.”

“I wish you wouldn’t be sarcastic about something like this, Mr. Scott.  If you want to secure your image with this community as your father did…”

Vincent closes in on Gerald with a demanding stare.  “My father is dead!  I don’t care about my image to this community.  This community does not own the land that this building sits on, I do!”

Gerald clears his throat.  “Very well Mr. Scott.  I suppose I’ll be heading back State side where I’ll prepare to clean up this mess that you’re developing with the Germans.  Somehow I feel like the paperwork is going to beat me there.”

“I don’t care what you do,” Vincent smiles.  “Just keep your thumbs out of your ass while you do it.”

Vincent turns away from Gerald feeling quite pleased with himself.  He continues to watch the demolition, paying no attention to Gerald as he walks away from the site.  

Vincent watches the front corner of the building where a bulldozer is moving into position.  Vincent grins as he watches the blade of the machine nears the corner stone.  He almost can’t wait for the contact.  But suddenly, something happens.  A hole opens up in the ground underneath the front of the dozer.  The blade of the dozer suddenly tilts down into the opening chasm.  The dozer operator quickly throws the machine into reverse, seriously considering abandoning it completely.  Luckily, the tracks of the dozer grip hard ground, and it’s able to back out of the newly opened hole.

Vincent rushes over to the dozer along with many of the other workers on the site.  The dozer operator climbs off the machine thrilled that he’s safe.  One by one the men inch toward the open hole in the ground, taking care that at any moment the hole May open up more.  Vincent presses through the crowd of workers, paying no attention to safety.  The workers look at him with aggravation toward his carelessness.

Vincent looks to the worker who is nearest to him.  “What is it?”  Vincent asks.

The worker chews his tobacco a moment more, and then spits into the hole.  “Looks like we found the basement.”

“This building doesn’t have a basement.”  Vincent replies.

“Well, I beg to differ.”  The worker replies.  “Reckon we ought to fill it in?”

“No, not yet,” Vincent says.  

A small flashlight is hanging off the hip of one the gathering workers.  Vincent grabs it as if it was his own and shines down into the hole.  Vincent sees what he believes are boxes.  “Somebody get me a ladder.”

A short time later a ladder is lowered down into the dark hole in the ground.  Rung by rung, Vincent climbs down fifteen feet into the hole.  He shines his flashlight below him, and he can see the floor.  It appears to be dirt.  When his feet finally set down on it, they sink into an inch of silt before they touch down on a slab of concrete.  

Vincent shines the light around the room.  It’s a small, about twenty feet by ten feet.  A large wooden table, centered in the room, is taking up nearly half of the floor space.  On one end of the table is an old typewriter.  A sheet of paper is still slid into the rollers.  Vincent shines his light toward the wall nearest to him.  Hanging by nails is a board with several maps of Europe.  Thumbtacks are periodically placed across the maps.  Other sheets of paper are hanging over some of the maps.  The papers appeared to have writing on them at one time, but had since bled off from the years of accumulating moisture.  Shining his light toward the furthest wall, Vincent finds an old roll top desk.  It’s closed.  Hanging on the wall above the desk, Vincent is shocked to see a Nazi flag draping the wall like a banner.

“What the hell is this?!”  

“Everything okay down there, sir?”  A worker calls down from above.

“Yeah,” Vincent replies.  “No one come down here.”  The last thing that Vincent wants is for his employees to wonder about who they’re working for.

Vincent approaches the desk and tries to lift the roll top.  It’s locked.  He spins around to the wooden table, and the old typewriter is all too handy.  He picks it up and drops it down on the top of the roll top desk.

The noise of the desk cracking echoes to the workers above.  “You sure you’re alright down there?”

“I’m fine,” Vincent replies.  “I’m just digging.”

Vincent pulls the typewriter back out of the now busted roll top.  He shines his light into the hole in the top of the desk.  There’s a folder filled with old papers lying inside.  Vincent reaches in and pulls it out.  Curiously, he flips through the folder looking at the handwritten notes of graphs and equations.  Immediately he recognizes the handwriting to be his fathers.  Then, Vincent notices some words that he was all too familiar with.  It was a term that he had heard his father use many times before in front of some of his closest friends.  Vincent had never thought much of the phrase before.  He’d figured it was only part of griping and bickering between old me.  But now, with the term written out in front of him, and with the Nazi flag as a backdrop, the term had so much more meaning.  It was a piece of history that he had long forgotten he had even learned about.  

“Heavy water?”

CHAPTER 1

Daniel and Anne Donnelly, a young American couple, wait with nervous sickness in a small exam room of a clinic.  They’re patiently waiting for their doctor to return.  Daniel watches Anne trembling as she sits on the edge of the exam table.  He can tell that she’s trying to smile through her fear, and praying that the doctor will bring her good news.  

“Try not to worry so much, Anne,” Daniel breaks the silence, hoping that doing so will shy away his feeling of nervousness as well.  “Any minute now, he’s going to come in here to tell us that we’re ready for the next step.”

“And what if he doesn’t?”  Anne once again hides her concerns with a smile.  “What then?”

“We try again.  We keep waiting.”

“No, that’s not what I mean,” Anne says.  “What if this doesn’t work either?  What if my body just won’t make children for us?”
“Don’t even think it.”  Daniel moves closer to Anne and wraps her in his arms.

“I can’t help it,” Anne says.  “I wish I could always just look on the bright side like that.  But I can’t help but worry.  Maybe I just want too much?”

“Honey, you’re great.  And you’re going to do great,” Daniel assures her.

The couple quietly stares at each other for the next several moments.  Neither can help but wonder that if things go bad that day would the other still feel the same about them.  

The quiet stare is soon broken by the entrance of Dr. Kiveman.  Kiveman is an older man pushing sixty, but in good health for his age.  “So how is Mr. and Mrs. Donnelly today?”  Kiveman asks.

“Do you have any good new for us?”  Anne asks.  She has no time for the usual hellos.  She’s ready to hear the answer to the question that has been nagging her for days.
“Congratulations,” Kiveman nods.  “You have at least three follicles; we’re ready to harvest the eggs.”

Anne and Daniel are immediately overjoyed by the news.  They embrace each other tightly in a hug and passionate kiss.  

“You see, I knew you could do it.  I knew you could,” Daniel says.  “I love you so much.”

“I love you too,”  Anne replies.  

Daniel breaks away from Anne for only a moment to extend a hand and shake with Dr. Kiveman.  “Thank you Doctor.  Thank you so much.”

“Well, we have crossed a giant hurdle, but there is so much more work to be done,” Kiveman says.  “We need to harvest the eggs, fertilize them, and re-inject them.”

“Oh, we know,” Anne says joyfully.  “And I can’t wait.”

“Bottom line though, in about nine months you should be holding your own baby boy or girl.”  Kiveman says.

“Girl,” Anne says quickly to correct the doctor.

“Is that right?”

“Yes,” Anne replies.  “We’re hoping for a girl anyway.”

“I see.”

“We’ll of course be happy with whatever we’re blessed with,” Daniel adds.

“No worries.  Perhaps if you start thinking girl, you may have a girl, hmm?” Kiveman says with a wink.

Anne gives Daniel a playful nudge.  “Think girl, honey.”

Suddenly the door of the exam room slowly creeks open.  A nurse named Vicky interrupts, “Excuse me Dr. Kiveman?  I’m really sorry to interrupt, but a man named Vincent Scott is here to see you.”

Kiveman is a bit irked by the interruption.  “Yes, well, I’m with a patient now.  Please tell Mr. Scott that I will be…”

“I’m sorry,” Vicky once again interrupts.  “He says it’s an emergency.  He insisted that I call for you at once.”

Kiveman is confused, “Is he up front?”

“He asked to wait in your office, Doctor,” Vicky replies.

Dr. Kiveman is obviously irritated by the situation but turns back to Anne and Daniel with a smile.  “I’m very sorry to cut this short, but I feel I must tend to some other business right now.”

“Sure.  It’s fine, “ Daniel replies.  “There’s not much that can bring us down from our high right now.”

Dr. Kiveman nods, “Yes, well, Nurse Vicky here will attend to scheduling your retrieval procedure,” Kiveman explains.  “And, I will see you both again very soon.”

“Thank you again, Dr. Kiveman,” Anne says as she watches Kiveman walk out of the exam room. 

Dr. Kiveman walks down the short hallway of his clinic passing several other exam rooms, each with waiting patients.  At the end of the hall, Kiveman finally enters his office and finds Vincent Scott.  

Vincent is standing near a wall of the office examining Dr. Kiveman’s framed documents.  He notices Dr. Kiveman enter the room.  “Ah, Dr. Kiveman,” Vincent greets him with a smile.  “How’ve you been, Derek?”

“Currently I’m most aggravated,” Kiveman explains.  “What emergency is taking me away from my paying patients, Vincent?”

Vincent can tell that Kiveman is irritated and continues his subtle act.  “I guess you know that Dad passed away?”

Kiveman rolls his eyes and then walks to his side of the desk.  “Yes I know, that was four months ago,” Kiveman sits down in his large chair behind his desk.  “I recall attending the funeral.  However, I don’t recall seeing you there.”

Vincent shrugs as he pulls up a chair and sits down in front of Kiveman.  “Well, you know Dad and I were never that close.”

“Even so, I am sorry for your loss.  Your Dad was a good man, and a good friend.”

“Yeah maybe.”

“Why are you here Vincent?”  Kiveman asks.  “Surely it’s not to talk about your old man?”

“Actually, it is.  I found something that you might be interested in, considering your field of expertise.”  Vincent sets a small document case up onto Kiveman’s desk.  He opens it and pulls out the folder of old documents that he found in Berlin.  He lays the folder out onto Kiveman’s desk.

“What is this?” Kiveman asks as he picks up the still dusty documents.  

“I found that under a building that my father used to own in Germany,” Vincent explains.  “You know, I always thought that Dad got all of his money from being a damn good doctor, and then invested in the right places to become a businessman.  But if you flip through those documents, you’ll find out where Dad really got his money.”

Kiveman opens the folder and starts peeling through the old pages.  “I don’t know how to read this.  Where did he get his money?”

“Dad was a Nazi.”

Kiveman is struck with utter silence for several moments.  He closes the folder and then lays it down on his desk.  “A Nazi?” 

“A Nazi,” Vincent confirms.

“Your father was a fine doctor, teacher, and scientist.  He taught me most everything I know in the medical field,” Kiveman defends.  “I know of your dispute with your father’s reputation, and I’m not going to sit here and listen to you mouth off just because you found files in German handwriting in your fathers building.”

“If you don’t want to believe me, that’s fine.  But you’ll have to believe Dad,” Vincent explains.  “He wrote everything in that folder, and then submitted it to Hitler himself.”

“How do you know that…”

“Hitler signed off on the document,” Vincent says.  “Right next to Dad’s.

Kiveman stares at Vincent waiting for a punch line, or anything to indicate that all he was being told was a hoax; but the sign never came.

“If you don’t believe me, take a look for yourself.”  Vincent leans forward and starts flipping through the folder.  He finds a certain page and then pulls it out, handing it to Kiveman.  “It’s all right here.  I’ve also got a photo of one of Hitler’s signatures there for you to compare.  Looked it up on the internet.”

Kiveman takes the page and examines it.  Near the lower section of the page he sees two signatures.  Kiveman knows for sure that one signature belongs to Vincent Scott Sr., and the other appeared to distinctively match the photo of Hitler’s.  “What would you gain from revealing your father to be a Nazi, Vincent?  Would you be such a fool to ruin your father’s name?  Don’t you realize that you would be ruining your own as well?”

Vincent smiles, “I’m surprised at you Derek.  Dad always said you were pretty bright; but do you really think I’m interested in ruining my Dad’s name?”

“That’s not your intention?”

“Aren’t you the least bit curious of what all that writing in the folder says?”

“Should I be?”

“I did say that your ‘field of expertise’ came into play here,” Vincent replies.

“I don’t understand.”

“In 1943, a schooner vessel carrying a large supply of heavy water was on it’s way to Germany. --  You do know what heavy water is, right?”  Vincent asks.

“Yes, I believe its something used to enrich uranium,” Kiveman replies.  “The Germans were nuts about it during the war.”

“That’s right.  The Allied forces thought that Hitler was trying to build an atomic bomb, so they sank the schooner.”

“Are you trying to tell me your father was building an atomic bomb for Hitler?”

“Hitler wasn’t trying to build a bomb.”

“No?”

“No.  It’s all in these pages.  Dad wrote it all down.  Hitler was a Darwinist prick who was trying to build a country of superior man; the whole purpose of the holocaust,” Vincent explains.  “Hitler wasn’t concerned with blowing things up.  He wanted to weed through the current human race and replace it with a superior race.”

Kiveman rubs his forehead, confused as to where Vincent is going with all of this.  “Vincent, all of this is quite bone chilling and surprising to say the least.  But I do have patients waiting.”  Kiveman stands up and starts to part from the desk.  “Why don’t you come back after hours and you can tell me the rest of your Dad’s story then.”

Vincent reaches out and grabs Kiveman by his wrist to stop him.  “What I’m trying to tell you is; My Dad and a lot of other Nazi scientists had found a way to use heavy water to create living matter from nothing more than a speck of dirt.” 

Kiveman doesn’t move.  He looks at Vincent with disbelief.  “That’s impossible, Vincent.  Cloning is only possible when a living cell is already present.”

“God created the heavens and the earth and everything in it from nothing,” Vincent says.  “The Bible says that God created us in his image out of mud.  Why is not possible that someone has figured out how to recreate what God did?”

Kiveman scoffs a bit, and then smiles, finally pulling his wrist away from Vincent.  “Do you even hear what you’re saying?  What you’re talking about?”

“My Dad wouldn’t write all this crap down if it didn’t actually mean something, Derek.  You know that just as well as I do.”

“That’s what’s in these pages?” Kiveman asks in disbelief.

“Step by step instructions.”

Kiveman sits back down in his chair.  “Suppose what you’re telling me is true; you’ll have to turn this over to the proper authorities, or burn it.”

“You’re kidding right?”

“For the record, I doubt that this is even real,” Kiveman says.  “But if it is, you’re talking about something that’s just not right.  It’s immoral.  Destroying it would be the only logical thing to do.”

Vincent throws himself back into his chair and scoffs at the idea.  “Maybe back in the forties you would have been right.  I mean, could you imagine how the war might have gone if that shipment of heavy water had made it?”

“I’d rather not.”

“This is a different day and age now, Derek,” Vincent explains.  “You’re talking about something that could win a prize above all prizes.  This type of technology could change lives forever.”

Kiveman jumps up from his seat.  “Doing the experiment?  You actually intend to work the experiment?”  Kiveman paces the room furiously.  “I mean, if this is all real… If everything you say is true…  Are you mad?  Are you even considering the consequences?”

“Yes I am,” Vincent answers.  “Imagine the lives that could be saved.  A person waiting for a heart transplant would wait no longer if we could create a heart from nothing.  There’d be no conflict about destroying stem cells; we wouldn’t require any.”

Kiveman calms himself and approaches Vincent.  “It sounds like your heart is in the right place; I mean you’re not trying to build an army or anything, you want to help people.  But what if the next person you show this to doesn’t feel the same way?  How are you going to keep this out of the wrong hands?”

“You’re the only one I’m showing it to,” Vincent replies.  “Because you’re the one I want to do the experiment.”

Kiveman smiles and steps back from Vincent.  “Oh no, not me; I’ve already told you how I feel about it.  I can’t do something like this.”

“You said yourself; it needs to be kept out of the wrong hands.  You’re an honest physician, and in my opinion, the best in your field.  Who better to hold such a responsibility?”

“Vincent, I can’t.”

“Derek, I’m going to do this one way or another.  I came to you first because of your mentored relationship with Dad,” Vincent says.  “So before you say no, think about all of the other immoral physicians that I can go to see next.”

What Vincent says strikes a chord in Kiveman’s brain.  He hates the idea of doing something so immoral, and so dangerous.  But he can’t help but be curious if the experiment really works.  And of course he can’t overlook the possibility that the experiment could wind up in the hands of someone as evil as Hitler.  “If we do this…” Kiveman pauses.  He can’t believe what he’s about to say.

“You will have complete authority,” Vincent says.  “I don’t know what half of this medical mumbo jumbo is anyway.”

“Where do you even plan to get hold of heavy water anyway?”

