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Men generally judge more by the eye than by the hand, for every one can see and few can feel. Everyone sees what you appear to be few really know what you are.

-Niccolo Machiavelli
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It was January 30th, 1933 and they were at their headquarters located at 45 Brienner Strasse, Munich, Bavaria. He’d never seen his boss in this kind of a mood before as he was always brooding and sullen with plans for the future. Always looking ahead, always plotting. It was the rare occasion where he cracked a smile, and it was usually over something no one else thought was all that amusing. Today was different though.

His boss paced back and forth in front of the window that overlooked the streets of Munich below.

“Today’s a big day and it’s all starting to come together,” he laughed a little and clapped his hands. “Just think of all we’ve been through since the end of the war. The blood, the sweat and the effort spent to get to this point has been considerable.”

“Yes, the losses have been many. Horst Wessel, Albert Schlageter, the 16 at the Beer Hall Putsch.”

“Killed by communist scum. You’d better believe there will be some retribution once we assume full power,” the man replied, his mood turning sour again.  Hindenburg’s got one foot in the grave and his death can’t come soon enough.”

The man carefully considered what he was about to say to his boss. “Agreed. However, Hindenburg’s extremely popular with the people and any attempt to distance us from him will reflect badly.”

“Don’t you think I don’t know that?” his boss snapped. “Hindenburg’s the only one who can stop me now and the last thing I’m going to do is anger him.  Any attempt by me to take over now will result in the army siding with him.”

“So, what’s your plan?”

“To be seen with him in public as much as possible. And while with him, I’ll act as deferential as I can stomach.  Hindenburg can’t be killed or have any ‘accidents’ because it’ll be linked right back to me and that will be the end of us.”

“And in the meantime?”

“I already have some ideas to shore things up.  I’ll get the old fool to sign off on them and by doing so, it’ll solidify his confidence with me. Once he finally dies, it will look like I have his stamp of approval. And from there, there’ll be no stopping me.”

He stopped pacing and sat down at his desk. He placed his fingers together and stared at his subordinate. “And now, we need to start laying the groundwork in America. For our plans to have the greatest chance of success, we need the Americans to be on good terms with us. Much as I despise their mongrel culture, they do present a significant threat with their resources.”

Although he hated when his boss stared at him with those piercing eyes, he knew that those eyes were also something that gave him his commanding presence with the people. He took out his pen and positioned his pad of paper.

“Even though we planted the seeds years ago, we can’t be too aggressive with the organizations over there. The Friends of New Germany and the Free Society of Teutonia are nice and all, but we need something more. And we need it to be done more covertly.”

“What do you have in mind?”

Adolf Hitler smiled. “Something so bold that they’ll never see it coming.”

As Hitler began laying out what he had in mind, Rudolph Hess began writing it down as fast as he could.  For what was being described, this was definitely going to take a while to accomplish. But Hitler was right, they won’t know what hit them until it’s too late.
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Gretchen Postlethwaite was taking the turns as quickly as she could without rolling the car. The suspect was surging ahead and based on his driving abilities, he was no slouch. The pursuit had started in the northern Milwaukee suburb of Shorewood with the suspect taking a sharp right turn off E. Edgewood Ave. onto N. Lake Dr. heading south. With Lake Michigan on the left and the city on the right, they continued heading south at breakneck speeds.

The suspect took a quick left onto N. Lincoln Memorial Dr. and continued south. She almost lost it on the turn but was able to salvage it and kept going. Lake Michigan was now coming into full view and every time she was driving by the lake, she always admired it. Except times like this, where sightseeing and car chasing weren’t really things you could do together. This stretch of road had been completed only three years earlier and it was incredibly smooth.

The suspect continued heading south passing the McKinley Marina on the left while picking up speed. Gretchen was glad the traffic wasn’t too bad because normally it was a zoo. Now approaching E. Mason St., he cornered there and headed west on E. Mason.  She’d gained on him and now was right behind.  Feeling good about herself for catching up, she quickly realized she was too close when the driver began firing his gun back at her. She ducked down as much as she could as at least two rounds found their mark in her windshield. 

