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1 Erin Rebecca Harrison’s Story
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It was almost time, and Erin was nervous of the big day. She had been worried for the last few weeks about the delivery. She never did this before and was terrified she wouldn’t be a good mother. Her husband, Dwaine, reassured her she would be, but it didn’t curve the nerves.

A couple days before she was due, Erin began to feel better. She became anxious knowing she’d be able to show her how to control the gift she’d be passing down to her daughter. It had been passed down to her upon her own birth and took some time to learn how to control it. In the wrong hands, it would be considered a dangerous thing—a curse to mankind. Long before her birth, her mother had made a pact with the devil himself or so the story was told. She didn’t know how true the stories were. All she knew was that destruction filled her veins and she could kill anyone she wanted to just by being near them. She accepted her gift and never used it. She tried to be a good woman, attended church, made weekly visits to the PDA, and prayed for salvation every night. Being who she was couldn’t be stopped so she just chose to accept it and move on with her life.

***
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On August 22, 1970, Erin went into labor. The pains were excruciating. She thought she was going to pass out from them. “Dwaine, something’s wrong,” she kept saying.

“Nonsense. Women have babies all the time. You’re going to go in there, push that baby out, and everything’s going to be all right.”

They rushed to the hospital, none the less. When they arrived, she was put in a wheel chair and taken back to a labor room where the doctor prepared everything for a natural birth. It was their plan. He had been with her during the entire pregnancy, and gotten to know her rather well.

The contractions were very strong. Erin was fully dilated and effaced. She was trying not to push as she was lifted onto the bed. She kept repeated the words—something is wrong. As soon as her feet were placed into the stirrups, she began pushing. It was fast. Just a few pushes, a little girl was born. The time was 11 in the morning.

The doctors cleaned up the baby, cut the cord, and placed the baby on her chest. Erin looked down at her little baby and smiled. As she began to tell her that she loved her baby, Erin’s body went limp.

––––––––
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2 Dwaine Harrison’s Story
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Dwaine held onto his wife’s hand as she pushed her baby out of her. The delivery was rather fast, he was amazed by it. Seeing his little girl being born was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen. It didn’t bother him that there was so much blood. He saw a beautiful healthy little girl, something he’d always wanted, and he was proud. 

He watched the nurses fuss over her, cleaning the blood off and making her cry. Hearing the cry brought tears to his eyes. She was his little girl—his baby girl and he vowed to protect her forever at that moment. 

One of the nurses wrapped a blanket around the baby and placed her on Erin’s chest. She began to say something, Dwaine wasn’t sure, and then she was still. The nurse grabbed the baby and they rushed to Erin’s side. Dwaine wasn’t sure what was going on—it was happening all too quickly.

“Sir, you’re going to have to leave the room.” The nurse put her hand on his shoulder and escorted him out of the room. She held the baby in her arms as they left the birthing room.

“What’s happening to my wife?”

No answer.

“Please, tell me what’s happening to her?”

“Your wife is unresponsive, sir. You’re going to have to wait here,” the nurse said. She handed the baby to another woman who took her away and the nurse rushed back into the room. 

Dwaine stood there unable to register what was going on and watched through the window on the door. She was unresponsive. That was all he was told. As the tears gushed from his eyes, he prayed. “Oh, God, please don’t take my baby from me. She’s my world. Please, don’t take her. Take me instead. Please.”

As the time slipped away from him, he kept his eyes on the room. Finally, the doctor walked out. He had a very serious look on his face as he walked through the door. Dwaine knew what the look meant and he fell to the floor. 

“No, God. Please, no.”

“I’m so sorry, Dwaine. We tried what we could. I don’t know what happened. She’s gone,” the doctor told him. “If you need some time, I’ll let you say your good-bye.” He opened the door and allowed Dwaine to enter the birthing room. He waved his hand to show the nurses to leave him alone. 