Vincent smiles, “Believe it or not, we’re going to use the same heavy water that Hitler intended to.  We’ve already salvaged two barrels from the bottom of the canal in Germany.  And both appear to be in charged condition.”

“Oh good heavens, what am I doing?” Kiveman says to himself.  Kiveman looks at Vincent with a stern expression, “Not a letter of these pages will be shown to anyone else?  No copies?”

“Are you trying to tell me that you’ll do it?”

“Okay.”

Vincent grins from ear to ear, “You won’t regret this, Derek.”

“I hope not.”

CHAPTER 2

Eighteen Years Later  ---  It’s a fall day; Daniel Donnely’s life has changed so much with time.  He and a good friend, Jim, load a piano into the back of a moving truck.  Residential moving has become Daniel’s new profession. 

“C’mon.  Push, Danny,” Jim says pulling on a rope from inside the truck.  “I can’t handle this thing all by myself.”

“Alright, I got it.  Just get it over this bump and…”  Finally, all the hard work has paid off, and the piano is in the truck.  The two pull out the ropes and begin to tie it in place.

“So what’re you doing tonight?” Jim asks.

“Don’t know,” Daniel says.  “Maybe rent a movie or something.”

“Ah, man.  No.  I’m not letting you do that again.”

“What?”

“C’mon?” Jim argues.  “How long have you been divorced? Ten years?”

“Nine.”

“From the point she said that it was over?”

“Twelve.”

Jim shakes his head, “You can’t keep doing this to yourself, Danny.  You’ve got to move on.”

“What are you talking about? I have moved on,” Daniel says. “I’ve gone on a few dates and stuff.”

“The parties at the office don’t count, pal.”

“I’m not counting those,” Daniel says.  “Tammy, from the front desk; I went out with her one night.”

“What happened?”

“Nothing,” Daniel shrugs.  “It just didn’t go anywhere.”

“What time did you take her home?”

“I don’t know, around nine?”

With the piano strapped in, Jim hops out of the back of the truck and continues to close the back doors.  “Right there, that’s your problem.”

“What?”

“You didn’t even give it a good run,” Jim explains.  “You have to stay out till at least ten to know if the two of you have anything to work with.”

“Yeah?  What makes you such an expert?” 

“The fact that I have relationships.”

Jim and Daniel climb into the front seats of the truck ready to pull away from the site.  “You and I are different, Jim. We just are.”  Daniel says.  

Jim looks at Daniel and tries to be as sincere as possible, “Danny, you and your wife are done.  You gotta move on.  I’m sure that she has too.”

“What makes you think that?” Daniel asks.”

“C’mon, Danny; a girl won’t sit around for twelve years and do nothing.  A guy will, sure.  Hell, I could probably go my whole life without accomplishing anything and be pretty damned happy with myself,” Jim smiles.  “But not a woman.  She’s got a clock that’s ticking and she needs someone to wind it.”

Daniel is a bit irked, but understands that Jim doesn’t know all the facts.  “You don’t even know what our relationship was like.  You can’t possibly…”

“Hey, I’m going to this party later tonight.  Why don’t you come along?”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah.  There’ll be tons of women there,” Jim says.  “The guy having the party is  doctor, so most of the women will be nurses.  No chance of going home with a dumb broad.”

“I don’t know.  I don’t really do those types of things.”

“You do this, and you don’t have a good time; I promise that I will never bring this kind of thing up ever again.”

Daniel thinks about the bargain, and it sounds enticing enough.  ”Never again, huh?”

“Scouts honor.”

“Alright.”

That night, Daniel finds himself in a much more uncomfortable environment than what he’d imagined it would be.  The house was lavished with expensive decorations, much more brilliant than anything found in a movers humble home.  Daniel’s supposed wingman, Jim, has already abandoned him.  Daniel doesn’t want to be there, much less does he want to be there alone.  

Daniel realizes that he’s been hovering over the punch bowl for quite a long time.  He wonders if anyone has noticed.  Daniel looks around the room, checking to see if anyone is staring.   He worried that people were wondering what this man, that no one knows, is doing hovering over the punch bowl.  Luckily, everyone at the party appears to be enjoying the company of their dates.  

Daniel continues to scan the room.  He’s not surprised that he doesn’t recognize anyone at the party.  This group of people was in far too high of a class for him.  But suddenly, Daniel see’s someone that he cannot mistake; his ex-wife Anne.  She’s standing with a man that Daniel has never seen before.  They’re obviously there together.  Daniel watches Anne’s face as she smiles and then laughs.  She’s having a very good time, but to Daniel, the sight is heartbreaking.  Daniel realizes that Jim was right, Anne had moved on.  What could he possibly do?  He thinks about the space that he had been giving Anne; not calling her, and removing her from his Christmas card list.  Maybe all that distance wasn’t such a good idea.  Daniel sighs, and droops away from the punch bowl.  While the bartender isn’t looking, Daniel snags a whole bottle of champagne from the rack.

A half hour later, Daniel finds himself on the patio of the house.  He’s already drank nearly half the bottle of champagne.  Daniel leans against the patio railing and looks out across a field of green grass that the homeowner calls his lawn.  It could have been a golf course.  Daniel has his back turned to the party going on inside the glass enclosed room.  He doesn’t notice a familiar person walking up behind him.

“Hello, Daniel.” 

Daniel hears the voice, and in an instant, he knows that it’s Anne.  Her voice is so perfectly recorded and saved in his mind.  It’s an imprint that will never be lifted.  Daniel turns around, and he sees her.  And as she always has, her beauty takes his breathe away.  “Anne… I didn’t expect to see you here.”

“The feeling is mutual,” Anne replies.  “How’ve you been?”

Daniel shrugs and puts on his best fake smile.  “Can’t complain I guess.”  

“Good,” Anne nods; she knows that Daniel isn’t being completely truthful.  They lived together for five years, she knows all of his ins and outs, and she would never forget them.  “So how do you know Dr. Reynolds?”

“Who?”

“The guy throwing the party.”

“Oh, I don’t know him.  I’m actually here with a buddy from work.  But he seems to have disappeared on me,” Daniel says.  “So who’re you here with?”

“It’s a friend.”

“Just a friend?”

“Daniel, don’t start,” Anne is immediately bothered.  “He’s just a friend, and…”

“He’s trying to be more than that though, isn’t he?”

“I don’t have answer that,” Anne explains.  “We’re not married anymore, Daniel.  Yeah, we went through some life altering experiences, but they ended.  And so did we.  I’m trying to move on, and you should too.”

Anne turns away from Daniel to walk away.  Daniel knows that he should just let her go; move on just like she said.  But there’s a burning desire inside of him that just won’t let him do it.  He can’t resist.  Daniel places his hand on Anne’s shoulder and stops her.  “Anne.”

She turns around, “What is it?”

“Do you think things would have been different if we didn’t lose the baby?”

“Daniel, please don’t.”

“I have to know,” Daniel says, hoping for some reassurance of her love for him.  “I think about it all the time.”

“I have to go.”

“Wait,” Daniel once again stops Anne from walking away.  “What if?  What if we didn’t lose the baby?  If we would have had our child, I never would have done what I did.”

“Daniel, you broke into a fertility clinic.”

“Out of anger,” Daniel says.  “I thought that they were to blame for what happened.  But I never would have, if we would have had the baby.”

“Daniel, there’s no way of knowing what might have been.”

“Can’t you just imagine for a moment?” Daniel asks.  “Is there anything in your heart that could make you feel that things would have been okay if our baby would have survived?  I you could have taken him home the way you wanted to, and held that beautiful little boy in your arms; would we have been able to make it?”

Anne looks away from Daniel for a moment, reflecting on past events and searching her heart for the feelings that she obviously once had.  After a few short moments, she looks back to Daniel.  “He died, Daniel.  And when he died, everything that we worked for, everything in my heart was torn to pieces.”  Anne’s eyes begin to tear.  “And when I needed someone to lean on, to help carry my pain, you weren’t there.  You were in jail for – for just being an idiot.”

“Anne, I’m sorry.  If I could go back, I would.  I’d…”

“You can’t,” Anne interrupts.  “Okay, fine, if this is what you want to hear; Yes, everything probably would have been fine.  Even if we still lost the baby, we could have made things work.  We could have been there for one another.  But you left me first, when you went to jail.  I struggled for years, trying to take you back.  But I couldn’t forget about how you threw our family away with one stupid decision.”

Suddenly, the glass door to the party opens, and Anne’s date, Keith, steps out onto the patio.  “Anne, I’ve got a table for us with a few of my friends from the club.”  

“Okay, Keith,” Anne replies with her back turned to him.  She wipes her eyes.  “I’ll be there in a moment.”

“Are you okay?”  Keith notices a slight quiver in Anne’s voice.  He approaches her to see what is the matter.  “Anne, you’ve been crying.”  Keith looks at Daniel, suspecting him as the reason for Anne’s tears.  Daniel turns away from them both, and returns to leaning against the railing.  “Has this guy been bothering you?”

“No, it’s okay Keith.  I’m fine,” Anne says, realizing that Keith is quite upset.

“Excuse me.”  Keith says trying to get Daniel’s attention.  “What’s going on here?”

Daniel turns back around and faces Keith.  Daniel is obviously jealous and irritated that it’s not him standing next to Anne.  He stays quiet for the moment, giving Anne the chance to clear it up.

“Keith, I told you everything is fine,” Anne says.  “Let’s go back inside.”

“What’s going on Anne?”  Keith asks.

Daniel can longer hold his tongue, “It’s none of your business asshole.  Just go enjoy your party.”

“What did you just say?”

“Daniel!”  Anne shouts.

Daniel realizes that he made a mistake and tries to calm himself.  “Nothing.”  Daniel turns around once again and leans against the railing.

“Hey, don’t you turn your back on me.”  Keith says sternly.

 Keith grabs Daniel’s arm and spins him back around.  Surprisingly, Daniel quickly brushes Keith’s arm away, and then punches him in the face.

“Daniel!  Stop!” Anne shouts.

Keith quickly recovers from Daniel’s blow.  “You just made a huge mistake.”  Keith pushes Daniel back into the railing.  One fist after another, Keith pummels Daniel’s face and torso with four sharp blows.  After the last, Daniel hunches over and then falls onto the patio floor.

Anne quickly rushes over to Keith, who still hovers over Daniel.  “Stop it!  Just Stop it!” Anne pushes Keith away.  A crowd from inside the home begins to step out onto the patio; everyone is curious of what happened.  “Just go back inside!” Anne shouts.

“He started this, Anne.”  Keith says.

“I know!  I know,” Anne says.  “Please, just go back inside.”

Upset, Keith scoffs, and then does as Anne asks.  He pushes his way through the ten or so people who have now crowded the patio.  One after the other, they follow Keith back inside.

Anne kneels down to Daniel.  “Are you okay?”

Feeling as if his guts have been rammed up to his chest, Daniel sits up.  “Yeah.  I’ll be fine.”

“Damn it, Daniel!” Anne scolds.  “This is just what I was talking about.  You need to control your temper.”

Daniel wipes a few drops of his blood from his lip and then looks at Anne.  “I’m just so tired of things being taken from me.”

Anne stands up and looks down at Daniel, “When you don’t get what you’re expecting, it doesn’t mean you lost it.  It just means it wasn’t meant to be.” 

“That clinic made a mistake, I know they did, Anne,” Daniel says.  “They took our money, they took our baby, and they took our lives.  They made a mistake, and no one ever acknowledged it.”

“You’re not the only one who’s lost here, Daniel.  You need to just move on.”  Anne turns away from Daniel and begins to walk away.  As she reaches the patio door, she stops and turns to look at Daniel.  “If it makes you feel better, the day after you were arrested, the nurse from the clinic came to see me in the hospital.  You remember, Vicky?”

“Yeah.”

“She came to apologize.  She was sorry that the baby didn’t make it.  And she said she was sorry that no one told us.”

“Told us what?”

“About the odds, I guess,” Anne says as she swings open the door and then enters back into the party.

Daniel sits on the patio floor, nursing his busted lip and regaining his thoughts on what happened.  He knows that he was in the wrong, and he’s very lucky that Keith just walked away.  The legal trouble of starting a fight would be bad for Daniel, considering his questionable track record.  Not to mention the beating could have continued.  Keith must have done some kind of boxing as a hobby.

Daniel rests his head on his knee and begins to sob.  He’s lost Anne for good, he knows this.  The heartbreak is even worse than the first time he lost her.  

Suddenly, there’s a tap on Daniel’s shoulder.  Daniel looks up, it’s Jim.

“Hey, what the hell happened, man?”  Jim says in a shocked voice.  “I leave you for only a few minutes and you start a fight?”

“That’s not how it happened.”

“C’mon,” Jim says, helping Daniel to his feet.  “I’ve been asked to get you out of here.”

“I’m really sorry Jim.  I didn’t mean to…”

“Don’t worry about it.  I was gonna get thrown outta here later anyway,” Jim jokes.  “C’mon.”

A short time later, Jim and Daniel are riding home in Jim’s car.  They ride in silence for the first ten minutes or so.  Jim is angry that he had to leave the party so early, but he keeps his anger to himself.  He realizes that Daniel is truly hurt, not physically, but emotionally.  Jim realizes that Maybe Daniel was right.  He just wasn’t ready to try to find a new relationship.  Jim is a caring type of guy, obviously by his restraint from getting upset.  But he wants to know what caused his being thrown from the party.  

“You wanna talk about what happened back there?” Jim says.

Daniel sighs, then thumps his head against the passenger window glass.

“Let me guess, you started to hit on a married woman?” Jim says with a smile, hoping to jar a little bit of fun into the situation.  “That guy kicking your ass was her husband, right?”

“No,” Daniel turns and looks at Jim with an annoyed expression, “I was her husband.”

Jim is shocked, “Holy shit!  You serious?”

Daniel nods.

“What are the odds of that shit happening?”  Jim smiles at the irony of the situation.  “Take you out to meet new girls, and all you do is talk with the old ones.”

Daniel becomes very annoyed with Jim and turns away from him.  “Just, please take me home.”  Daniel again thumps his head against the glass, and does his best to forget that he’s in the car with anyone.  

Jim can tell that he touched a chord in Daniel’s emotions.  Even though he’s still quietly angry for being thrown from the party, Jim feels like he needs to be a shoulder for Daniel to lean on now.  

Jim pulls the car over to the side of the road, and throws the transmission in park.  

Daniel looks up at where they are.  “What?  Are you throwing me out?”

“Much as I’d love to get your sorry, whiney ass out of my car, no,” Jim replies.  “I’m gonna listen to ya.”

“What?”

“Really.  We’re buddies right?  Let’s be buddies,” Jim says.  “I don’t know a damn thing about your wife, or why you got a divorce.”

“Are we buddies?”

“C’mon.  Lay it on me.”

“I thought we just worked together, and caught a beer together from time to time.”

“Damn it, Danny!”  Jim interrupts.  “I’m trying to be someone for you to talk to.  You keep yourself so clammed up all the time, no one even knows you.  What the hell do you seriously have to hide?”

Daniel sits in the passenger seat looking at Jim for a few moments, trying to decide whether or not Jim is being sincere.  Finally, Daniel realizes that he is.  “I don’t know, Jim.  I haven’t really talked about this kind of stuff with anyone.  It’s gonna be hard.”

“Tell me about your wife.  What’s her name?”

“Anne.”

“Anne?  You loved her?”

“Oh, hell yes.”

“You still love her?”

“Obviously.”

Jim smiles at Daniel, “Now was that so hard?  You just answered three questions without blinking.”

“That’s not even what the big problem was…”

“So what, was she messing around on you, or you messing around on her?”

Daniel turns away from Jim, “Just forget it.”

Jim can see that he’s getting no where with the straight forward approach.  But he doesn’t give up.  “You have kids?”

Daniel’s heart begins to race with the sound of that question.  It’s one that he wishes he could answer like a normal person; with a yes or a no.  But the answer is much more complicated than that.  The answer is a story; one that Daniel hates to tell, but feels that if he doesn’t, Jim will only keep asking.  

Daniel turns and faces Jim again.  “Seventeen years ago, we had a baby boy.”

“So he lives with Anne?”  Jim asks.

“He only took two breaths before he died,” Daniel says in a crackling voice, then turns away and looks out his window into the darkness.

There’s silence inside the car for nearly a minute.  Jim doesn’t know what to say.  He’d never known someone who lived through that type of situation.  Sure, he’d known people who lost loved ones, but never someone who had lost a child; especially that early.  He didn’t know how to help, or what to say.