The man then turned south onto N. Jackson St. and accelerated before turning left onto Wisconsin Ave. They raced past the federal building on the corner of Wisconsin and Van Buren St.  Any chance of help from anyone in that building evaporated after the car turned north onto Van Buren St.  She wondered if any of her co-workers had seen her drive by as the man turned east again onto Mason St. heading back towards N. Lincoln Memorial Dr.

They got onto the Lincoln again and followed it north.  At least he’s stopped shooting. The car picked up speed again continuing north and this time, the traffic had finally caused a problem.  Trying to avoid a collision from the vehicle pulling out of the McKinley Marina, the man had been forced to take a hard-right turn onto Lagoon Dr. 

Shit! He’s got nowhere to go now! She knew that there was only one way in or out of the marina and the man was now trapped. This chase would quickly be coming to an end. As she navigated the road, she reached into her purse for her gun. They followed the long winding road as it drifted to the southeast wrapping around the water where the boats were tied up to the piers.  

She was glad that this wasn’t happening two months earlier when the entire marina would be packed with boats and people lounging about enjoying the summer down by the lake. As it was now, most boats had been removed although there was a still a decent amount left as some people kept them in for the early autumn trips to see the fall colors. 

They rounded the last curve around the water heading northeast. She knew they would be fast running out of real estate and the showdown would happen. Driving one handed now with her right hand on her gun, she wished she’d waited for her husband to come along. Charlie is going to be so pissed at me! All of this was flashing through her mind knowing she was probably going to have shoot the man.

And just as this was going through her mind, the unthinkable happened; the speeding car plowed straight through the barricade lining the northeast portion of the water. She slammed on her brakes with the car sliding sideways before coming to a stop. She got out of her car with her gun in her hand and hurried up to what was left of the retaining wall the man had smashed through.

She peered down into the water, but the car was already out of sight. If the man was going to surface, then good for him as there was no way in hell she was going to dive in and try to rescue him. Screw that. A crowd of onlookers came up to get a better view but when they saw Gretchen there with her gun, they all scattered. 

She waited what seemed like forever before concluding that he was dead.  She put her left hand on her hip and stared at the calm blue water. It was September 25th, 1933. Monday, what a great way to start the week. She sighed. 

I need to make a phone call.
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Charlie stood next to his wife while they watched the divers going down to retrieve the man and the car.  After they had attached the cables, the crane started reeling in the car. The car cleared the surface like an oversized perch and the operator set it down gently on its tires on the marina parking lot.

The crowds had been kept at bay by the Milwaukee Police Department which was a good thing because it seemed like they’d appeared out of nowhere. After grabbing some photographs of the car, he gave her a knowing look and then walked over to the car.  He stood to the side and opened the driver door of the black Ford coupe while jumping back as he knew there’d be several gallons of Lake Michigan inside.  After the flood had stopped, they both stepped up next to the car.

The man Gretchen had been chasing was still behind the wheel and while dead, it didn’t appear that he had any external injuries. He took more photos of the man’s position as well as the interior of the car before motioning for the men from the county morgue to come over and take the body. The man was removed unceremoniously from the car and plopped on the back board already on the ground. The board was like a stretcher and whereas stretchers were somewhat designed for comfort, there was no need for that in this business. The body made a soft squishing sound when it hit the board with puddles of water dripping over the side. The board was placed on the rickety gurney and he was lifted and placed on the stretcher where the man was quickly covered with a sheet.

As the vehicle pulled away from the marina, Charlie turned around towards his wife.

“So, care to explain yourself?” he asked with a look of disapproval.

“Not really, but I probably don’t have a choice,” she answered.

“Nope. Spill it,” he commanded.

She walked over to a nearby bench with Charlie following her and sat down.

“First of all, I want it on the record you’ve done stupid things on the job as well.”

“Duly noted.”

“And secondly, I was a victim of circumstance. What happened wasn’t what was supposed to have happened,” she said with a grimace.

“Sounds about right. So, what was the original plan?”

Gretchen shook her head at the thought of it before speaking. “You remember that guy we were looking at for faking his passport out of Germany?”

“You’re going to have narrow that one down a bit.  We’ve had a lot of them from Germany lately.”