Dwaine approached his wife, lying still on her bed. He picked up her lifeless hand and kissed it. “Why did you have to leave me? Why couldn’t I take your place?” He wanted her to sit up and answer back—something. He couldn’t believe she was gone. How was he going to raise their child alone?

***

[image: ]


He stood by her side for an hour or so, he wasn’t sure exactly how long it had been. One of the nurses entered the room. “I’m sorry, Dwaine, but we need to take her now. You should go see your daughter,” she told him. 

He nodded his head. He kissed her forehead and walked away. He wanted to stay with her but he was a father now and needed to go to his daughter. Life without Erin was not going to be easy.

He walked to the window and looked into the nursery. He found the sign labeled Harrison, and watched his little girl sleep. The attending nurse saw him and waved him in.

“Would you like to hold your baby, Dwaine?”

“I don’t know if I should, Nancy. I don’t want to drop her.”

“How long have I known you?”

“I don’t know, since high school.”

“All right. When was the last time you dropped a girl?”

“Yeah, but this is any girl—this is my girl. I’m terrified. Look at my hands, they’re still shaking.”

“I know. I am so sorry about Erin. Do you need to speak to someone? We have councilors here who could offer their time to help you right now.”

“No, that’s all right. I don’t need to talk to anyone. Can you just stay here with me?”

She looked around the room. The other babies—all five of them—were fast asleep. “Doesn’t look like I’m needed anywhere, sure I’ll stay. Here you go. Put one hand under her head like this.” She showed him how to hold his daughter and put her in his arms.

It felt natural to hold her in his arms. He couldn’t believe how scared he was. He looked into her eyes and promised her everything. Anything she wanted would be hers. Nancy laughed. “What’s so funny?”

“Oh, nothing. You just look like you’re home,” she said as she smiled. She looked at him like she had once when they were younger.

“Don’t look at me that way, you had your chance a long time ago.”

“What, I can’t look at you? Anyway, Erin was always your girl. I could never get in the way of that.” She stopped. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that.”

“I’ll be okay, Nancy. Really,” he lied. Inside he was breaking down. Men were not supposed to act like this so he built up a wall so show his real feelings. His father would have been upset with him if he had seen him cry. People die all the time, they don’t deserve our tears was something he would have told him. The baby began to cry so Nancy took her from Dwaine’s arms. “Wait, can you show me how to feed her?”

She looked down at the baby and nodded her head. “Here, you go. I’ll get the bottle. Just rock her gently and talk to her using a soothing voice. I’ll be right back.” She handed the baby back to Dwaine. He did as he was told and waited for her to return with a bottle. 

He sat down in a rocking chair on the side of the room, reserved for the mothers. Nancy handed him the bottle and told him what to do and how to do it. 

“So what’s her name?”

“Well, Erin wanted to give her the names of our mothers so she’s going to be called Diana Rose.”

“Oh, that’s so beautiful. I think your mother would have been proud.”

“Me too. Hey, thank you so much, Nancy.”

“No problem. It is my job, you know.” She laughed.

***
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The funeral was set a few days later. There was an autopsy done since Erin was healthy at the time of her death. Dwaine wasn’t expecting a visit from the FBI agency so when they arrived, he was shaken up. “I just buried my wife and you want to ask me questions?”

“I do apologize, Mr. Harrison but this is procedure. We’re not accusing you of anything, we just want to understand what happened,” the man said.

“I don’t even know what happened. One minute, she was delivering Diana and then next—she was gone. No warnings or anything. As soon as you know, you need to tell me.”

“I understand. We do send our condolences to you and your family. I’m sorry to have bothered you.”

They shook hands and the man walked away.

A few months later, Dwaine began to feel more and more depressed about losing his wife. Diana was always fussy and he didn’t know what he was doing. Every time he looked at her, he was reminded of Erin and he couldn’t do it anymore. He placed Diana in her crib and put a pistol in his mouth.

––––––––
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3 Agent John Michaels’ Story
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“Agent Michaels, the Director will see you now,” the receptionist said. John put his magazine back on the table and stood up.

“Thank you.” He approached the double-doors and opened the one of the left.