The silence is finally broken by Daniel, “It was a normal pregnancy until the end.  The doctor said he didn’t really know what happened.  He’d never seen a baby come out appearing to be in perfect condition, and then suddenly decide to just not breathe.”  Daniel pouts a little, resting his head against the glass once again.  “They couldn’t even get a breathing machine to work on him.  It just wouldn’t take.  It was like his lungs were working against the machine.”

“Daniel, man shit, I don’t know what to say.  I’m sorry.”

“Anne was going nuts.  They were trying to sew her up, but they couldn’t because she kept trying to get out of the bed and go tend to her dying son.  I guess that motherly instinct took over, and her body overlooked the fact that she couldn’t even use her legs because of the epidural.  The nurses couldn’t catch her, she broke her ankle when she hit the floor.”

“Alright, okay,” Jim says caringly.  “I get it.  That must have been just terrible.  I mean, I don’t know what it’s like to be a parent, much less a mother, but I’ve read about how some women go crazy after something like that.”

“I’m the one who went crazy,” Daniel says.  “I went after the guy I thought was responsible.”

“Responsible?  Who?”

“Anne and I had nothing, the day that our son died,” Daniel explains.  “We invested our entire life savings, and took out a third mortgage on our house to pay for the in-vitro-fertilization.”

“So you guys were having trouble, um…”

“Yeah,” Daniel says.  “We were walking on egg shells.  Every time we walked into the bank, we were afraid they were going to tell us that our accounts were over-drawn, or that we were once again behind on the house payments.  The gas company cut off our service the day before we went into the hospital.”  

“Sounds like a pretty rough time.”

“It wasn’t so bad at the time.  Anne and I always found a way to smile about it, and get by.  As long as we had each other, it would be okay.  And we wanted a baby so bad.”  Daniel pauses for a moment, collecting his thoughts; remembering what it was like in those hard times.  They really didn’t seem so hard, compared to what his life is like now.  “So when the doctor told me that our son was dead, I just couldn’t take it.  I looked around at what we had then; a cold house, an empty bank account, a torn family, and a dead son.  We’d given our entire life for heartache.  It was a stupid emotion at the time, but I felt ripped-off.”

“No shit,” Jim says.

“Two days passed, and that feeling only got more intense.  Anne wasn’t speaking to anyone, and she wasn’t eating.  She’d just lay there in bed staring at the wall.  She wouldn’t acknowledge anyone.  I guess I believed that her condition would be permanent, so I snapped.  I left the hospital and drove to the fertility clinic that had basically stolen our money.  I had a baseball bat, and I rushed the receptionist, I jumped the counter and started swinging at everything in sight.”

“Holy shit, man!  What’d you do?  Did you kill someone?” Jim asks with an excited expression. He feels like he’s finally figured out what makes Daniel the quiet mover that he his.

“I wanted to,” Daniel replies.  “I don’t even remember most of it.  I was just boiling inside. The anger took over.  I flipped every desk I could lift, and trashed a few computers.  I think I busted every window in the place that didn’t have safety glazing.  A male nurse or orderly, or whatever; he tried to stop me.  I got a good swing in on his legs.  I could have killed him though.  I might have even had intentions to kill someone.  But the guy I was really looking for wasn’t there.”

“Who?”

“The doctor that worked on Anne; I wanted to face him.”

“You’re lucky he wasn’t there then, man,” Jim says.  “If he was, we might not be here talking right now.  You would have killed him.”

“Maybe, I don’t know if I would have,” Daniel says.  “I think that more than anything, I wanted just an answer; just a reason for my son’s death.  Or maybe and apology, not in a ‘It’s my fault’ kind of way, but a condolence.  That doctor had two days to come and see us at the hospital after it happened.  It was rude that he never showed up.  He could have sent a card at least.”

“Asshole,” Jim adds.  

“Yeah, I guess so.”

“So I guess you spent some time?”

“Yeah,” Daniel explains.  “It didn’t take long for the cops to show up.  I was charged with a whole page of stuff; vandalism, aggravated assault, attempted murder.  I spent seven years in prison.  Anne had to get over her depression on her own.  And with the help of everyone we knew, she learned to blame me for everything.  She filed for the divorce during my last year in prison.  It wasn’t finalized of course until several years later.  I fought it, and fought it, but I just couldn’t convince her that it wasn’t my fault.”

There’s a quiet silence as Daniel waits to hear what he wants to hear from Jim, but it never comes; at least not the way he expected.  

“It’s not your fault that you son died, Daniel,” Jim says.

“I know.”

“But to be fair, you did throw away your marriage.”

Daniel looks at Jim with a confused expression, “What?” In his heart, Daniel knows that Jim is right, but he still argues the point as if it needs explanation.

“If you hadn’t gone ape-shit all over that clinic, you could have been there for your wife.  Sounds like you guys worked through a lot shit situations.  Surely you could have worked through that one in time.  You left your families side.  You could have dug an apology out of that asshole doctor after the fact.”

“Shut up.  Just take me home.”  Daniel turns away from Jim.  He’s aggravated with knowing that Jim is right; knowing that everyone has been right.  It was Daniel’s fault.  He ruined his marriage all by himself.

Jim knows that he’s upset Daniel with the truth, so he decides to let things be.  Jim puts the car in drive, and then pulls back out onto the road.  

The car hasn’t traveled far before Daniel feels the need to speak again, “Y’know what the worst part about tonight is?”

“What?  That you have an asshole buddy that has to drive you home?”

“Well, there’s that too.  But, Anne told me something tonight that I never knew.”

“What’s that?”

“She said a nurse from the clinic, Vicky, came to the hospital the day after I was locked up.  She came there to apologize.”

“Vicky, huh?”

“Yeah.  One of the docs nurses.  But…”  

“Yeah,” Jim says.  “Holding your anger in one more day would have made a hell of a difference.”

Daniel is struck with confusion for a moment as he realizes something, “Yeah, but Vicky didn’t even work there anymore.”

“What’d you mean?”

“If I remember right, and I’m pretty sure I do; we liked Vicky, she was nice.  And we noticed when she wasn’t there for the one month check-up.  The doc said she quit unexpectedly.”

“So what?”

“Why would she bother to come visit us at the hospital eight months later?  She no longer had any clinical duties or affiliations with the clinic, or us.  Why didn’t she just move on?”

“What’re you getting at?”

“I don’t know,” Daniel says in a puzzled tone.  “How would she have even heard about what happened?”

“I don’t know man, Maybe she’s just one of those chicks who like to follow through with everybody?  She’s a nurse, maybe she worked in the hospital at the time, and recognized your name in the files or something.”

“Yeah, Maybe.”

“What’s it matter?”

“I don’t know.  I guess nothing,” Daniel says quietly.  

The rest of the drive to Daniel’s apartment is short and quiet.  Not another word is spoken between the two.  Daniel keeps his thoughts to himself.  He has a solid feeling that something was different about Anne’s pregnancy; that something was done wrong and the clinic knew about it.  What other real reason could there have been that Vicky would check up on them?  So many different situations came to mind; Maybe Vicky quit work there because she knew something was done wrong, and the clinic didn’t tell us.  Or perhaps she was fired for doing something wrong with their baby?  There were so many plausible explanations.  Daniel studied them all in his head, hoping for one that made more sense than the rest.  But eventually, Daniel would always find himself back to Jim’s last question, ‘what does it matter?’  It all happened seventeen years ago.  And even if any of the explanations were true, what difference would it make.  Daniel and Anne’s son would still be dead, and Anne would still believe that Daniel is responsible for ruining their marriage.

CHAPTER 3

The whole night, Daniel tosses and turns in bed.  The next morning comes far too slowly.  He can’t get his mind off of the events at the party.  So often in his life, he’s wished that he could go back in time and change the way he acted; now was definitely one of those times.  If only he could go back, he wouldn’t try to resurrect the past with Anne, instead he would try to reignite a flame that the two once had between each other; he would try to play some new moves, and win Anne back.  But the more that Daniel thinks about the idea, the more unrealistic the idea becomes.  Anne had said it herself; she had moved on.

Its four o’clock in the morning and Daniel can no longer take it.  He crawls out of his bed and looks around his bedroom.  Immediately his attention is drawn toward his closet door.  He realizes now that it is not his mistakes with Anne that has kept him up all night; it’s been his curiosity.  Daniel can’t stop thinking about Vicky.  

Daniel goes to the closet and opens the door.  Inside are shoeboxes filled with old papers that could have been safely thrown away years ago.  While Daniel was in prison, he had to fight to make sure that these papers were kept safely in storage until he was released.  Daniel had never been one to throw things away.  It didn’t matter if it were a tax paper, a bank statement, or his SAT scores from high school.  Daniel felt that they were all a piece of his history.  But all of these boxes of documents are almost unimportant compared to certain box that Daniel is looking for.  

Finally, toward the back of the closet tucked underneath a few other boxes is an orange Nike shoe box.  Daniel slides the box out of its place.  He holds it as if it was a treasure that he is so proud to have kept for so long.  He steps back over to the bed, and carefully places the box down on the mattress.  Daniel knows that the items in this box could bring back terrible memories.  He takes a deep breath to prepare himself.  

Daniel lifts the lid, and inside is his deceased child’s birth certificate laying on top.  Daniel shivers as he reads the name on the certificate to himself, ‘Matthew Daniel Donnely’.  He recalls that he was so pleased with the name; his father’s name.  Daniel knows that his father would have been so proud. Another chilling feeling shoots down Daniel’s spine as he picks up the paper and stares closely at the empty spaces where Matthew’s footprints would have been stamped.  There’s a small water droplet on the top corner of the page.  Daniel quickly imagines that it was a teardrop.  It’s most likely from Anne as she tucked the document away in the box, hoping to forget the shattered past.  Daniel decides that it was still most caring of the hospital to even issue such a document.  Their child had only lived for about a minute.  In a time where life is sometimes literally wasted or thrown away, he’s surprised that the hospital counted his son as a life at all.

Laying the birth certificate down, Daniel sifts through the next pages.  The bulk of the load is forms and booklets that were given to them by the hospital leading up to the birth; most of it preparation on caring for their child.  There were so many things that Anne and Daniel had learned but were never able to put to good use.  It saddens him.  Daniel blocks the useless feeling out of his head.  
Finally, Daniel has found the document that he was looking for.  It’s the first sign-in sheet from Dr. Kiveman’s office.  Daniel skims over the page and quickly finds exactly what he was looking for: Nurse Vicky’s signature.  He’s barely able to make out her signature, but he’s sure it reads, Vicky Comwell.  The name is even almost familiar.  Daniel smiles over the accomplishment.  With her last name, Daniel is now quite confident that he can find Vicky, and hopefully find some answers.

As morning slowly comes, Daniel finds himself walking into the County Hospital.  Locating Vicky’s new place of work was far simpler than he had hoped.  During his time in prison, Daniel had plenty of time to learn the ins and outs on how to use a computer and the internet.  He was shocked at how much someone could find out from looking at a screen all day.  No one who uses a computer is truly safe at all.  Finding Vicky was as easy as searching job listing sites.  He found Vicky’s resume posted on one, and it quickly led to her current place of work:  the county hospital.  It was amazing, there was a photo and everything.  

Daniel approaches the information desk in the middle of the large open lobby.  A young woman, barely out of high school, sits behind the counter and smiles at Daniel as he approaches.

“Can I help you, sir?” She asks.

“Yeah,” Daniel smiles.  “I’m looking for a particular nurse.  Her name is Vicky Comwell?”

The young woman looks at Daniel with a concerned expression, “Are you a friend, or family member?”

“No, actually, I use to be a patient of hers a long time ago.  I wanted to ask her a few questions.”

“Okay,” the young woman carefully agrees.  “I’ll see if I can have her paged to come down to the lobby, okay.  Why don’t you just have a seat?”

“Thanks,” Daniel nods.

Daniel wanders over to the side of the large lobby where a line of cushioned chairs are stationed.  He sits patiently for several minutes, not even sure of what he’s going to say to Vicky.  Was he going to ask her, ‘Why did you care so much to come and apologize to Anne?’  It seemed like such a selfish thing to ask.  And quickly the feeling of uselessness once again comes over Daniel.  The same question echoes in his mind trying to talk him out of his plans; what exactly was the point?  Even if Vicky was at fault for what happened to their son seventeen years ago, what difference would it make now?  What was he planning to accomplish?  Anne’s words tear through his mind again.  Daniel needs to stop living in the past, and move on.

Daniel stands up from the chair and decides to just leave.  As he lifts himself off the seat of the chair, the chime of an elevator across the lobby catches his attention.  The elevator doors open, and there stands Vicky. She’s aged well since the last time that he’d seen her.  Her hair was still blonde, possibly dyed though, and her face still appeared younger than he knew that she really was.  

Daniel watches Vicky as she walks to the center of the lobby to the information counter.  Before Vicky can reach the counter, the young woman there smiles and points in Daniel’s direction.  

Daniel gulps, and tries to scramble together something to say; anything.  He’s already decided not to go through with what he came there to ask, so he had to come up with something different.  His only hope was that she wouldn’t recognize him.

Vicky smiles to the young woman at the information desk, and then looks at Daniel.  Their eyes lock on each other, and immediately, Vicky stops in her tracks.  Her jaw drops; shocked at who is standing a mere twenty, or so feet in front of her.  Vicky recognizes Daniel.  She recognizes him very well, and Daniel knows it.

“I just came to…”  Daniel can hardly get these words out of his mouth before Vicky turns toward the exit and rushes outside.

Daniel is confused by Vicky’s quick about face.  Immediately he feels the need to rush after her.  He has to know why she’s running, even though it’s easy for him to assue that she’s running from some form of guilt.  

The young woman behind the information desk sees the commotion that is going on, and immediately becomes concerned.  But no sooner can she stand up, or reach for a phone to call for help; both Vicky and Daniel are already out of the building.

Outside, Daniel sees Vicky rushing across the parking lot.  He figures that she’s most likely heading to her car.  Daniel pursues, and he easily gains ground on her.  

Vicky reaches her car and frantically starts patting the pockets of her scrubs.  She’s looking for her keys.  They’re not there.  She remembers leaving them in her locker.  She hopes that she can run further, but because of the delay that searching for her keys has caused her, Daniel is already there.  He’s catching his breathe at the back bumper of her car.

“Please, just leave me alone.  Please,” Vicky begs with tears in her eyes.

“You remember who I am?”

Vicky’s eyes tear up, and her face turns red with shame.  “I wouldn’t forget the name or the face of a person whose life I helped ruin,” Vicky says.  “Please, don’t hurt me.”  

“I’m not going to hurt you,” Daniel says trying to calm her.  “Just tell me what you’re talking about.” 

“I knew something like this was going to happen.  I knew that you, or someone else would come looking for me,” Vicky says nervously.  “I should have just gone to the cops or someone.”

“Whoa, wait a minute,” Daniel is immediately stunned.  His suspicions grow closer and closer to becoming true.  “Call the cops?  About what?”

Vicky had assumed that maybe Daniel knew everything, but she is quickly realizing that he knows much less.  “What do you know?”

“I know that my son is dead,” Daniel says. 

Vicky looks around the parking lot, hoping that someone will be nearby to make the situation more guarded than what it is.  “Oh my God.  Okay, oh man.”  Vicky begins to feel faint and leans against her car.  Daniel sees that she is falling, and steps closer to catch her.

“Hey, take a breath or something.”

Vicky flinches and pulls away as soon as Daniel lays a hand on her.

“I’m not going to hurt you.  I promise,” Daniel says caringly.  “I just want to talk.”

“I’m so sorry.  I should have just told you.  I should have gone to the cops,” Vicky whimpers.  “I should have gone to someone, especially after Dr. Kiveman was killed.”

“What?!  Dr. Kiveman?” Daniel is shocked.  “Dr. Kiveman was killed?”

Vicky looks at Daniel with an expression of urgency, “Yes.  They killed him.”

“Who did?  Who killed him?”

“The same people who took your baby?”

Daniel’s heart sinks to his feet.  A load so heavy feels like it has been instantly lifted off his shoulders and dropped onto his chest.  Daniel was right, he’d been right all along.  There was someone at fault for what happened to his son, and to finally know this for sure made his burdens seem so light.  His legs go limp and Daniel kneels.  Finally, he sits down onto the paved parking lot in between the cars and begins to cry.  “Who was it?  Who killed my baby boy?”