“This is the guy that was from Bremerhaven, tried to pose as a furniture maker and that he was here visiting relatives in Shorewood? Big, ugly guy with the broken nose.”

Charlie thought about it. “Yeah, I remember him now. That guy and his name were as phony as a three-dollar bill. But I thought he already skipped town two weeks ago when he found out we were onto him? And we never did find out what is real name was either.”

“Nope, but one of my snitches got word that he was back today and in a house in Shorewood. A house, I might add, we’ve dealt with before.”

“I know the house, criminal central. Which begs the question, why were you there without telling me about it?”

“Because you were out of the office this morning and I had to move fast. Besides, no one else was available. The plan was to just sneak up there and just watch the house. Broken Nose came out a different exit and I got made. After he looked me in the eye, he hopped in his car and floored it. I didn’t want to lose him and just went for it. And here we are.”

Charlie stood up. “Well, in any event, we don’t have to worry about Broken Nose anymore. But we now have a new problem; he didn’t do all of this because he was worried about being pinched for a stupid passport fraud,” as he waved his hand sweeping across the marina.

Gretchen looked around and wondered the same thing. “We’d better get back.” She kicked a stone watching it skip across the parking lot. “I have a feeling this is going to be a long day.”
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The U.S. Federal Building located at 517 E. Wisconsin St. in Milwaukee, Wisconsin was an impressive building. With construction lasting from 1892-99, the granite building took up the entire block stretching from Wisconsin Ave. on the north, N. Jefferson St. to the west, E. Michigan St. to the south and N. Jackson to the east. 

Rising five stories above the street, the architecture of the building was Romanesque Revival, with Roman arches and a dark and light gray stone. High pitched roofs and turreted corners, the first floor was highly ornamental. An eight-story addition started in 1929 and completed just last year, filled the remaining southern part of the property to E. Michigan St.

Entering the main door off Wisconsin Ave., visitors and staff alike found themselves in the large atrium. The top of the atrium was a massive skylight composed of iron and glass. All the interior office spaces wrapped around the atrium and the expansion of renovation did wonders in restoring the colors and decorative touches common to the original structure.

What began as a needed expansion of the post office, morphed into all the federal agencies taking up residence. Charlie and Gretchen’s agency, the Bureau of Secret Intelligence, or BSI, was one of them. The security branch of the State Department, the agency began in 1916 as a response to the plethora of German and Austrian spies conducting covert operations in New York prior to the U.S. entering the Great War. Primarily tasked with uncovering passport and identity paper fraud, their original mission had evolved into occasionally handling investigations that fell outside of the parameters of the other federal law enforcement agencies.

Their former agency, the Orion Bureau, had been tasked with uncovering bank and investing fraud. Another obscure secret federal agency based in Washington D.C., that came to a swift end five years ago at the hands of a maniac that single handedly killed all but one of their co-workers. 

Charlie had been recruited to work for the Orion Bureau after he’d graduated from the University of Wisconsin with a degree in economics. A few years in the private sector had left him bored and a chance meeting with his now former boss Jack Crenshaw, led to the offer. He always suspected that it was more than a chance meeting, but Crenshaw never told him. Hailing from the small town of Walworth, Wisconsin, Charlie enlisted in the army right out of high school and completed his basic training but never got deployed due to the armistice. Finishing his army commitment, he enrolled in college and graduated with honors.

He’d met Gretchen when they started working at the Bureau. She’d been a German linguist for the War Department as a teenager and was a born and bred city girl from New York. A whiz with numbers, after college, she’d quickly risen to become the budget director of a prominent legal firm in Virginia. After Crenshaw recruited her with another alleged chance meeting, she’d quickly taken to the job of a special agent.  She was smart and had entertained becoming a model with her perfect frame, face, and long, red, curly hair. But she wanted more out of life than just being a pretty face. She had a career most women dreamed of at a time where women were regulated to the home.

Normally they took the stairs to their fifth-floor offices as a means of exercising and staying in shape. But what most people didn’t realize was that being involved in a car chase was exhausting. The adrenaline dump after it was over hit you like a train. And that’s just the regular chase, let alone where the bad guy is shooting back and actively trying to kill you.