“Yes, Agent Michaels. Close the door, will you?”

John closed the door and sat down in front of the desk. He waited for the Director to get off the phone.

“Thank you, for coming in. I have an assignment for you. Here’s the file,” the Director said after he hung up the phone. He handed a vanilla envelope to John. He opened it and read over the files.

“Sir, this is a natural death. Why am I investigating?”

“Read the entire file, Agent. Something isn’t right about this death. The woman was healthy according to the doctor. No history of heart disease. No history of anything. I want you to head to the hospital and talk to the coroner. Talk to the doctor and the husband. Find out what happened to this woman and report back to me.”

John looked everything over. He closed the file. “Yes, sir.” They shook hands and John left the office, closing the door behind him. Airplane tickets were purchased ahead of time so John picked up the round tickets from the receptionist and headed home to pack for a few days. He called the sitter and made arrangements to her to pick up Jack, his only son, from school. He wrote a quick note for Jack and promised he could have pizza, and left enough money to cover enough food for a few days. He headed for the airport. He arrived at the airport early so he looked over the files again. 

The woman was healthy. Her organs, except one, looked normal and had normal weight for her age. The heart was burnt but she didn’t smoke. He looked at the picture of the heart and immediately turned away. He had a strong stomach but even for him, he couldn’t stomach it. He heard the announcement for his plane so he gathered up his things and headed to the gates. It would be two hours on the plane, then another hour in a car to get to the small town of Silvercolm. It was a small town out in the middle of nowhere. He’d been to small towns before but really didn’t care for them. His intentions were to get there, get his information, and get out.

John arrived in town sooner than expected. The traffic wasn’t as bad as he originally thought. He walked over to the hospital and spoke to the coroner. 

“I was wondering when someone would get here. I kept the organs if you’d like to see them.”

“I’m not a medical professional so I wouldn’t know what I’d be looking at,” John told him remembering what he had seen in the picture. He did not want to see that again. “What can you tell me about the heart?”

“Well, it was much lighter than it should have been. The average weight of a woman’s heart is about 284 grams, give or take. Mrs. Harrison’s heart was about 200 grams and it was charred like it had been thrown into a fire and left to burn. I’d never seen anything like this in my 40 years on the job,” the coroner said.

“Was there anything else in your findings that you didn’t report?” John pulled out his notebook to record any information.

“She died during child birth. I know it’s possible to die giving birth but the evidence just doesn’t add up.”

“I agree. I’m going to give you an address. I want you to send everything you have to our labs. If there is anything, they’ll find it.” He wrote the address down, tore off the paper, and handed it to the coroner. They shook hands and he left the hospital.

John asked around and found out the woman’s funeral was going on so he got directions and he drove over to the cemetery to speak to the husband. He would have a couple more stops after that and he was heading back home. He wanted to get this over with so the man could move on with his life and he could too.

He saw the group of people standing over the hole in the ground. They were lowering the body into the hole so John decided to wait until it was over. No need to interrupt. He wasn’t that crude. He saw a man walking away from the crowd. He looked like the photo of the man he was looking for so he approached him. “Excuse me, sir, are you Dwaine Harrison?”

He stopped and looked at him. “Yes, I am. What can I do for you?” He looked back at the crowd who was breaking up.

“I’d like to ask you a few questions about your wife.”

“I just buried my wife and you want to ask me questions?”

“I do apologize, Mr. Harrison but this is procedure. We’re not accusing you of anything, we just want to understand what happened,” John said.

“I don’t even know what happened. One minute, she was delivering Diana and then next—she was gone. No warnings or anything. As soon as you know, you need to tell me.” Due to the circumstances, he was upset and John understood. He wasn’t expecting her funeral so soon.

“I understand. We do send our condolences to you and your family. I’m sorry to have bothered you.” He reached his hand out for a shake, the man approved, and he left.

John went to the library and asked the woman who worked there if she could help him gather some information about the family. He didn’t want to bother them anymore during their time of grief. She didn’t know the family.