Vicky knows that Daniel really doesn’t know; he doesn’t see the whole picture.  The severity of the situation at hand is much worse than what he could ever imagine; it’s almost unbelievable.  So much so, that Vicky considers not telling him.  But a second passes, and she remembers the burden of keeping such a secret.  With that guilt blanketing her mind, she knows that Daniel must know.  

“You don’t understand,” Vicky said.  “The baby boy; the one who died, hewasn’t even yours.”

Daniel’s tears stop flowing for the moment, and his breathing is very light.  Daniel even feels like his heart skips a beat, or even stops.  What Vicky says takes many seconds to even compute.  “What?  What’d you mean?  Whose baby was it?”

Vicky shrugs, “It was no ones.”

Daniel quickly becomes confused and looks at the cracks in the pavement, strangely hoping that they would shed some light on the subject.  Daniel grabs the door handle of Vicky’s car, and uses it to pull himself up to his feet.  “What are you trying to tell me?”

“It was my fault, okay.  But I didn’t know what was going on there at the time.”  Vicky explains.

“Tell me.”

“I don’t know if you’re going to believe me.  You might not…”

“Damn it!  Just tell me!” Daniel angrily pounds his fist down on the roof of Vicky’s car.

Vicky can see that she’s passed the point of no return, so she begins her story, “I was there when we harvested the eggs from your wife.  Dr. Kiveman handed the vials to me, and I placed them in the cooler.  I was the one that labeled them, y’know, so that no patient would end up with someone else’s baby.  That was the root of my job.”

“You switched Anne’s eggs with someone else’s?”

“It was later that week in the lab.  They were more than just eggs then.  They were nearly fully formed embryos,” Vicky explains.  “Dr. Kiveman and I were both working in the lab.  He’d been working on something all week, something he was really hush-hush about.  He wouldn’t even tell me who the patient was.  I was too curious.  I started sifting through some of Dr. Kiveman’s private files on his computer, and I found a file named Vincent Scott.  I knew Mr. Scott from earlier visits.  He wasn’t a very nice man.  I opened the file, and I couldn’t believe what I was reading.”  Vicky takes a deep breath, as if what’s about to come out of her mouth is going to be more than anyone can handle.  She gathers her courage, and then pours it out, “Dr. Kiveman was trying to clone someone.”

“What?” Daniel says in obvious disbelief.  He turns away from Vicky for a moment and considers the possibility of her being mentally disturbed.

“I’m not making this up,” Vicky defends herself.  “I spent ten years in therapy trying to tell myself that none of these things happened, but there’s too much evidence to forget something like this.”

Daniel’s attention is pulled back, “What kind of evidence?”

“The fact that you and your wife even exist is stronger evidence than anything.”

Daniel waits for a moment to let the cloning concept sink in.  “So what did you do with the file?”

“I didn’t get to do much; Dr. Kiveman caught me, and he got real angry.  He threatened to fire me.  But then, he told me that the danger I had put my life in by just seeing the file was punishment enough,” Vicky says.  She understands that her story sounds more unbelievable when spoken aloud, but still she continues.  “We had a whole argument on morals, and things like that; but that’s when Dr. Kiveman told me that it didn’t matter.  He said that the embryo wasn’t working.  He said that there was something wrong with it.  And he said that Mr. Scott wasn’t going to be happy about it.  Later that day, Mr. Scott came to collect the embryo.  I overheard Mr. Scott and Dr. Kiveman arguing in his office.  Everyone in the clinic could hear them.  Dr. Kiveman tried to tell Mr. Scott that the embryo wasn’t going to take, but Mr. Scott just continually called him a liar.  He accused Dr. Kiveman of not wanting to do the project in the first place; he said that Dr. Kiveman was trying to sabotage him.  That’s when Mr. Scott threatened the life of everyone in the clinic.”

“What’d you mean?”

“I heard him say that if what Dr. Kiveman was saying was true, then he’d have to kill Dr. Kiveman and everyone else who worked in the clinic for knowing it existed.  I felt I had to protect everyone.  I went to the cooler, and I grabbed a vial.”

“You didn’t?” Daniel knows exactly what Vicky is going to tell him.

“I’m so sorry,” Vicky says sadly.  “I didn’t know whose it was.  I just grabbed the first one that I saw.  I took it to Mr. Scott, and told him it was time for him to leave.  I had to give him a good embryo to avoid the risk of him coming back.”  Vicky begins to cry uncontrollably, and her words become almost unrecognizable.  “Dr. Kiveman even believed that I had given him the right embryo.  No one knew except for me, until…”

“Until when?”

“Until the day we planted the embryo inside of your wife.  Your wife was already on the table.  I went to fetch the embryo, and that’s when I realized that I had given it away.”  Vicky pauses for a moment regretting the actions of which she is about to report.  “At that point we should have just told you, and started the harvesting again in a month or so.  I know that’s what we should have done.  But I knew how badly you and your wife had wanted a child by the way you talked.  I knew how waiting another month or so would break your heart.”

“Not nearly as much as loosing our child,” Daniel says with an angry tone.

“I know.  I know.  I don’t know why I did it, but I grabbed Mr. Scott’s unstable embryo and handed it to Dr. Kiveman --- he knew immediately.  I could tell by the way that he looked at me.  Dr. Kiveman definitely knew.  I guess he could tell by the size of the vial.  I don’t know why he didn’t say anything, maybe for the same reasons as me.  But he placed the embryo inside your wife --- and it was done.”

“And it was done?” Daniel says.  “That’s all you have to say?  ‘And it was done?’  What the fuck is wrong with you!?”

“I’m so sorry,” Vicky pleads.

“Do you know how bad you’ve ruined my life!?” Daniel shouts.  “I went to prison!  I lost my home, my wife, my family.  Do you understand what you’ve cost me?”

“I did afterwards.   I quit that day.” Vicky says.  “We didn’t even expect the baby to go full term.  We didn’t even expect it to take.  We thought that at the failure point we’d start over and harvest eggs again.  Dr. Kiveman said the embryo was unstable.  I stupidly assumed that everything worked out okay for several months.  But then, one of my friends from the clinic called me and told me that you came in and trashed the place.  I knew what had happened.”

“You should have told someone,” Daniel says under his breath, trying to hold in his anger.

“I wanted to.  I really did.  But I was afraid of the consequences after Dr. Kiveman was killed.”

“How do you know it was Vincent Scott who killed him?”

“I don’t know for sure,” Vicky says. “But Dr. Kiveman was a kind man; he didn’t have any enemies.  But he was shot in the back of his head while he was sitting in his office.  And when I learned this, all I could think of is the day that Mr. Scott threatened everyone in the clinic.  I didn’t want to end up like him.  So I kept my mouth shut.”

Daniel doesn’t know what to do.  He rubs his head from the anxiety, and his stomach feels as though it’s done a complete three-sixty.  He sought out Vicky to get answers about what happened to his son; he never thought it would be this complex, or this unbelievable.  “Let’s say that what you’re telling me about this cloning and shit is all true…”

“I swear that it is,” Vicky reassures.

“If it’s true, then what you’re telling me is that I have a seventeen year old child out there somewhere?”

Vicky doesn’t answer for a moment, she doesn’t know how to.  Daniel’s sudden drawn conclusion is much unexpected.  She knows that she’s ruined Daniel’s life so much as it is, she doesn’t want to give him a false hope that his child may be alive.

“Is that what you’re telling me?”  Daniel asks again.

The answer comes quicker than she can stop it, “Yes, maybe.”

“Yes?”

“He might not be that old though.  If Mr. Scott kept the embryo frozen, or whatever, the child could be younger,” Vicky says.

Daniel is immediately filled with the exact hope that Vicky was trying to avoid.  “Then I need to find Vincent Scott.”

“No!”

“What’d you mean ‘no’?” Daniel barks.  “He has my child, and I’m going to get things back to the way they should have been.”

“You can’t,” Vicky pleads.  “What if he asks how you found out?”

Daniel looks at Vicky, and in his mind he feels that she should be punished for what she did to him.  But Daniel knows that he is not one to judge her, no matter what her crime.  “I won’t tell him about you.  You have my word.”

Vicky feels slightly comforted for herself, but she worries about Daniel, and what he plans to do.   “You do know what you’re doing, right?”  Vicky asks.

“Of course I do.”

“If Mr. Scott raised your son, it’s all that the child has ever known.  You won’t be able to take him away from that life so easily.”

“If he’s my blood…”

“It doesn’t matter if he’s your blood or not,” Vicky interrupts.  “Before you go looking for something that might never be, you need to be prepared to see and understand why your child, your flesh and blood, is calling someone else Daddy.”

Daniel hates the thought, but he understands what Vicky is trying to tell him.  There’s no way that he will be able to pull his son away from the person that raised him.  If it be at all possible, it would be a long process.

“I understand,” Daniel says.  “But at the very least, I have to know if he’s out there.  I have to know.”

CHAPTER 4

New York City -- A rally is in full swing at a small local lodge.  It’s a rally that most people in the city don’t even know exists. Or perhaps most refuse to accept its existence.  American born Nazi’s fill the small lodge from wall to wall; there’s standing room only.  It’s a mob made up of hundreds of men.  They meet there every Thursday, but the regular crowds are not usually as big.  Usually the hall is filled with only locals.  But tonight is different.  Tonight, there will be a very special presentation.  Everyone who caught word of it was asked to make sure they could attend.  

The crowd has been pressed into the small lodge for two hours, and they’re getting restless.  They don’t know the exact extremities that have brought them there.  All they know is that it’s big, and it coincides with their beliefs.  The impatience begins to aggravate the crowd; and they are a crowd that would best not be disappointed.

There’s a small podium at the front of the room.  A large swastika banner hangs behind it.  From behind the banner, Vincent Scott peaks around to see the rustling crowd.  He smiles at the successful turnout.  

“Don’t you think you should get out there already?” a man from behind the banner asks.

Vincent turns and looks at the man who has addressed him; his name is Oscar Bennett.  Oscar is a large bearded man; tall and strong.  He’s the last person you would pick a fight with.  Oscar had been a friend of Vincent’s father since he was a boy.  He was hired on to the company at a very young age.  

Vincent had always been jealous of Oscars’ father-son like relationship with his father.  But on account of his recent discovery, Vincent had found a way to shrug it off; mostly anyway. Vincent had finally realized that Oscar was hired based on his young striving Nazi beliefs.  Oscar’s beliefs only grew stronger as he worked along Vincent Sr.  Vincent was surprised when he learned that Oscar had grown up to become a geneticist.  Vincent saw this as a great opportunity.  He began working with Oscar for two reasons; Oscars connections, and his resources.  

“Not just yet,” Vincent says.  “I want the suspense to build to the bursting point.” 

“You’ll be lucky if they don’t lynch you the second you step out on the stage.”

Vincent laughs, “You and I both know they won’t kill me, Oscar.  Once I start talking, I’ll have them eating out of the palm of my hand.”  Vincent taps his forehead with his index finger, “What I have in this head, they can not reproduce without me.”

 “Don’t matter,” Oscar tells him.  “You’re about to address a crowd of people willing to kill for their beliefs.  And what they believe in is a perfect and pure white American race.  A person from a perfect race is on time, not late.”

“I’m not late; I’m playing to the crowd,” Vincent replies.  “Their wait will be worth their while, I assure you.”

“You’re fifteen minutes behind schedule.”  Oscar looks at Vincent with an intense impression of urgency.  “I went through a lot of trouble putting this meeting together.  My life may very well be on the line.  I’m not your friend, Vincent.  But trust me, the last thing you want to do is walk out to that podium and tell these people that you were just fucking them along to get their nerves twisted.  Playing to the crowd?  Don’t be so fucking stupid.”

“You obviously know nothing about what I’m trying to give you people.”

“You obviously don’t know anything about my people, or me for that matter.”

Vincent and Oscar stare at one another in dead silence for several moments.  They had been working together for the last sixteen years on this project; both of them hating every second of it, but neither giving in to the urge to strike or kill the other.  They’ve only worked together successfully for so long because of each of their personal motives.  Both motives hang from a very thin thread that’s tied to their presentation with the American Nazi party.  

“Just get your ass out there, and do what we came to do.”  Oscar turns away from Vincent and then steps around the banner and joins the crowd.  

Still behind the banner, Vincent takes a few deep breathes.  He relaxes himself, and then steps out to make his way to the small podium at the front of the lodge.  

The restless crowd can see Vincent.  They are not familiar with him, and they all immediately deduce that this man is the speaker.  The crowd almost instantly calms, listening for the important information that they have all been waiting so long to hear.

“Good evening, and thank you all for coming,” Vincent begins.

“Speak up!” A man from the rear of the lodge shouts.

Vincent had expected the group of Nazis to be a tough crowd.  He had expected to feel nervous.  But it is not a feeling Vincent’s mind is use to.  He’s always been comfortable, always in control; but here, in front of a group of people that would rather lynch him than listen to him, he’s outnumbered.  He has no choice but to cope with the feelings.

Vincent scours up what courage he has, and continues a bit louder than before.  “My name is Vincent Scott.  I am the son of the late Vincent Scott Sr.  My father was a scientist that actively worked on and discussed many plans with Adolph Hitler during World War Two.”

Vincent watches the crowd, and he can tell that their attention is peaked by the shear mention of the long dead dictator’s name.

“Eighteen years ago, I unearthed a lot of my father’s most secret work with the Nazi regime, including detailed plans that no one has ever heard of.  They’re plans that will surely re-write every history book that’s ever been written; they’re plans to dominate the world with a truly pure white human race.”

“Quit wasting our time dickhead! We know this already!” A man from the crowd shouts.

Vincent smiles at the man’s ignorance of what he has.  “Not exactly.  I’m talking about a truly perfect, truly pure, truly prestige race.  A race that none of you people here could ever measure up to.”

The crowd appears angry at Vincent’s words.  Each person looks to the one beside them for their take on what was heard.  It was as if Vincent was judging their worthiness.

“Don’t get angry at me,” Vincent says.  “These are Hitler’s plans, not mine.”

An older man from the front row of the crowd is tired of being dragged along.  His name is Chet.  He’s skinny, and has shaved his head bald.  He rubs his scalp, and faces Vincent with an irritated expression, “Just what in God’s name are you talking about, son?”

“What am I talking about?” Vincent repeats the question.  “I’m talking about becoming a mortal god.”

The anger in the crowd descends, but confusion rises.  Not one person yet knows why they have been called out to the crowded meeting.  They’re aggravated, but yet they’re still curious.

“I’ll be the first to admit, I’m not like you people.  I think that Hitler was a vile and evil man; just like my father.  But like my father, Hitler was a genius when it came to what he did best: creating resources.  Hitler recruited my father after a strange trip he had to an island in the Pacific.  Hitler had a lot of questions, and his mind was messed up.  He’d been introduced to Darwinism.  The idea of such a theory was revolutionary to him.  He wanted to desperately to believe in it; and so he did.  And even though he lived with Darwinism like a religion, he still had to know if the concept of creation was possible.  If so, he quickly needed to discount it.  He asked my father to find one answer: Can it be done?  If God exists, how did He create us from nothing but soil?  And guess what?  My father found an answer that Hitler no longer wanted to discount.  Instead, Hitler wanted to utilize it.”

The crowd is quiet, now hanging on every word that Vincent is speaking.  Vincent looks out in the crowd, and his eyes cross with Oscars.  Vincent can tell that Oscar is pleased with everything that he’s saying.  Things are going just as planned.  

“If you’re waiting for me to explain that my father found some magic dust and scattered it on the dirt to make man, well, that’s not far off from the truth.   The only difference is that there is no magic dust.  My father knew that the task he was given would be difficult, but he quickly narrowed it down to the resources that God had at the time.  After that, it was simple,” Vincent explains.  “When God attacks the earth, how does he do it?  He uses wind, rain, snow, hail; all of the elements.  There is no unseen magic, you can see it all, you’re just use to seeing it.  You don’t consider it magical anymore.  My father concluded that God used the elements to create man, and so if we assert ourselves correctly we can recreate man ourselves.”
“You’re telling me that I drove three hours to come out here and listen to this line of bullshit?” Chet, the man from the front row scoffs.  “Boy, you’d been better off not telling us your name.”

The whole crowd turns angry feeling the same way as Chet.  The people begin to turn their backs on Vincent and head for the exit.

“Heavy water!” Vincent shouts over the crowd.

Still, the Nazi crowds’ attention is lost.