They stepped off the elevator and trudged down the hallway towards their office. Their outer office door with the clouded glass was simply labeled U.S. Department of State. They entered and were greeted by the secretary, Caroline York.  In her early 50’s, she had the energy of someone half her age.  She’d been in the secretarial pool for a while and had been assigned to the BSI when their satellite office had been created.

“The boss wants to see the both of you,” she said with a pleasant smile. Gretchen never knew how to read her. She was always in a good mood and she delivered the news the same way, every time. Whether it was good news or bad, it didn’t matter. And it’s really irritating, Gretchen thought.

They walked over to the office, knocked, and entered.

Here we go.
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Berthold Zimmerman sat on the porch of his summer home which overlooked the waters of Delavan Lake. Located along North Shore Dr. in Delavan, Wisconsin, the home was built in 1902 and originally christened The Knoll.  

The estate had an impressive stone wall with columns flanking the driveway, wrought iron fencing accents and as was common around the lake, the name of the estate prominently displayed for those entering the driveway.

The mansion had a wide porch that faced the lake and stretched the entire width of the house. Offering spectacular views of the water, it was his favorite part of the building. The mansion had three gabled roof peaks which, when viewed from the lake, made it one of the most distinctive looking houses on Delavan Lake. 

Zimmerman purchased the property in 1926 as a getaway from city life in Milwaukee. While this mansion didn’t compare to the one he purchased last year, it did provide an escape from both the city congestion and the people that he couldn’t stand to be around.  

He set his newspaper down and stroked his chin deep in thought. A big barrel-chested man, he was in decent shape with just a hint of gray hair at his temples. His brown hair was thinning, but still manageable. A neatly trimmed mustache and silver rimmed glasses rounded out his face.

The Gissibil brothers, Fritz, Peter, and Andrew, were passionate, he’d give them that. But as founding members of the Free Society of Teutonia, they were getting sloppy and careless. What started out as a German social club in 1924, had quickly morphed into something more political. Two years later, they changed the name to the Nationalistic Society of Teutonia and found themselves having member chapters all over the Midwest and out on the East coast.  

Milwaukee, with its strong German presence and population, was a natural fit.  While he agreed with a lot of their ideas, Zimmerman thought of them as cheerleaders and that they were jumping too quickly on the Nazi bandwagon. Indeed, the organization changed its name again last October to the Friends of the Hitler Movement. Jew bashing, anti-communist rhetoric and vocally complaining about the Treaty of Versailles were all things that appealed to the Germans only.  He had no problems with what was being said it was just how it was being said.

The problem was they were risking alienating others who might be sympathetic to their cause. Things like this took time to persuade people and being too extreme too fast was a recipe for disaster.

He stood up and stretched.  The porch chairs were comfortable but if he sat too long in a certain spot, his left knee locked up.  After taking one last look at the lake, he turned around and went inside. He had some calls to make.
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The man who sat at his desk staring back at them showed no emotion, as usual. Gretchen always hated coming into this office because it was never for something good. And Henke’s office was shrine to himself with awards everywhere and photos of him shaking hands with various politicians. 

Carl Henke was the Agent in Charge of the Milwaukee BSI field office. He’d been here for a couple of months and as far she could tell, he’d endeared himself to no one. At a little over six feet, he was almost as tall as Charlie but much skinnier. Impeccably dressed, with thick blonde hair that was perfectly coiffed with a handsome face, Henke was slightly older than the both of them.

Henke had replaced their last boss, Jerry Griffin, who was someone more their style.  Laid back most of the time but not afraid to drop the hammer if you screwed something up, Jerry didn’t suffer fools gladly.  He was also someone you could come to with a problem and he cared about you as a person.  Henke? He was just a jackass with no redeeming qualities as a human being.

“Care to explain yourself?” he asked her while continuing to stare at them.

“The suspect was someone we’ve been after for long time. He disappeared for a while, but I received word from a source he was back in town. I decided...”

“I’m not talking about that crap,” Henke interrupted testily. “I want you to explain why you risked the lives of the general public with that idiotic stunt you pulled driving like a maniac.”