“I know Dwaine, he grew up here, but his wife is from somewhere else. I don’t even know. This is a small town and we know everyone—everyone, except her. My cousin wanted to marry him but he had eyes for Erin. Her family moved here when she was a senior. An only child, I was told. It was just her and her father. Dwaine told us her mother died in labor.”

“Really?” John wrote down the information. He was right thinking he’d find something at the library—just not what he was looking for. He visited a few other places which turned out being a waste of time so he headed back to Washington and reported his findings.

***
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The lab results came back normal with the exception of the heart being burnt so it left another mystery. What would burn a heart but not the body and show no evidence? He was puzzled, the technicians were confused, and his case was going to be closed.

John headed back to Headquarters. “He’ll see you now, Agent Michaels.” The receptionist smiled as he stood up and approached the double doors.

“What you got?” the Director asked.

“A whole lot of nothing, sir. She was healthy. She died giving birth. Her heart was burnt and there’s no evidence of drugs or poisons in her system. The guys back in the lab don’t know what to think of it.”

“Is there anything else?”

“No one in town knew the woman really. Except for one thing. One of the women told me her mother died the same way.”

“All right, find out where she came from and go there. Find out what happened to the mother. See if it was the same thing.”

“If it was, wouldn’t we have known?”

“Good point. Go down to records and see if this happened before. You know I haven’t been in this seat for long so it is possible. Thank you, Agent Michaels.” They shook hands and John headed for the records room. The man in the front office helped him search. Sure enough, it had happened before. Erin’s mother was an older woman who was reported dead in 1945. The report didn’t say anything about the name of the town where she died so he looked up the name of the agent who took the report. He couldn’t find it.

“Why isn’t the information here?”

“You got me. I just work here,” the man said as he shrugged his shoulders. “Is there anything else you need, Agent Michaels?”

“Could I get a copy of these files?”

“Yeah, sure thing. I’ll be back in a jiffy.” The man was younger and didn’t talk like an agent. He didn’t think someone like that should work in the records room but he kept his mouth shut and let the man do his job. He returned in a few minutes with the copies in hand. “Anything else?”

“No, I think this will be enough. Thank you,” he said. He took the copies and left the records room, more confused than he already was.

John returned to the Director with his new information. “It’s a brick wall, sir. We don’t have enough information here to investigate.”

“Sit on it for a little while. Write your final report and have it on my desk tomorrow morning. Thank you, Agent Michaels.”

John went home and wrote his final report. He turned it in and awaited his next assignment.

***
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Five years later, John was called back to the Director for another assignment. It was his tenth visit in the last five years. Most of his cases were missing persons which he solved most of them. There was one that bothered him, only because he hadn’t found the girl yet. He wasn’t giving up on her. He felt she was alive.

He sat down and waited to be called inside. While waiting, he read a car-show magazine that someone had left behind. “Agent, Michaels, he’ll see you now.” He smiled at the woman and approached the double doors. He went inside, closing the door behind him.

“We have a strange death; we’d like you to check out. Here’s the file.”

John opened the file and read the report. Two adults and one child in the home. The child is unharmed but the two adults’ organs were changed to stone. He stopped after seeing that. “How does an organ turn to stone?”

“I don’t know. I want you to go investigate. Take a team with you, Agent. You may be on this case for a while.” His first charge. He didn’t know what to think of this. Since he was going to be gone longer, he knew he’d have to find a different sitter. And he knew his son would gripe that he was old enough to be alone but he was not trusting a teenager. A 13-year-old was not old enough to stay home alone that long in his book.

“Jack, when I get home, we can talk about this but right now, I really have to go.” 

“All right, fine.” He slammed his door. He felt bad for leaving again but this was his job. He knew some day, Jack would understand. He stood by the closed door. He was going to say something but he changed his mind. He walked away.

With a bag in hand, he returned to the Headquarters to speak to his team. The Director selected the team so he wasn’t sure who he’d be working with. 
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