“Heavy water!” Vincent shouts again.  “It can be used to enrich uranium and create an atomic bomb!  And in 1943, Hitler was going nuts trying to get his hands on as much as he could!”

The crowd appears to pause and listen some more.

“The history books can prove it.  We all know how close Hitler really wasn’t to producing his own atomic bomb!  He was no where close!  So what the hell was he doing with all that heavy water if he didn’t even have the means to use it appropriately?”  Vincent shouts.

Finally, the crowd’s attention has returned to Vincent.  Each person in the crowd feels nearly the same way.  They’re giving Vincent one last chance to impress them.

“Soil, charged with a precise amount of electricity and a precise amount of heavy water can result in a special living cell.  Today, we’ve come to call them stem cells.  We can use these manufactured stem cells to produce a real living human embryo,” Vincent says.  “Do I have your attention now?”

“Do you think we’re a crowd of idiots?” Chet says.  “You’d better be able to prove this?”

“I certainly can.”

“How?”

Vincent smiles across the crowd, “Because I’ve already made several.”

The crowd is uneasy.  Talk is jumbled all across the room.  

“So let’s see one!” a man from the middle of the room shouts.  

“Yeah!  Show us the proof!” More in the crowd shout.

“I am prepared to provide you all with the documents, procedures, and services to do what I have done,” Vincent says.  “However, I can’t do it for free.”

The crowd is quiet.  Money was something that each person in crowd did not expect to come into play tonight.  However one thought shoots into each of their minds; if the information is real, they must know more.

“I will take five of you into the labs and show them what we have done,” Vincent says. “It will be up to those five people and their good word to convince you that your money is well spent.”

“How can we trust your word?” Chet asks.

Vincent looks at Chet and addresses him directly, “What good would it do me to take your money and have you chasing me for the rest of my life?”  Vincent turns back to the crowd.  “I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t have something to sell.  I told you before, I’m not like you.  I’m a businessman, and I don’t have beliefs in any system, except for the sales system.”

“What’s the cost?” a man in the crowd asks.

“You tell me,” Vincent replies.  “What would you pay to have the dream that you have fought and strived for for nearly one hundred years instantly come true?  What would you pay for the most original, and most amazing work of your most famous leader, Adolph Hitler?”  

“Well,” Chet says.  He crosses his arms over his chest, “you’re the big salesman.  You must have a number in mind.”

“One million dollars,” Vincent replies.

The crowd isn’t thrown aback by the cost.  They look at one another, and consider that the price seems far too reasonable for what they are getting.

“To clarify, that’s one million dollars per fetus,” Vincent says.

 “Are you insane?” Chet says.

“No one ever said that world domination was going to be cheap,” Vincent says.  “You want to populate the earth with a clean and pure white race?  You want to over power your enemies?  It’s going to cost you.”

“Populating the earth?” Chet gasps. 

“The nation then,” Vincent replies. 

“Have you any idea how many people make up this country?”

“About three hundred million,” Vincent replies.  “And in case you’re wondering about the population of the earth, it’s about six and a half billion.  But of course, you won’t be replacing everyone.  Surely there are at least a few million people out there that share your views.” 

Gasps fill the room.

“That amount of money isn’t even heard of, son,” Chet says.

“C’mon people.  I’m no idiot, so don’t act like you don’t have the money.  It’s the whole reason I didn’t take this info to some redneck Nazi regime in the south.  I came to New York, where the real money is.  The city where people aren’t afraid to invest their money into something they believe in.”

 Everyone in the crowd is trying to wrap their heads around the amount of money that is being discussed.  Some look up at Vincent, and are disgusted with him.  In their eyes, he could never be as pure as they are.  A blood lust is rising in the room, and private plans to kill Vincent and steal the information are well underway in each of the crowd persons mind.

Vincent can see from the podium that a conspiracy for his undoing is well underway, “Before we all get upset, and do things that we might regret, I’d do well to inform you that I have taken special measures to ensure that no harm will come to me or my family by any of your hands or your doings.  No one will be able to recreate this work if I am dead.”

“You’d have done well not to even tell us that you had a family, son,” Chet murmurs.

“But I have to tell you, at least about my son,” Vincent says.  “Because he is the first successful prototype.”  

Vincent pulls his wallet out from his jacket pocket and then flips it open.  As he does this, the crowd scrunches forward, closer to the podium.  Vincent pulls a wallet sized photograph out of his wallet and holds it up.  The photo is of a teenage boy.

“This is my son, Adam,” Vincent says.  “He’s obviously not really my son, but he believes that he is.  He literally has no biological mother or father.  He’s sixteen years old; smart, healthy, and no different than any other boy or girl in the world.  Except one thing, he was created by me, not God.  The five people you choose for the tour will be allowed to meet him under certain circumstances.”

“What about the others?” a man in the front row asks.  “You said that you’d made several of these things.”

Vincent smiles, and rolls his eyes a little, “There are five others.  The others are embryos in a type of suspended animation.  They’re each in separate stages of the growth procedure in order to show you the different options that you have.”

“Options?  What the hell?  Are we buying a car?”

“As I said before, these are well crafted, perfected, and pure white human beings.  I’ve spent nearly two decades working to perfect and improve this experiment.  It’s been a long process of trial and error, but it’s all built up to tonight,” Vincent explains.  “During the fertilization process, and throughout the embryo growth period, we can manipulate the outcome of the fetus,” Vincent explains.  “Race, sex, height, even hair color; you can create the human being the way that you want.  We build the code, we create the embryo, and we insert it into a willing pure female.”

“So they do have mothers?” one in the crowd speaks out.

“Only surrogate mothers,” Vincent corrects.  “The new being will hold no DNA pattern similar to the surrogate mothers.  We are working on a way to grow these fetuses to a normal birth weight without the use of surrogates, but it’s costly.  And besides, what easier way to obtain a legal birth certificate and social security number is there, if the child is born presumably just like everyone else in the world?” 

The crowd is awestruck; no one is speaking as the information slowly seeps into their brains.  The possibilities seemed so endless, none were even sure if it were all true.

“So you’re telling me that if I wanted me a blonde female with big tits, I can just make one?” Chet says with a huff.

Vincent looks at the old man and smiles, “Actually, yes.  However, by the time she’s old enough for you to even molest her, you may have to grow yourself a new dick as well.  Because by that time, your old one will have rotted away.”

Several people in the crowd laugh under their breath, but Chet does not.  He doesn’t find Vincent’s poke of fun amusing at all.  Chet can feel the breath of the men behind him on the back of his neck as they laugh.  All he can think about is his embarrassment if he doesn’t get a handle on the situation.

“See if you can laugh about this you sonuvabitch!”  

Chet pulls a hand gun out of his pants and points it directly at Vincent’s head.  The crowd takes a few steps back.  They know Chet.  And they know how he can get mouthy and antsy from time to time.  No one there is interested in accidentally being shot.  

Vincent takes a few steps back from the podium, also giving Chet his space.  “Trust me pal, you don’t want to shoot me.”

“Give me just one reason,” Chet replies.

“C’mon Chet.  This isn’t the time for that,” a man in the crowd known only as Red speaks up.  At times, Red is the unwritten leader of the Nazi group in that area.  He’s smart and cautious; most importantly for this scenario, he knows when to fight, and when not to.  “Put the gun away.”

“Give me one reason!” Chet yells.  “No one insults me like that!  Especially some little brat asshole!”

“I told you all before.  I’ve got a plan if something happens to me or my family.  And it’s not a plan that you want to see go into action.”

“What’re you talking about?”  Chet asks.

“First of all, you can kiss all of the creation information goodbye,” Vincent explains.  “I’ve burned all the known important original documents, and I have the equation nestled into my brain where no one can touch it.”

There’s a pause as Chet weighs his options.

“I’m the only one who knows the equation, and the only one who ever will know it.  You kill me, and you’re totally screwing the rest of your friends’ chance at a pure nation,” Vincent says.  “You don’t even want to here what else I have in store.”

Red steps closer to Chet, and places his hand Chet’s shoulder.  “Put the gun away Chet.  No one’ll think any less of ya.  Let’s see how all this goes first,” Red turns and looks at Vincent.  “And if he’s not pulling his end through, Chet, you can be the one to kill him.”

“Sounds fair enough,” Vincent adds.

“Shut up!” Chet shouts.  Hesitantly, Chet lowers his gun.  He tucks the pistol back into his pants and then rushes to the exit at the back of the room.  The crowd parts for his easy escape.

“So I guess we have a deal?” Vincent says.

Red keeps a sharp stare on Vincent for several moments, sizing him up.  Red’s still not sure if anything that he’d just heard is real, but he knows for the sake of his party, he has to at least look into it.  “When can we arrange the tour?”

CHAPTER 5

Daniel Donnely steps onto the front porch of the Kiveman household.  He’s not exactly sure what reaction to expect from Mrs. Kiveman.  He’s never met her, but he knows it’s possible that Mrs. Kiveman could remember that it was Daniel who once trashed her husbands office.  Even so, Daniel needs information on Vincent Scott.  He’d tried the internet, but he came up short on good leads.  Daniel doesn’t even know what Vincent looks like, nor does he even know if Vincent still lives, or has ever lived for that matter, in the Philly area.  With no leads to speak of, Daniel’s last hope is Mrs. Kiveman.  With some luck, perhaps Mrs. Kiveman knew some of her husbands acquaintances.  And hopefully, she will be willing to share some of the information.

The Kiveman home is a large two story Victorian just outside the down town area.  It’s yellow, but the color is not too bright that it isn’t comfortable to look at.  Instead, with the neatly placed stark white wood scroll work decorating every corner of the home, it looks more like a doll house.  

Daniel raps the door knocker on the front door.  Instantly, Daniel can hear footsteps inside creaking across the floor.  The footsteps come closer and closer.  Finally, the door opens.  A young black female, in her mid twenties, stands before Daniel in the doorway.

“May I help you?” she asks.

Daniel says nothing for a moment, wondering if he is at the right house.

“We’re not interested in buying anything,” the woman mentions.

“Oh no, I’m not trying to sell anything,” Daniel quickly corrects her.  “I’m just… I’m looking for Mrs. Kiveman?”

The woman smiles and looks at Daniel curiously, “Well, you’re at the right house.  And just who are you?”

“My name is Daniel Donnely.  I knew Mr. Kiveman.  My wife was actually a patient of his.”

“Oh.  Well it’s nice to meet you Daniel.  My name is Isabelle, I’m Mrs. Kiveman’s in house nurse this evening.”

“Oh, is she alright?  I wasn’t aware that Mrs. Kiveman was ill.”

“What exactly do you need to see Mrs. Kiveman about?” Isabelle asks.

“Well, it’s actually a personal matter.  It’s kind of hard to explain,” Daniel says.  “Do you think that she is she well enough to see me?”

“I’m not sure.  How well would Mrs. Kiveman recognize you?  Does she know you very well?”

“No, not at all actually.  Like I said, I knew her husband.”

“Well, chances are, whatever it is you have to speak to her about is not going to be easily retrieved from her memory,” Isabelle explains.  

Daniel sighs.  He rubs his brow in an aggravated way.  Daniel doesn’t want his search to end so soon, so suddenly.    

“Are you alright, sir?” Isabelle asks.

“Listen, I really need to speak to Mrs. Kiveman.  Even if she doesn’t know what I’m talking about, I at least need to try.  It’s very important.”

Isabelle takes a deep breath, reluctant to let a strange man into the house.  “I don’t know.  I don’t know who you are and… I’m sure you understand the spot that I’m in here.  How do I know what you say won’t do any harm to her.”

“I’d never…”

“I just can’t do it.  I’m really sorry.” 

Isabelle places one foot back into the house behind her and starts to pull the door shut.

“Wait.  Please,” Daniel pleads.  “My son’s life may depend on this.”

Isabelle holds the door for a moment, “You’re son?”

“Five minutes.  That’s all I ask.”

“Sir, I…”

“You can sit and listen the whole time.  If it looks like I’m upsetting her, you tell me, and I will pick up and leave,” Daniel says.

Isabelle quietly thinks about what she is about to agree to.  

Daniel tugs at his back pocket and pulls out his wallet.

“Sir, you can’t bribe me to let you in,” Isabelle quickly says.

“Believe me, if I had any money in this wallet, I would have tried that already,” Daniel says with a grin.  “But, I’ll give you my wallet, it has my identification, and my credit cards, and --  Well, if I cause trouble, you know who I am.  You can call the police and send them after me.”

Daniel holds his wallet out in front of Isabelle.  She takes it and opens it.  She sees Daniel’s drivers license, and it reveals him to be exactly who he’s said he is.  Isabelle is still hesitant.

“And your son’s life depends on you speaking to Mrs. Kiveman?” Isabelle reconfirms.

“Yes,” Daniel says with a quick nod.  “Please.  I don’t mean any harm, I just need to answer some questions.  That’s all.”

Another short silence, and then, “Okay.  Five minutes, and then you leave.”  

“Thank you.  Thank you so much.”

Isabelle holds the door open and lets Daniel enter the home in front of her.  As Daniel steps down the narrow hallway, he gazes about the house and its old structure.  Everything is done up with nice wood scroll work and detailed paint.  The ceilings are every bit of ten feet tall, and the hard wood floor, which is no doubt original, is so glassy.  It gleamed as if it had a hundred layers of lacquer pasted over it.  The home was very much like the type that he would picture a man like Dr. Kiveman to live in. 

Behind him, Isabelle leads Daniel down the hall and into a bedroom at the back of the house.  The solid oak door is closed, and Daniel waits beside it.

“Okay, let me introduce you to her, and then you speak,” Isabelle says.
“Alright, sure.”

“You may have to speak slowly for her,” Isabelle explains.  “Mrs. Kiveman suffers from the early stages of dementia.”

When Daniel hears what Mrs. Kiveman ails from, Daniel’s hopes are slightly weakened.  But he pulls it together, and holds out for what little chances he has left.  “I understand.  I’ll be gentle.”

“This had better be as urgent as you say,” Isabelle stresses.  “I could loose my job over this.”

“I promise.  You won’t regret it.”

Isabelle quietly opens the door to the bedroom and leads Daniel inside.  Instantly, Daniel sees Mrs. Kiveman rocking herself in an upholstered rocking chair.  She has a quaint smile on her face as she stares at old photos that are hanging on the wall in front of her.  Daniel doesn’t know how old Mrs. Kiveman really is, but from her appearance she doesn’t appear much older than sixty.  Her hair has turned white, but her face and her skin appear young and unwrinkled.  

Daniel waits just inside the room as Isabelle approaches Mrs. Kiveman.

“Mrs. Kiveman?  Erin?” Isabelle says as she places her hand over Mrs. Kiveman’s  “Erin, there’s someone here to see you today.”

It takes a few seconds for any response to come from Mrs. Kiveman, but suddenly her rocking stops.  She doesn’t take her eyes off the wall of photos.

“There’s a man here to see you Erin,” Isabelle repeats.

“A man?” Mrs. Kiveman asks.  She turns and looks at Isabelle with a confused expression.

“Yes,” Isabelle says.  “He says that you don’t know him, but he needs to ask you some questions.”

For several moments Mrs. Kiveman looks at Isabelle with a blank face.  “What kind of questions?”

“He says it’s about his child,” Isabelle says.

“Child, what child?” Mrs. Kiveman appears confused.

Daniel stands patiently watching the conversation.  However, the more he sees, the more he looses hope in what he plans to accomplish there.

“I’m not sure.  I’m going to let him explain that to you.  But listen, if he upsets you in any way… or if the questions upset you; I’ll be right here.  I can make him leave.  Okay?”

Mrs. Kiveman does not answer Isabelle; instead she turns back to the wall of photos and begins her rocking once again.  

Isabelle steps back over to Daniel, “She’s all yours.  Five minutes.”

“Thank you,” Daniel nods.

“Be gentle with what you say.  Sometimes, she becomes upset pretty easily.”

Daniel slowly approaches Mrs. Kiveman’s chair.  He crouches down in the same area that Isabelle had been only seconds ago.  He doesn’t know how to say what he wants to say, so he just begins.

“Mrs. Kiveman, I need to know everything, I mean anything really that you could, or know about a man that your husband use to work with,” Daniel says sloppily.

“Derek, yes,” Mrs. Kiveman says.

“Yes,” Daniel says.  “You’re husband.  He was my wife’s doctor when we were, um… When we were trying in vitro fertilization.  But I think there was a mistake.  I think that my wife was injected with the wrong embryo, and ours was given to someone else.”