She subtly grabbed Charlie’s thigh as she knew he was about to go off on Henke. The thought crossed her mind as well, but she knew she had to pick her battles.  Henke was very much the petty type and the last thing she wanted or needed was to be stuck at her desk pushing papers or worse, fired.

“The man I was pursuing is involved in some pretty serious things. He’s a foreign national here illegally running around the city with a gun,” she said respectfully. “He also proved he had no fear of shooting said gun in public, so I’d say I was trying to save lives.”

“You just have an answer for everything, don’t you?” he asked. “Every time you people do something like this, it makes me look bad to my superiors.”  

“Well hell, I guess we should just stop doing our jobs then,” Charlie spoke up, unable to keep quiet any longer.

Henke’s face reddened. “You’d do well to watch your attitude, Charlie. Ever since I arrived here, you and your wife have caused me nothing but grief.”

He straightened his tie and leaned back in his chair. “Look, I’m going to just lay it all on the line for the both of you. Your job results, while marginally acceptable, are frankly not worth the hassle.”

“Meaning?” Gretchen asked, trying to control her anger.

“Meaning as of right now, the two of you are on a tight leash.  Any more antics like this today and you’re going to find yourselves confined to your desks pushing so much paper that you’ll think you work at an accounting firm. Now get out of my office and clean up your mess.”

They stood up and as Charlie was about to say something, she grabbed his hand and led him out. Shutting the door behind them, they kept right on walking and took the stairs down to the ground floor. 

Exiting out the front door, the cool breeze off Lake Michigan hit them in the face.  They rounded the corner of the building and headed to the parking lot on the south side of the lot. They got into their car and closed the doors. 

“You thinking what I’m thinking?” Charlie asked gripping the steering wheel.

Gretchen paused. “Screw Henke,” she replied and with a smile, Charlie started the car and pulled into traffic.
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It had been a busy few hours and their day was just beginning. They headed west down E. Michigan St. crossing the river over the drawbridge. Continuing west, they traveled a few blocks before taking a right onto 10th St. before finally arriving at St. Anthony’s Hospital where Broken Nose had been taken.

After parking, they entered through main doors and showed their ID’s to the woman at the information desk who got up and unlocked the door to their left. They continued down the hallway before coming to a heavy steel door. 

Opening the door, the smell hit them. A combination of formaldehyde and death. Death was an odor where once you experienced it, you never forgot it. It didn’t matter if you were white or black, man or woman, everyone smelled the same. Depending on the state of decomposition, some bodies were a little gamier than others, but the smell was all in the same family.

They trudged down the stairs because the smell from the cramped elevator would’ve been unbearable. They arrived at another door which led to another hallway with the final door at the end.  They opened it and entered the examination room.

The room itself had examination tables which could accommodate up to three autopsies at a time. Having been there when it was a three body day, Charlie was glad they were the only game in town today. Broken Nose was already on the table, his clothes smelling like Lake Michigan.

“Haven’t seen you two in a while,” Dr. Harry Sonnen said while looking up from his clipboard. “I was beginning to think you quit the game.” A slight man, he had a shock of unruly light brown hair, thin nose, glasses and was always nattily attired beneath his white lab coat. 

“No such luck, you’re stuck with us for the foreseeable future,” Charlie replied. “And no offense but seeing you in an official capacity is never a good thing for us.”

Harry laughed. “I get that a lot. My job makes for some interesting dinner conversation at parties. Which is probably why I don’t get a lot of invitations. So, what’s your interest in our wet friend here?”

They walked over to the table and looked down at the body. “Broken Nose here was an in illegal alien and connected to a string of locals that were producing fake citizenship papers. He disappeared for a while, but he popped up today,” Gretchen responded.

“I see,” the doctor answered.  “And since you refer to him as Broken Nose, I’m assuming you have no idea who he really is?”

“Nope,” she replied. “But whoever he was, he was desperate enough to get away from me that he took several shots at me before he ended up in the lake.”

The doctor stared at them over the glasses that were perched on the bridge of his nose. “Well then, I’m glad you’re not the one on this table. Did you shoot him?”