Mrs. Kiveman has no reaction.

“I just need to find the man that has my son now so I can…”

“Derek didn’t make mistakes,” Mrs. Kiveman interrupts with a kind tone.  

“I, I didn’t mean to say that he messed it up purposely or solely, I was only trying to say…”

“Derek didn’t make mistakes,” Mrs. Kiveman repeats this time with a more stern tone.  She continues to rock with a steady pattern.

“I understand, I’m sorry,” Daniel says with a caring tone.  “But this man, his name is Vincent Scott.  I think that…”

“Derek didn’t make mistakes,” Mrs. Kiveman again repeats even louder this time still keeping her steady beat with the rocker.

Isabelle quickly steps over to Mrs. Kiveman and places her hand on her, “I think it’s time for you to go, sir,” Isabelle says to Daniel.

Daniel understands that he must honor his agreement with Isabelle, but he can’t help but ignore her for the second and try one last time to jog Mrs. Kiveman’s memory.  “Vincent Scott?  Do you know who he is?” Daniel asks forcefully.  “Do you know where I can find him?”

“Mr. Donnely!” Isabelle says in an obviously upset tone.

Suddenly, the steady rocking of Mrs. Kiveman’s rocker comes to a sudden halt.

Isabelle gives Daniel a hard stern look.  “It’s time for you to leave.”

Daniel takes a step back, “I’m sorry,” he explains.  “I just got carried away.  I was desperate, and…”

“If you don’t leave in five seconds, I’m calling the police,” Isabelle threatens shaking her finger at Daniel.

Daniel realizes that he has over-stayed his welcome, and so he turns around and heads toward the door.

“Poor Anne,” Mrs. Kiveman says.

Daniel vaguely hears the words that come out of Mrs. Kiveman’s mouth, and he stops that the door to the room.  He turns around and looks at Mrs. Kiveman with a hopeful expression.  

“What did you say?” Daniel asks.

“I’m calling the police,” Isabelle says as she darts over to a telephone that is hanging on the wall at the corner of the room.

Daniel pays no attention to what Isabelle is doing, and instead waits for another response from Mrs. Kiveman.

Mrs. Kiveman’s rocking has stopped, but her eyes are still locked on the photos hanging on the wall.  Finally, her mouth opens, and she speaks, “Derek would say, ‘poor Anne Donnely, Lord watch over her.’  Derek prayed for her every night.”

“Dr. Kiveman knew?” Daniel says.  “He prayed for her?”

“Every night.”

“You remember?”

Isabelle holds the phone receiver in her hand, but does not dial any numbers as she listens to what Mrs. Kiveman says.  She realizes that Daniel is making progress with getting his answers, and no harm is truly being done as Mrs. Kiveman recalls her husband.  Isabelle hangs the phone back on the wall.

Mrs. Kiveman finally turns her head away from the old photos and faces Daniel.  As if breaking from a hypnotic trance, Mrs. Kiveman suddenly becomes more alert.  Her speech changes drastically, and becomes faster than before.  It’s as if she isn’t ill at all.  “I could never forget her name.  Derek felt so terrible about what happened to Anne Donnely; the pain that he caused her.”

Tears are building in Daniel’s eyes quickly.  He leans his shoulder against the door frame where he is standing.  “It was terrible.  I hated him for what he did,” Daniel says with a long sob.

Mrs. Kiveman looks at Daniel with an understanding expression; as if this was a moment that she knew was coming, and was programmed to live out.  She nods her head trying to offer her best condolences.  “You’re the man that attacked Derek’s offices aren’t you?”

Daniel nods and then lowers his head, “Yes.”

Mrs. Kiveman looks away from Daniel and lowers her head to look down in her lap.  She holds her hands together tightly.  “I can’t say that I blame you.  Neither could Derek.  He knew that he had done both you and your wife wrong.  I sincerely apologize for his actions on his behalf.”  Mrs. Kiveman says.  “If it means anything at all, Derek did not want to press charges against you.  It was everyone else in the office that pressured the ruling.”

Isabelle watches from the wall of the room.  She’s never seen Mrs. Kiveman speak so easily or so much.  She’s stays quiet and only observes.  She realizes that she’s witnessing a miracle.  It’s as if Mrs. Kiveman is suddenly being cured by a memory that she feels must be tended to.  Even still, Isabelle keeps a close eye on Daniel, hoping that she still has not made a mistake by letting him into the house in the first place.

“I don’t care,” Daniel says softly.  “I just want to find out what happened to my child.”

“Vincent Scott?”

“Yes,” Daniel says with a sigh of hope.  “Mrs. Kiveman, if you could tell me how to…”

“Please, call me Erin,” Mrs. Kiveman interrupts in smiling fashion.

Daniel pauses a moment, finding the interruption odd.  “Okay, Erin, if you could tell me anything that you know about Vincent Scott, it would be greatly appreciated.”

“Hmm, Vincent Scott,” Erin says holding her teeth together tightly.  “He’s never been anything more than a spoiled brat; a silver spoon in his mouth his whole life.”

“You know what he did with Derek then?” Daniel asks.  “You know about the switched embryos?  You know about the experiments?”

“There was no way for me not to know.  Derek told me everything, especially the things that he didn’t feel well about,” Erin said.  “The second that he told me about this secret experiment with Vincent Scott, I told him that he shouldn’t do it.  I told him that the name on those documents was reason enough not to participate.  But Derek insisted that if he didn’t do it, Vincent would find someone else who would.  Derek would rather have the evil in his hands than in someone’s hands that he didn’t know.”

“What name?”  Isabelle breaks her silence.

“What?”

“What name was on the documents?” Isabelle repeats with a curious tone.

“Why, Adolf Hitler,” Erin replies as if the answer was obvious.

“What?” Daniel is shocked.  He begins to question Erin’s over all sanity and the reliability of her answers.

“Didn’t you know?” Erin asks, surprised at Daniel’s reaction.  

“Hitler?” Daniel double-checks, “Really? The Nazi dictator?”

“That’s what Derek told me.  The documents that Vincent found were blueprints to build a Nazi super soldier.  It sounds more like something you would find in a comic book, I know.  But this is what Derek told me that he was working on.”

“Oh my God, Erin, are you alright?  You must be delirious,” Isabelle steps over to Erin’s side and places her hand over Erin’s forehead.

“Wait a minute. you’re telling me that this whole experiment was actually a plan developed by Hitler and the Nazi’s?”

“Yes, and Vincent Scott Sr.,” Erin adds.

Daniel turns around in the doorway, looking away from Erin in an aggravated manner.  Twice today he’s heard two very outrageous stories about what might have happened the day that his embryo aged son was misplaced; and both times Daniel has found that he’s at a loss for words.  He doesn’t know how to react.  Daniel has never been the type of person that would believe in such a bizarre story.  He wants to storm out of the house and shout to everyone who inhabits the home that they are crazy.  But there is a yearning inside Daniel.  It’s a yearning to find his son and try to reunite his family.  At this point, Daniel is looking for even the most outrageous of hope; anything that will shine even a flicker of light into the shadow that he calls his life.  

Daniel begins to reason that the stories he has heard are not all that outrageous.  In fact, he can’t overlook the fact that Vickie’s story is more than backed up by Erin’s explanation of the events.  Daniel also remembers reading many magazine journals and papers that discuss human cloning, and experiments to do such a thing.  There are even companies outside the United States that claim to provide such a service for a colossal fee.  These companies claim that they even have many satisfied customers.  

Daniel can’t stop now; he can’t walk out of the house without hearing everything that there is to hear.  It’s miracle enough that Erin Kiveman has even broken out of her lost state.  He takes the miracle as a sign that he she should continue on.  Daniel turns back to Erin, and approaches her.  He kneels down in front of her rocking chair.

“What else do you know about this experiment?” Daniel asks.

“I don’t know everything.  Most of what I’ve told you, Derek didn’t tell me until a few days before he was killed.  I think that he knew he was being hunted by someone.  He didn’t go to work for the last week of his life,” Erin says.

Erin is silent for several moments, lost in thought about her late husband and how he died.  Daniel, still knelt before Erin, waits patiently for Erin to tell him more and worries that maybe she has gone back into her silent state.

“Erin?”

“But for almost a year before he died, Derek could never stop talking about poor Anne Donnely,” Erin spontaneously begins to speak again as if she had never paused at all.  “As you can imagine, at first I was jealous; wondering who this Anne really was.  I’d frequently catch him praying for her and her little one.  One night I finally asked him.”

Daniel waits in suspense for the next words out of Erin’s mouth.  

“He told me that by a clerical mistake, which he would not take blame for, Anne Donnely’s baby had gone to the wrong person,” Erin says.

“Did he say who?” Daniel asks.

Erin looks at Daniel with an intent stare, “You know who; that snake Vincent Scott.”

“How do I find him?” Daniel asks, not skipping a beat.

Erin smiles, but in an aggravated fashion, “You won’t find him.  Even if you did, you couldn’t get near him.  The police and the F.B.I. couldn’t even get to him.”

“What do you mean?”

“We all knew that it was Vincent who killed Derek; not sure by his own hands or through someone else, but everyone knew that Vincent Scott had a hand in Derek’s murder,” Erin says.  “But no one could prove it.”

“There has to be a way,” Daniel says.

“I wish that there were.  I recall an F.B.I. agent who was so fed up with the investigation, and the red tape that kept him from arresting Vincent; the agent decided he would take matters into his own hands and force a confession out Vincent.  Long story short, the agent didn’t get within a mile of Vincent, and the agent nearly lost his job.  Vincent has his wallet in some very high places.”

Daniel ponders for a moment, finding it certainly insane that one man could be so untouchable.  If an F.B.I. agent couldn’t get close to Vincent Scott, what chance did Daniel really have?  But chance or no chance, Daniel had to try.

“Is there any place that you can think of that Vincent would be today?” Daniel asks.  “I can’t just let this road end here.”

“Do you realize how long it’s been since I have even pictured this man in my head?”

“Yes, I….”

“It’s everyday,” Erin says softly.  “I see him everyday in my dreams.  I see him every time I close my eyes – I see the man who took my wonderful husband from me.”

Daniel can see that Erin is becoming upset, but for his own selfish reasons, Daniel presses on for the answers.  

“I’m really sorry about what happened to Dr. Kiveman.  But he’s gone,” Daniel says.  “My son is still out there.  I need to find him, before something happens to him.  I need to find Vincent Scott.”

Erin is silent, and her face goes blank, “You’re son?”

Daniel is confused, “Yes.  My son.”

“Who are you?”  

Daniel sighs.  He right away realizes that Erin has slipped back into her quiet and lost state.  “I’m Daniel Donnely.”

“Who?” Erin questions again.

“Anne Donnely’s husband.  We were just speaking about…”

Isabelle places her hand on Daniel’s shoulder to silently ask him to stop.  Even though he wants to press for more, Daniel does stop.  He wishes there were a way he could open up Erin’s brain and just take the information that he knows that she has inside her skull.  

Daniel stands up and walks to the hallway outside the bedroom.  Moments later, after Isabelle has made Erin comfortable, she joins him.  As Isabelle shuts the door to the bedroom, Erin once again begins her steady rocking and staring at the old photos.

“Just what the hell was that?” Isabelle asks with a disturbed expression.

“I’m sorry,” Daniel says.  “I know that I didn’t honor our agreement, and I promise I didn’t mean to.  I just got caught up in the moment and…”

“No, not that.  This whole Nazi thing!”

Daniel is surprised at Isabelle’s sudden interest in his situation.  But of course he reasons, who wouldn’t be after such a moment as the one in the bedroom.  “I really don’t know what to tell you.  Everything that I’ve learned in just the last twenty-four hours is new to me too.  But I swear that I’m going to get to the bottom of it.”

“This is all legit right?  You’re not just pulling my leg or something?  You’re not gonna ask me for my credit card number or something like that?”

“What?  No.”

“I mean, this is serious stuff!” Isabelle says with a gasp.  “Your son is seriously with this Vincent Scott guy?”

“That’s the only thing that I really feel sure of at this point,” Daniel says.  “The nurse at Dr. Kiveman’s office told me that she was certain he has him.”

“C’mon,” Isabelle says as she leads Daniel to the upstairs hall.  

“Where are we going?” Daniel asks as he climbs the old creaky stairs of the home.

“I’m going to just be honest here,” Isabelle says.  “I’m not exactly the most honest home nurse.  I try to be, but it’s hard; I’m here all alone with Mrs. Kiveman for ten hours a day sometimes.  She’s not much for conversation as you can probably imagine.  I mean, she spoke more in the past five minutes than I’ve ever heard her speak in the past five years.  So when I get bored, I bide my time by snooping around.  I mean, I don’t steal anything; I just get a kick out of learning about older people’s lives.  It’s like reading a book, and trying to solve a mystery or something.”

“Why are you telling me this?” Daniel says.  He’s confused by Isabelle’s continuous babbling.

Daniel follows Isabelle into another bedroom in the upstairs part of the house.  All of the furniture in the room is covered over with white sheets.

“I’ve found some things in my snooping that I think might be able to help you.  This is where Mrs. Kiveman hoards her past life.”  

Isabelle opens the closet in the bedroom and drags out an old box that lay on the floor.  She flips the folds of the box top open and exposes stacks of newspapers.

“What is this?” Daniel asks.

“Newspaper articles, that Mrs. Kiveman must have clipped out over the years.  All of them have something to do with the guy you’re looking for, Vincent Scott.”

Daniel’s eyes widen, and he quickly realizes what Isabelle has given him.  He drops to the floor in front of the box and starts sifting through the papers.  One by one, Daniel begins to lay the newspapers in a row across the floor of the room.  

Isabelle watches as Daniel desperately searches through the papers.  “When I found these a while back, I just figured that they were clippings of a distant relative or something.  But I guess that Mrs. Kiveman was trying to just keep a really close eye on the guy who killed her husband.”

“You have no idea how much you’ve helped.”  Daniel says.  “Look at these.”

Daniel points to a photo on the front page of one newspaper, The New York Post.  It features Vincent Scott shaking hands with a finely dressed gentlemen in front of a large factory.  A woman watches from beside and claps in honor of the obvious agreement.

“I know,” Isabelle says.  “Looks like he’s some kind of rich important guy.”

“But look.  Read the subtitle.”  

Isabelle kneels down next to Daniel and reads the small words.  “The Hoboken Milling Factory had its grand opening today,” Isabelle looks at Daniel, “Hoboken, that’s like New Jersey, right?”

“Keep reading,” Daniel says.

“Pictured above left to right: Andrea Pellman – Hoboken Milling VP, Richard Thompson – Hoboken Milling CEO, Vincent Scott – local business philanthropist, and Adam Scott – Mr. Scott’s son,.” Isabelle pauses.  “Oh my goodness.”

Daniel, still with his eyes locked on the photo taps the page.  Just barely visible in the photo, as it must have been sized down during editing at the newspaper mill, is an adolescent Adam Scott.  He’s watching his supposed father close an important business deal.  

“That’s my son.”

CHAPTER 6

Seventeen year old, Adam Scott, sits in the far corner of Central Park along one of the concrete barricades that surrounds it.  Dusk is coming fast, and his curfew even faster.  He waits for the person he has come to meet.  They’re running late.  While he waits, all of Adam’s own worries and fears disappear.  They’re replaced with the worry of his friends well being and safety.  Adam has always been this way, easily putting himself to the side and caring for others.  It’s hard for him most of the time, but like the one he calls father, Adam doesn’t want to be like his dad.  Adam loves Vincent as a son should love his father, but Adam knows that Vincent’s hand reaches deeper into some wrong doings than he would like to admit.

“Knock knock,” a female voice from behind, along with a tap on his rear shoulder breaks Adam from his worry filled thoughts.

Adam turns around and sees the girl he had come to meet, Grace; a beautiful young runaway girl that Adam obviously has a crush on.  However, he’s too shy to express himself that way; especially with the kind of relationship that they already have.  Grace has been Adam’s best friend since the third grade.  He can’t imagine messing up that friendship by expressing his true feelings.  Therefore, he doesn’t take that bargain.  

“Where’ve you been?” Adam asks.

“Don’t freak out.  I went up town today, and I just missed my train on the way back.”

“I have to be back home in two hours,” Adam says.

“Two whole hours?” Grace says in a surprised tone.  “Vincent’s letting you stay out that late?”

“He’s at a meeting tonight.  He won’t get home till late,” Adam says. “You’re dad went too, I think.”

Grace rolls her eyes, “I don’t care.”

“You should call him,” Adam insists. “Or your mom.”

“Why?”

“C’mon Grace, they’re worried sick about you.  Everybody is.”

“No.  They’re just worried about what I’m going to tell people.”

“What’d you mean?” Adam asks.

“Nothing,” Grace shrugs the thought away, and then hops over the concrete barricade to Adam’s side.  “You wanna go get a pizza or something?  I’m starving.”

Adam is bothered by the fact that Grace never wants to talk about going home.  She’s never even given him a straight answer on why she ran away in the first place.  But again, Adam enjoys his friendship with Grace, and he won’t do anything to sacrifice it.  Adam knows he can be friends with her and wonder about her mystery.  After all, Adam has a mystery of his own that he hasn’t shared with anyone either.

“Let’s go,” Adam says.

The sidewalk outside Tony’s Pizza is lined with tables and chairs for outside dining.  Adam and Grace have easily accommodated a set, and have settled into there five cheese pizza.  Grace, as usual in her upbeat personality, is enjoying everything about the city.  Adam, on the other hand, can’t quit twisting the table cover with his hands in his lap.  He’s on edge for reasons that he’s not yet ready to reveal.

“So is Mr. Tidwell getting along with algebra now that I’m not there?” Grace asks with a joking smile.

“Yeah, sure,” Adam replies.  He tries his best not to show the grief that he’s carrying.  “He can barely make it through a class without your cheery outburst.”

Grace laughs at the idea, and there’s a quiet pause.  She realizes that there is something bothering Adam.

“So what’re you doing for money anyway?” Adam asks.

“I got a job.”

“Where?”

“Just cleaning stuff, you know.”

Adam nods, “You like it?”

“I don’t know,” Grace shrugs and smiles trying not to be aggravated by the game of twenty-one questions.  “It’s a job.  I have to do it so I can pay my rent, and buy food and stuff.  Don’t really have a choice, you know.”

“Yeah.  I guess.”

“You gonna get a job for the summer?”

“Why?”

“So you can have your own money and stuff,” Grace says.

“Dad gives me money from helping keep up the house.”

“An allowance?  Are you serious?” Grace jokes.  “What are you, ten?  You oughta ask him to give you a job at the big company he runs.”

“He said that he would when I was ready to take the reins and understand how his company worked,” Adam says.  “I don’t know how soon that will be though, or if I’ll even want the job.”

“How come?  You’re like in line to basically run the company, right?”

“Yeah, I don’t know,” Adam is hesitant.  “I mean, you know how he is.  Some of the stuff he does sounds kinda crooked.  There’s no way someone can do all the stuff he does, and be legit.”

“Yeah,” Grace says.   “You should pray for him or something.”

“What, like go to church?”

“Why not?  I do,” Grace says.

Adam immediately appears surprised.  “Since when?”

“Since I moved out.  Gotta have a little faith with how damaged I am right?” Grace says proudly.  “You don’t necessarily have to go to church. You can just pray for him.  You could pray for him right now.”

Adam mumbles under his breath, “Yeah, whatever.”

“C’mon, don’t be like that.  You could go to church with me sometime, if you want.”

“Yeah, I don’t know.  I’ll think about it.”

Adam turns away from Grace and lets his eyes wander around the street view.  Grace can tell that Adam wants to change the subject, but she needs to know why.

“What’s going on with you, Adam?”

“Nothing.”

 “Are you mad at me or something?”

Adam looks at Grace with a puzzled expression, “What?”

“I’m just trying to figure you out,” Graces says.  “The last few weeks we’ve met up, you’ve been like really down in the dumps or something.  All I can figure is that I’ve pissed you off or something.”

“No, not directly,” Adam says.  “It’s just really complicated, and I don’t exactly know what to tell you when it….”

“What’d you mean ‘not directly’?  I don’t understand.  What did I do?”

Adam looks at Grace as if she had asked a stupid question, “You ran away from home, Grace.”

“What!?” Grace is confused.  “You were totally fine with it when I first called you.”

“You’ve been gone for two months.  Dad says it’s driving your parents nuts.”

“Good,” Grace whispers.

“What’re you trying to accomplish?”

“Maybe I’m just trying to have a life of my own.  Is that so much to ask?” Grace says defensively.

“You’re sixteen years old.” Adam stresses.  “If a cop catches you, you won’t even get to go home.  They’ll put you in juvy or something.”

“You don’t know that for sure.”

“Are you kidding me?”

“Just like you don’t know a lot of things,” Grace says.

Adam is frustrated, “If I were you, I’d be happy that at least I have a mom and a dad.  You shouldn’t be taking that for granted.”

Grace is silent for a second, knowing that Adam is bringing up a tragedy in his past.

“Adam, my mom is not like your mom was,” Grace says.  

“Don’t give me that, you didn’t even know her,” Adam argues.

“Well neither did you.  But you’ve always said that you heard she was a great woman, and….”  Grace doesn’t know what to say.  “You still had one parent that took care of you pretty well.”

Adam stands up from the table in a frustrated form.  He pulls out his wallet, and drops a ten dollar bill onto the table.  “You know what Grace, you don’t know a lot of things either.”

“Adam, c’mon.”

Grace stands up, and tries to motion for Adam to stay, but he ignores her, and walks away.  She doesn’t understand what went wrong, but she assumes that Adam is having trouble at home.  She only hopes that it’s not the same kind of trouble that she once endured.

Almost an hour later, Adam steps off a bus at the entrance to the subdivision where he lives in Kings Point.  It’s quiet and mostly a rich neighborhood.  Near the main entrance, the first houses are much smaller, and have an older design.  But as one progresses to the back streets of the subdivision, which is also the larger part, the houses get larger and more profiled; the lot sizes however stay the same.  There’s a country club not far at all from the homes.  In fact, it’s a normal occurrence to see men driving a golf cart back to their homes only to have lunch, or grab and extra set of golf balls.  

Adam has loved growing up in Kings Point.  It’s always been safe and secure.  Vincent has made sure that Adam is well taken care of, and is offered everything that a young boy could ever want.  Adam had never asked to be spoiled this way, but it happened; and everyday he tries to grow out of it.  But even though he likes his lifestyle, lately he has felt more and more out of place living there.  When Adam looks at all the people that he normally associates with, they don’t seem the same to him anymore.  Adam has begun to believe that he belongs in a much lower class than the one that he is in.

Adam drops his skateboard on the ground in front of him and starts pushing himself up the street.  He sways back in forth across the street, taking full advantage of the absence of traffic.  After he passes the first street intersection, he kicks his board up into his hands and then takes a short cut through the grass.  He crosses through a small patch of trees.  It’s a path that he’s taken so many times, that the grass and saplings are refused the chance to grow on it.  Just outside the tree line, Adam crosses another street, and then enters his backyard.

Adam’s home is one of the larger homes in the subdivision.  It’s made from some of the most distinguished materials like brick and terra cotta tiles on the roof.  It’s also easily the most expensive home in the subdivision.

Adam enters the home through the back door and is instantly in the breakfast nook.  He gives his skateboard a kick, and it rolls across the floor till it stops directly underneath the kitchen table.  Adam beelines to the answering machine.  He presses the play button.

“Hey son, it’s dad,” the sound of Vincent’s voice spills from the machine in a chipper tone.  “I’m going to be a little bit later than I thought tonight.  There’s some paper work that we’re filling out and – well, it’s boring stuff.”

Adam rolls his eyes.

“So anyway, I probably won’t make it home till about ten or so.  You can order a pizza if you like.  You know where the emergency credit card is.  See you soon.”

Adam looks at the wall clock hanging above the answering machine; it’s nine o’clock.  He knows that he doesn’t have much time.  But it’s better than none when it comes to investigating his own little mystery.  It’s a mystery that scares him to his bones.

Adam rushes into his dad’s bedroom and pulls open the closet door.  Carefully hidden inside behind a few suitcases, which are conveniently never used, Adam drags out a fire safe.  He presses in the code on the digital keypad lock, and immediately the door is released.  It had taken Adam more than a month to find out what the combination to the box was.  It took a combination of sneaking around when he was thought to be asleep, and some judging the softness of the worn buttons.  Adam felt quite proud of his detective skills.  He had hoped that he would find stacks of cash inside the safe.  He figured he could slip a few hundreds from the stack without his dad becoming any bit wise to it.  It seemed to be a full proof plan if he could get the door unlocked.  However, he never expected to find what he did inside the box.  There was no cash; only a dark secret that his father was keeping from him.

With the box now open, Adam reaches in and pulls out a black notebook.  It’s been a week since the last time he was able to sneak into the safe.  Adam flips through the notebook, and finds the place where he had last left off.  He remembers the wording perfectly:  ‘and we will call him Adam, because he is the first male who is born through our hands’.  When Adam read this for the first time, he didn’t believe it.  He hoped that perhaps his father was writing a strange novel or something, but he knew that was so unlike the father he knew.  Besides, the sequence of events in earlier readings from the notebook convinced him that they were written about true events.  Adam had to re-read the last several pages.  He went over them four, maybe five times before the answers became apparent to him.  And once it was, Adam’s only reaction was to vomit, and cry, and hide.  

Adam knows about the experiments.  He knows about the Nazi connection, and his so-called grandfather’s traitorous past.  He knows about his so-called father’s discovery in the basement in Germany.  Adam knows that he is not his father’s son at all, but only the first of a genetic construct that is made completely from raw material. 

After the discovery, Adam didn’t go to school for three days.  With the terrible emotions that stormed through his body, it was easy for him to fake flu symptoms.  Vincent was suspicious of what was going on with Adam.  Vincent even asked about what might be bothering him.  But because Adam was the shy and non-confrontational type, he decided not to say anything to his father.  Adam was even afraid to ask any questions.  Perhaps he was afraid of learning more; afraid of confirming the information in the papers.  Adam wanted to cling onto what little feeling of normality he had left.  

After the few days to let the revelation sink in, Adam felt that he had finished that stage of the depression.  He decided to go on with his life like nothing had happened.  But each time he walked past his father’s bedroom door, it all came back.  That door served as a constant reminder that more information about his secret past, simply lay inside a fire safe in the closet.  Adam would wait for his father to take a jog, or go to a meeting.  Then he would once again open the safe and learn another little piece of his becoming.

Each time he read from the notebook, it startled him more than he had realized it might.  He would do his best to hide the fact that something was bothering him, but he couldn’t mask it as well as he thought.  The new found information had changed him in ways that only those around him could truly see.

‘Grace was right,’ Adam thinks; he has been acting different the last few weeks.  But he can’t help it.  In his mind Adam feels like he’s handling the revelation pretty well.  He wonders if it’s because of the way that his body is programmed.  He recalls reading that Vincent was capable of manipulating so many things about him; his gender, his skin color.  They could even manipulate his personality.  It was an unreal thought that there were absolutely no surprises when he was actually born.  When he was born from a surrogate mother, no one stood there in awe and said ‘congratulations, it’s a boy!’  No.  Everyone in the delivery room looked at Adam’s newborn body and said, ‘Yep, that’s exactly what we thought he’d look like.’  

Adam’s thoughts go back to Grace.  He wonders how upset she might be.  Perhaps he should not have given her so much mouth over her relationship with her parents.  He somehow wanted to tell her everything.  He wanted to tell her that the things that even he once took for granted could so easily be taken away from her.  Or in his case, cease to even exist.  But how could he tell her?  Would she even believe him?  The entire situation is too surreal.  At times, Adam can hardly bring himself to believe it.

Adam is sad, more than he had been before he met with Grace that day, and he knows why.  It was the talk about God, and prayer.  He wonders about his connection to God, if there is any at all.  If Adam were to pray to God, would He even listen being that he is not one of God’s creations?  These were the things that had been constantly storming through Adam’s mind for the whole bus trip home.  He even begins to question the existence of his soul.  Adam didn’t know much about God, he had only attended a few Bible studies while he stayed the night with a friend back in grade school, but he felt that he did understand the basics.  And the basics were that you needed to have a pure soul to be able to walk through the pearly gates in heaven.  Adam recalls that before he knew the contents of the safe, he wasn’t too sure about the purity of his soul, nor very concerned about it.  But now, he wasn’t very sure that his soul even existed.  Adam could picture himself walking up to those pearly gates.  The angelic man at the gate searches through his list frantically and realizes that Adam’s name is not there; not on the good list or the bad.  

A pair of headlights beam through the bedroom window; Vincent is home.  Adam quickly shoves all of the papers back into the safe and slams it shut.  He knows that it was sloppy, but doesn’t bother worrying about that.  Instead he worries what Vincent would do if he caught Adam sneaking through his things.  Adam pushes the safe back into the back of the closet.  Then as sloppy as he shoved the papers, he carelessly stacks the luggage back in front. 

Adam rushes out of the room and down the hall where he enters his own bedroom.  He leaps from the doorway, and lands belly first onto his bed.  Adam grabs a set of headphones that are hanging over his headboard and straps them over his head.  He turns the music on and then turns it up.  He then grabs a magazine that features classic cars and half dressed women off his night stand, and pretends to be flipping through it.  

Over the blaring music, Adam hears the muted sound of the front door open and close.  He knows that Vincent is in the house.

 “Adam, son, I’m home!” Vincent’s shout can be heard all through the house, but Adam only hears a small echo.

Not even a minute passes, and Vincent’s shadow casts into Adam’s room from the doorway.

“Son?”

Adam flips over, and drops the magazine on the floor. “Dad, I didn’t even here you come in,” Adam says as he pulls the headphones off his head.

Vincent smiles, and then walks over to the opposite side of Adam’s bed.  Vincent looks down and sees the magazine on the floor.  He picks it up.

“It’s just a car magazine, dad,” Adam says.

“A car magazine with a lot of very pretty women.”

“Really?  I don’t think I noticed.”

Vincent smiles and then sits down on the edge of Adam’s bed.  “C’mon son, it’s completely natural for a young man your age to be interested in looking at this sort of thing.”

Adam rolls his eyes, “I’ve been that age for a couple years now.”

“So do you have any questions or anything?”

Adam rolls his eyes.

 “Okay, okay,” Vincent smiles.  “So what did you do after school today?”

“Nothing much,” Adam lies. “Just came home and loafed around really.”

“That so?”

“Yeah, why?”’

“Mrs. Hoth, across the street, said that she didn’t see you come down the street around your normal time,” Vincent says.

“She must have missed me or something.”

“Adam, we both know that crazy old bat doesn’t do anything but sit on her front porch and pry into everyone else’s business.  Why else would she have called me?”  Vincent says.  “If you were here at that time, she would have seen you.”

Adam is noticeably upset, realizing that he’s busted for being out when he wasn’t supposed to be.  He thinks about Mrs. Hoth, and she’s exactly as Vincent had described her.  She’s a bossy old lady who lives alone and is probably close to ninety years old.  The highlight of her day is to nose into someone’s personal life and watch the aftermath.  As Adam ponders it, he realizes that Mrs. Hoth could be watching from her front room with binoculars that very second.

“So I didn’t come straight home, big deal,” Adam says.

“Where were you?”

Adam is silent.

“Adam, where were you?”

“I went into the city with Nathan.  It’s no big deal,” Adam finally answers.  “We just rode around for a few hours and people watched.”

“Just rode around?”

“Yeah.”

“Adam, I’ve told you before that I don’t like you hanging around with this Nathan character.”

“You just don’t like him because he smokes,” Adam blurts out defensively

“I don’t like him because he’s going to get you to smoke, or do damage to you for being around him while he smokes.”

“I don’t smoke.”

“Oh yeah?” Vincent says in a sarcastic tone.  “What about at your birthday party?”

“That was one time.”

“I tried to give you and your friends some space; but I come into the backyard, and there you are huddled in a circle with four or five other people smoking a joint,” Vincent says in an irritated tone.

“Dad, I told you, we were just trying it out.  I haven’t done it since, and I won’t do it again.”

“You’re damn right you won’t.”

“And I’m not going to pick up smoking cigarettes from riding around with Nathan.”

“What about the second hand smoke?  You’re constantly exposed to it while you’re riding in his car.”

Adam rolls his eyes again and then lays back on his bed, trying to ignore his father.  “Whatever.”