“If I did, my boss would have had a stroke. So no, I didn’t shoot back at him, I was more worried about keeping the car on the road.”  She then proceeded from the beginning of the chase right up until the man had been fished from the lake. 

He took some notes and began a visual examination of the body, mumbling to himself as he proceeded from head to toe.  Charlie liked Harry Sonnen but like everyone who worked in his field, he was a little bit off.  Of course, you’d have to be a little bit weird to do this day and day out, he thought. 

As they watched, Harry took special note of Broken Nose’s mouth.  He mumbled some more and then put on some rubber gloves. He grabbed a cotton swab, collecting the drool coming from the mouth.  Sealing it in a jar, he set it to the side.  Ditching the lab coat, he put on his surgical smocks and gloved up again.

Along with an assistant, whom Charlie personally found to be creepy, even for a morgue worker, Harry stripped Broken Nose’s clothes off and set them on a nearby counter.  

“Aha, just as I thought,” he chuckled to himself and wrote some more notes to himself.

“Care to share with the rest of the class?” Gretchen asked.

Harry seemed to be a million miles away and was quite oblivious to all of them. He prodded the chest cavity and worked his way down to the feet again.

“Harry,” Gretchen said while clapping her hands to get his attention. 

Harry started and looked up in surprise. “What?”

“What’s the deal with your mumbling and chuckling to yourself?  What do you have?”

Harry set his clipboard down.  “Your friend here didn’t die by drowning; he was dead before he even hit the water.”

“How do you know?” Charlie asked.

Harry smiled and motioned to the mouth. “See the liquid coming out of the corner of his mouth? That’s not water, that’s drool.  And when I removed his clothes, you see all of this redness?” as Harry motioned to the chest cavity which was a deep reddish color. 

“Yeah, so?” Gretchen asked. 

“This man poisoned himself.”

Charlie and Gretchen looked at each other. This was something they hadn’t expected and was shaping up to be trouble. Big trouble.

Sensing their discomfort, Harry spoke. “I’m guessing things just got a whole lot messier for you?” 

“You can’t even imagine,” Gretchen replied looking down at the body and the implications.

“Well, you’ll both love this then,” and motioned for them to come to his side of the table.  Harry turned the head to the right and pointed to the back of the left ear. At the base of the ear and high on the neck, there was a small tattoo of a triangle. Inside of that triangle, was another smaller one pointed down.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Charlie asked.

“I’m no government agent like you two are, but if I’d had to guess, I’d say it’s the mark of a secret society.”

“Why?” she asked.

“Look, I see all kinds of cadavers down here.  Masons, Odd Fellows, you name it.  And one thing I’ve found is that tattoos are a quick, easy way to identify other members without a secret handshake or probing questions and code words.”

“Makes sense to a degree, I guess.  But aren’t tattoos also a dead giveaway, no pun intended,” Charlie asked. 

“Only if it’s on an obvious part of your body, only if there’re words attached to it, and only if you know what to look for.  In this man’s case, all he’d have to do his flip his ear forward to display it.  And even if he didn’t do that, all it would take is for someone who knew to look behind his left ear for this tiny triangle.”

“So what’s the society?” Gretchen asked.

“That’s the mystery, isn’t it?” Harry responded.  “Now, unless you want to watch me carve this man like a pumpkin, I’d suggest you leave.  I can’t guarantee what or where the bodily fluids might fly.  I’ll call you later with the results.”

The scalpel in his hand was enough for them to leave. They’d seen full autopsies before when they didn’t know the cause of death and had no desire to watch this one if they didn’t have to.

The fresh air that hit their face coming out of the building was invigorating.  As they walked to the car, Charlie spoke up. 

“Now what?”

“Now we keep this under our hats.  If this is a secret society of lunatics running around Milwaukee, there could be a lot of them, and I’d wager some in high places.  We’re going to have to tread lightly.”

Swell, this keeps getting better and better, he thought as he opened the car door for her. 
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“We’ve got a problem,” Zimmerman said as he looked out the window of his office which overlooked Lake Michigan. Located at 1584 North Prospect Ave., the Milwaukee mansion was stunning. Built in 1903 by wealthy industrialist Charles McIntosh, the mansion spanned over 22,000 square feet and featured the finest materials. With 10 fireplaces and 13 bedrooms, the house itself commanded a spectacular view of the lake. 