Vincent stands up and looks down at Adam.  He tries to choose his words carefully when speaking to Adam.  Even though Vincent does look at Adam as a son, he also sees him as a possession; a very expensive possession.  Vincent will take no risk to loose his investment or reveal his true intentions.  He hides it well behind the guise of being an over protective parent.  It’s a clever cover up in his eyes; and Vincent loves it when he’s clever.

“Adam, you are something important to me, and you’re very special,” Vincent says.  “And someday soon, you’re going to realize just how special you really are.”

Adam’s attention peaks for the moment, wondering if Vincent’s words have anything to do with his recent findings.

“But for now, you need to follow my directions.  Just do as I ask.  I don’t know what I’d do if something was to happen to you.  After loosing your mother – that was enough.”

Adam sighs and pulls a pillow over his face.  He hates it when Vincent brings up his mother.  He only does it to lay out a thick layer of guilt, and it always works.

“Alright, fine,” Adam finally gives in.  “I’m sorry I went to the city today.  It won’t happen again.”

“Good.  I’m sure you’ll think of Mrs. Hoth next time you try something like that again, huh?” Vincent smiles.

Adam remains silent.

“I’m bringing home some dinner guests tomorrow from work,” Vincent explains.  “Rosanna is going to come over and make a dinner.  I’m really counting on you to be there, and be on your best behavior.”

Adam sits up in his bed, “Can I have a friend over for dinner too?”

“Not this time,” Vincent says.  “These guys are very important clients.  I want to make sure everything goes perfect for them.”

“I’ll just eat at Bobby’s then.  I don’t want to sit and listen to you guys talk business and stuff.”

“No.” Vincent says sternly.  “I want you there.  It’s about time you start learning the ins and outs of what my company does.”

Adam says nothing, wondering again about his so-called father’s business.  He doesn’t really know what Vincent truly does.  He’d been told that Vincent deals in buying and selling properties and businesses, but nothing that Adam has seen his father do insists such deals.  Adam is truly curious, and decides he won’t throw a fuss about the dinner.  

“Five o’clock,” Vincent says.

“Alright.”

“I’m heading to bed,” Vincent says as he heads toward the door.  “My brain has been racked to its end today in that damn meeting.”

“Okay.”

“See you in the morning.”

“Good night.”

Vincent leaves the room and then heads down the hall to his own bedroom.  Adam sits on his bed and watches the hallway light flick off.  When he hears his father’s bedroom door close for the night, Adam lays back onto his bed and worries.  But Adam isn’t worrying about his father, or the secrets that are burdening him.  Adam can’t stop worrying about Grace.  He hopes that she is safe.  And he hopes that she can rest well for the night.
CHAPTER 7

The following night, Adam is sitting at one end of the dinner table in their home.  Vincent sits at the other end.  Five other men, all members of the Nazi party, fill the chairs along both sides of the table.  They have been introduced to Adam as Vincent’s business acquaintances.  Each of the men is dressed in a fine business suit, and appears the part that they have arrived to play; the game is ‘Don’t let Adam know what’s really going on.’  From Adam’s perspective, the whole meeting appears to be an honest to goodness business transaction.  Adam only assumes that Vincent is adding the personal measures of inviting them to his home to sweeten some sort of business deal.

 Even so, Adam doesn’t understand the reasoning for him being there at all.  He feels more that he’d be in the way more than anything.  Plus, the timing of the dinner collides too closely with the time that he was intending to meet up with Grace.  Adam really wants to see her tonight more than usual.  He worries that she may be upset with him for the way he acted the day before.  He needs to clear that up.  But because his father can’t know about Grace, and much less his meeting her, he’s stuck in one of the most boring dinner meetings that he could ever imagine.  

Adam looks around the table at the five men joining his father and him at the table.  They had all been introduced to him as they entered the home just a little more than twenty minutes ago.  The first, sitting closest to Adam on his right, was Mr. Andrews.  Mr. Andrews had the appearance of a not so friendly man.  He was tall, with dark hair; Adam assumes it is colored as the man’s face looks as if he’s more than half way through his sixties.  But his most unfriendly feature was his mustache; it was very thick and dark.  Corresponding with Mr. Andrews’s dark brown eyes, the man has a commanding appearance.

On Adam’s left was Mr. Lawton who was short and stocky with gray hair.  Built more like a bulldog, Mr. Lawton also didn’t have the appearance of a kind man, but he did smile a lot.

Further down the table is Mr. Josen and Mr. Pitman.  To Adam, both these men were astonishingly similar.  They were both bald, but by choice.  The vague appearance of a hairline gave away the fact that they shave their head every other day.  From the looks of it, tomorrow they will probably shave again.

Across the table from Mr. Josen and Mr. Pitman, also the one sitting closest to Vincent, is the man known as Red.  Red was introduced to Adam as Mr. Red, Adam thought that it was a cool name and smiled at the thought.  Red egged the thought on a bit, as though to toy with Adam, and therefore Red became the one of the five that Adam is most comfortable to speak to; but that’s still not saying much for Adam’s will to want to be there.

Adam looks down at his plate.  Rosanna has gone all out with the diner service.  Tenderloin steak, asparagus, potatoes and more, all dressed up on the plate as if it were to be served to a king.  Everything on the plate are things that Adam enjoys eating, but his mind isn’t set there.  Adam can only keep spinning the wheels in his mind trying to find a good reason to leave the table.  The task was hard.  It had to be something that would also excuse Adam from the house for at least four hours.  No idea comes to mind.

“So gentlemen, you’ve seen the finished product,” Vincent says, “What say you?”

Red finishes swallowing the food in his mouth, and then lays down his fork beside his plate.  “I believe that I speak for all of us when I say that we do have an interest in what you’re doing.”

“Very good,” Vincent replies.

“However…”

“Oh my,” Vincent smiles as he leans back on only two feet of his chair.  “Here we go with the bargaining.”

Red huffs, and then continues, “You seriously didn’t believe that you were going to waltz into our establishment and name your price and we’d pay it.”

“Actually, that’s exactly what I planned on doing, Mr. Red.”

“You’re a businessman Mr. Scott,” Mr. Andrews says.  “Surely you understand the concept of making a sale with such high numbers?  It would be foolish of us to pay the full price for any product.”

“Adam,” Vincent says.

Adam looks up from his diner plate.

“Pay attention son.  You’re about to see you’re old man at work,” Vincent says.  He then looks back to Mr. Andrews.  “Mr. Andrews, I disagree.  I believe that it would be foolish of me to not sell for exactly what I want and not a penny less.  You see, I understand your way of thinking, but I’m not trying to sell mops, or computers, or Volvos.  I’m selling something that you will not be able to get anywhere else.  I’m selling originality on a scale of which no one can match.”

The table is silent for a few moments, and Adam watches every second of it.  The five guests look across at one another.

Red takes a deep breath and sternly looks at Vincent, “And what if we decide that we’re not interested?”

Vincent smiles at the thought, “I wouldn’t believe you for a second.  The historical value of this project alone is sure to be priceless to you; regardless of whether or not it works.”

Again the table is silent for several moments, until Adam breaks the silence.

“Dad?”

“Yes, son?”

“What is it exactly that you’re selling?” Adam asks.

Simultaneously, the five men turn their heads and look at Vincent.  Their actions are a dead giveaway to even a fool that something is going on in the room that is trying to be hid.

“Aha,” Vincent laughs subtly.  “Technology, son.  Just technology.”

Immediately, Adam is keyed into the meeting.  Just the single word of technology, not to mention Vincent’s unspecific way of describing it, triggers Adam’s mind to the old papers that he found in the safe.  Suddenly all the pieces of the puzzle seem to pull together in Adam’s mind; the reason Vincent insisted Adam to be at the diner, and the secrecy of the way they men have been talking all night.  It all added up in Adam’s mind that the meeting was about the technology that created him.

“Isn’t he great men?” Vincent gloats to the five.  “I raised him well, wouldn’t you say?”

The five men smile and nod.

Vincent’s gloating tone awakens an anger from deep within Adam.  Again his mind flashes back to the old papers and how they explained that one subject could be made exactly as willed; appearance and personality.  The thought could not go untouched by Adam.  He had to know more; he had to confirm his suspicions.

“What kind of technology?” Adam asks.

Again the five men look to Vincent for the explanation.  This time, Vincent is not as quick with an answer.  

“Well son, its project plans to create a more productive organization,” Vincent nods.

“How?” Adam asks.

“How what?” 

“How does it work?”

Vincent is quiet for a moment.  He hadn’t expected Adam to ask so many questions about the project.  Adam’s presence has been necessary to convince the five men of the projects capabilities.  But now Vincent worries that it will hurt the deal more than it will sell it.  

“Why the sudden interest?” Vincent asks.

Adam doesn’t know what to answer to his father’s question.  He knows what he wants to say, but feels like he can not; like it would be wrong.  He wonders if some sort of hypnotic suggestion were placed inside his mind from his creation.  Adam quickly throws that idea to the side.  Just as soon as he does, he wonders also if he is being suggested to do so.  The complex inside Adam’s mind rages on for several seconds before his father speaks again.

“Adam?  I asked you a question.”

Adam looks up at Vincent, “I don’t know.”

“You don’t know?” Vincent asks in a mocking tone.

“Just kind of bored, ya know?” Adam says.  “I’m sitting here, and I have no idea what you guys are talking about.  And feel like you don’t want me to know.  Just don’t know what the point of me being here really is.”

“I see,” Vincent’s disappointment can be clearly heard in his voice.  Vincent looks to the men around the table and smiles.  “Please, you must excuse my son gentlemen.  He had expressed to me last night he had other plans for tonight.  As you can surely understand, he is disappointed in being here.”

Adam lowers his head and spins his fork on his plate.  Suddenly put on the spot, Adam doesn’t look at any of the men.

Red looks at Adam with long sympathetic glare.  “Mr. Scott, I don’t believe that any of us would be offended if young Mr. Scott is excused from the table.”

Vincent looks at Red with a gleaming aggravation.  Red had definitely over stepped his bounds in Vincent’s home.  Vincent tries to hide his aggravation from the rest of the table and channel it all toward Red, but his expression can hardly go unnoticed.

“Of course, if you wish for him to stay, so be it,” Red adds, realizing Vincent’s displeasure with the comment.  But then a sudden childish behavior that Red can not control overcomes him, “After all, you are his father.  And we, as a party, will not look at you any differently if you force him to stay.”  Red casually takes another bite of his steak feeling quite pleased with his jab at Vincent.
Vincent grinds his teeth for only a second before he realizes that Red is only trying to agitate him.  Vincent quickly relaxes and puts on a small smile.  

“Very well, Mr. Red,” Vincent looks to the opposite end of the table where Adam is sitting.  “Adam, if you wish, you may be excused.”

Adam looks up at everyone sitting at the table, but mostly his father.  Adam knows that no matter how much Vincent appears to be easily holding his composure, he is truly upset.  If Adam were to leave the table, it would not be in his best interest.  Adam slumps down in his chair, accepting the idea that he will have to gruel out the rest of the dinner service in order to please his father.  But before Adam can confirm anything to his father, once again he can’t help but wonder if he’s being lead like a puppet by some implanted suggestions.  The idea seems impossible, but so do most things that he’s learned the past few weeks.  With that in mind, Adam takes a deep breath, and this time Adam decides he will go against the grain.

“I… I would like to be excused,” Adam says softly.

Vincent’s smile slowly fades away from his face.  He knows that under normal circumstances, Adam would not ask to be excused.  Adam is usually obedient to Vincent; especially when Vincent expresses that a certain behavior is expected from Adam.  Vincent thinks for a second.  He has noticed for some time that something about Adam’s mood and temperament has changed.  Vincent has his suspicions about what is going on, but he needs to know for sure.

“Are you sure?” Vincent asks in a suggestive tone.

Adam nods.

“What is it that you are planning to do tonight?”

Adam shrugs even though he knows exactly where he’s going.  “Don’t know.  I’m not hungry, and I just feel like moving, I guess.”

Vincent sighs, and appears politely bothered to the guests.  He then smiles at Adam, “Okay.  Be back by eleven?”

“Yeah,” Adam says with just as fake a smile as Vincent’s.  Adam knows that Vincent is upset, but he can’t show it in front of his important guests.  

Adam very calmly gets up from his chair and leaves the room.  The second that he is out of his father’s sight, Adam speeds his walking and rushes to his bedroom.  He quickly stuffs his backpack with a few things; his Mp3 player, his wallet, and a few magazines.  As soon as he’s packed up, Adam rushes back downstairs.  

Adam has reached the front foyer of the home, and he finds Vincent standing at the front door.  Adam stops in his tracks, startled by the angry expression on his father’s face.

“You seriously don’t think that you’re going to get away with what you just pulled in there, do you?” Vincent says.

“I…”

“Don’t,” Vincent interrupts sternly holding up his index finger in front of Adam’s face.  “I don’t even want to hear it.  I simply asked that you attend this meeting and give me a good showing, and instead you embarrass me.”

“Dad, I didn’t mean to.  I just wanted to….”

“Wanted to what?  What could be so important that you can’t think about your destined future?”

“Destined future?  What destined future?” Adam asks with a sarcastic tone.  “I tried to sit in on your meeting, but I didn’t understand a single word you guys were talking about.  The second I ask a question, you act like its something top secret that I can’t be trusted with.”

Vincent looks at Adam with a long hard stare.  “That’s not why you wanted to leave the meeting though is it?  Is it?”

“So what if it’s not?”

“You don’t want to tell me that reason?”

“You wouldn’t understand it.”

“Perhaps you wouldn’t understand my secrets either.”

Adam rolls his eyes at his father, “Can I go now?”

“What kind of secrets are you hiding from me, Adam?” 

Vincent steps a little closer to Adam.  He stares deeply at Adam trying to intimidate him, but Adam doesn’t let it bother him.  Adam only stares right back at Vincent.  Vincent even senses a touch of anger in Adam’s stare, which goes on for several seconds.  Finally Adam breaks the silence.

“I’m not hiding any more secrets than the ones that you’re hiding from me,” Adam says.

With that, Adam walks around and past his father.  Adam opens the front door, and walks out, not even taking a second look back.  

Vincent stands still in the foyer; he hasn’t even blinked since Adam walked away from him.  So many things are tracking though his mind at the moment.  Finally, he heads back to his guests in the dining room.

Vincent enters the dining room and smiles at the men around the table.  The men look back at him for some sort of explanation.

“Is everything alright, Mr. Scott?” Red asks.  

“Yes,” Vincent says. 

“You appear bothered.  Are you sure?” Red asks again.

“I’m just surprised really,” Vincent says.

“Why?”

“A suspicion of mine has just been revealed as truth to me,” Vincent says.  “Wasn’t expecting the reaction that I got.  It’s really quite encouraging to the project.”

“What suspicion?”

“I’ve known for a week or so that someone has been snooping around my private files.  I had assumed it was Adam, but wasn’t sure if he’d actually been reading them,” Vincent says.  “But now I know that he knows who he is, and he knows where he came from.”

The men around the table look at each other with confused expressions, wondering about how this affects the project.  Red doesn’t take his eyes off of Vincent, curious as much as the others.  

“I don’t see how this encourages the project.” Red says.  “A seventeen year old boy now knows what’s going on.  Much more, he knows that he is a product of the project.  A genetic construct by human hands or not, he has raging hormones, and at that age he will not be able keep a secret like this.”

“Were you not a young man at one time, Red?” Vincent interrupts him.

“What kind of a question is that?”

“Did you ever hide anything from your parents or teachers that you didn’t want them to know?  Ever get away with something that no one knows about?  Teenagers are the best at keeping secrets when the secret pertains to them,” Vincent says.  “I hid the fact that I was smoking from my father till I was twenty years old.  When he finally found out, he even told me that he had no idea.  Said I was good at keeping secrets.”

Red sits back in his chair and gives Vincent an unconfident stare, “This isn’t anything like smoking cigarettes.  It’s not something that when found out about will only be a slap on the wrist, or you forcing him to smoke a whole pack in front of you one after another.”

“Adam will not tell.”

“How can you be so sure?”

“Because he’s ashamed of it,” Vincent says.  “He doesn’t want anyone to know.”

Red rests his thoughts for only a moment, and decides to let the subject go.  

“I think that it’s time we see how you do this, Mr. Scott,” Red says.  “You had said that a tour of your lab would be included.  I think that before we go any further talking about money, we should confirm that Adam is in fact what you say he is.”

“I’m so happy that you brought it up,” Vincent says.  “In fact, this would be the perfect time to see the lab.”
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