Sold in 1921 to William Goodrich, the linseed heir and his wife Marie Pabst, daughter of Frederick Pabst, one of Milwaukee’s powerful beer barons, the house remained in their family until he bought it last year.  The reddish-brown bricks, graceful arches and the four two story Corinthian columns which flanked the massive front door, he fell in love with it the moment he saw it. 

His back was still facing his visitor. “Albert got caught today at the house.”

“By whom?” Peter Rector asked. As the administrative assistant to Zimmerman, Rector was rarely caught off guard. And he especially didn’t like being caught off guard by his boss.

“My guess would be one of the federal agencies downtown. State Department probably if I had to wager,” he said as he turned around and sat down at his desk facing Rector.

“So what are we going to do about it?” Rector asked taking out his notebook.

“For now, just keep an eye on the situation.  We’ve got eyes and ears everywhere and if the people working on this make any sort of headway, we’ll know. Besides, Albert was just a useful tool, nothing more. He can be replaced.”

“And what of the other situation? Do we need to have a meeting?” Rector asked already writing things down.

“I’ve already thought of that and made some calls to the council.  We’re going to meet this Friday at 2:00pm at my house in Delavan so make the usual arrangements.”

“Yes sir. And to clarify, you want all the council to attend? There’s been some problems with Steiger and Borchardt.”

“I’m well aware of our difficulties with them. But they’re one of the reasons we need to meet. See to it.”

Rector knew when the conversation with his boss was over and left the office. While Zimmerman knew Rector still had more questions, he also knew not to push things, no matter how curious he was.

Zimmerman spun around in his chair and stared at the lake again. Albert Honnecker was a loyal member of the cause and useful for what they needed. Albert didn’t question anything and blindly followed orders. While that type of person was necessary, he preferred loyal people who also had the ability to use critical thinking skills when things went sideways. And it inevitably did.

They’d have to vacate the house as that would be under constant surveillance. A hassle to be sure, but the operation could continue elsewhere. As for Albert, he’d need a replacement. 

For what he had in mind, this time they’d need somebody with a little more cunning. He also recognized that the person he wanted would have to be an outsider with no ties and no emotional attachment to the cause.

A lifetime of cultivating contacts and knowledge of things not meant for polite society meant he shouldn’t have too much of a problem finding the right man for the job. 

In the grand scheme of things, Albert’s death was a bump in the road. They were right on track for their final goal.
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CHAPTER 8 
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Captain Thomas O’Malley of the D.C. Metro Police Department was at another crime scene where someone’s anger had gotten the better of them. After a career in the army, he’d joined the police department after serving in the Great War. A combat veteran, he’d overseen units that had seen some of the fiercest fighting of the war. As such, he was no stranger to scenes of incredible violence.

A large man in his 50’s, he towered over his subordinates and he perpetually had a cigar in his mouth when at a crime scene. Sometimes it was lit, and sometimes he just like to chew on it. In charge of his precinct’s detective bureau, he still enjoyed getting his hands dirty by working an occasional case. 

As far as the dead body, well, another man who ran afoul of someone else’s rage.  They’d gotten the call about a man dumped in the street next to one of the factories in the industrial district.

The victim had apparently really pissed someone off because the killer had caved in the skull completely with some kind of a blunt object. Unlike a single gunshot wound, repeated blows to the head by knife or something else indicated this was personal. The man was in early 30’s, with a medium build, blonde hair, trim mustache, nondescript clothing and no identification. As usual because that would just make things easier, he thought. It was certainly possible this man was an innocent victim of circumstances and someone took wallet. On the other hand, criminals weren’t known to carry any identification because doing so really cut into their ability to lie. 

Like most cops, arriving at murder scenes like this without a suspect caused you to come up with working theories on why the person was dead. As it was after normal factory hours, there were no cars around the place.  If he remembered correctly, this factory was vacant so there wouldn’t be any workers anyway. The uniforms had already checked the building and found it was tight as a drum.
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