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  Prologue




  April 28, 1945




  Dachau, Germany




  The thunderous echoes in the distance had moved closer again during the night.




  As dawn approached, Heinrich had been lying still in his bed quite some time, counting the claps of artillery fire that slightly vibrated the wooden walls. Another restless night had passed and he had decided to get up before the first rays of light would penetrate the windows and begin warming the room.




  Heinrich sat upright, flinging the woolen blanket to one side. He drew his legs over the edge of the mattress. A pain gripped his head and made him stop trying to stand up. He took in a deep gulp of air. As it passed through his nostrils, the familiar putrid smell of the surrounding buildings filled his senses. The stench was unmistakable and started making him ill again. Heinrich cupped one hand over his mouth and forced his weakened legs to head for the lavatory, just in time to vomit once more into the bowl. As his back arched and his skinny frame wretched, Heinrich clung harder to the wooden seat waiting for the uncontrollable urges to stop. His muscles finally relaxed enough for him to reach up and pull the chain on the water box reservoir. He watched as the putrid colored liquid swirled down the vessel into the vortex.




  A short time later, Heinrich managed to pull himself up off his knees and head to the wash basin. Lifting the pitcher of water and pouring a small amount into the bowl, he splashed water onto the clammy flesh of his face and rinsed his mouth. He dabbed a towel about his features and glanced into the mirror hanging above the basin. The image was foggy and then he remembered to hook his glasses onto his ears. As the shape before him returned to focus, the thirty-one year old had a reflection staring back that looked sixty; his cheekbones were sunken, ashen and gaunt, clumps of his hair were missing and several of his teeth were dark brown. He smiled into the mirror at his rapid transformation.




  Still wearing his bed shirt and moving into the small kitchen, Heinrich took a splintered log off the wood pile and dropped it into the pot-bellied stove. The old embers from the night before spread around the dry timber and soon a small flame back-lit the stove grate. Heinrich placed the cold coffee pot on top of the stove, and walked to the cupboard to retrieve a cup and saucer. Moving to the table, he sat down on a hand carved stool and reached for the service revolver he left there the evening before. His 9mm Luger was holstered in the beautiful black leather-sheathed holster his father had given him. Heinrich removed the gun and felt the cold steel in his palm. The color of the metal was a dark charcoal black. On the wooden handle grip were the markings of his group army unit. He turned it side to side, admiring the weapon, then thumbed the release that held the ammo clip. It dropped into his other hand and he quickly extracted a single bullet. He replaced the clip, checked to be sure it was returned to firing order and shoved the weapon back in the holster.




  Using a small pair of pliers that were also on the table, Heinrich pried the bullet loose from the shell casing. He then reached over and grabbed the coffee pot from the top of the stove and poured himself a cup. When the steaming brew climbed to the brim he stopped pouring and replaced the pot back on the stove. With his other hand still clasping the shell casing, Heinrich poured the grayish gunpowder from the cartridge into the coffee and mixed it into the black liquid with one handle of the pliers. Heinrich glanced down into the small whirlpool inside his cup as the uncommon ingredients blended together. The color had not changed; the steamy liquid remained black. Not wasting any time, he held the cup with both hands and brought it to his lips.




  Gulping the now barely hot potion as quickly as possible, Heinrich set the empty cup down on top of the saucer and waited. He knew the effects of this mixture would make him sick to his stomach very soon. He had performed this ritual now for well over a week. The gunpowder had given his skin an ashen color and made his teeth discolor. The diarrhea it caused had wracked his body and made him dangerously ill and weak. He was close to dehydration and had not eaten for days. His weight had dropped to almost sixty kilograms. What he did manage to consume in the form of this poisonous liquid would come right up anyway. In his mind, this self-abuse was justified and held a higher purpose. It had to be accomplished.




  After chugging down the rest of the wretched brew, he rinsed the cup out and returned everything else to its place, carefully discarding the now useless remnants of the bullet casing. Heinrich rose up from the stool as the first series of stomach gurgles began to take form. Involuntary spasms forced him to double over and he wobbled back to the lavatory.




  * * * *




  Every day for weeks now, the Jew was subjected to more and more unusual treatment. He was separated from the others in the camp, given real food, clean bedding and clothes. He was allowed the pleasure of taking a shower, issued toilet paper and was seen by camp doctors and dentists who treated his ailments. Today was no different, except for the early arrival of Sgt. Prinze.




  After his morning meal, the German guard again escorted the Jew prisoner into the quarters of the camp adjutant, Heinrich Woelk. The Jew limped as he always had before, but his posture had become straighter. Sgt. Prinze ordered the Jew to take a seat in the usual corner then left him alone in the room. The German soldier then turned his back and closed the outer door. The Jew studied the room looking for changes, but there were none. He had been brought here before, the last time eighteen days ago. Soon, he expected to be greeted by the officer, who would again ask him many questions, offer him a drink or perhaps a meal then allow him to return to his barrack where he was the sole occupant.




  But it was different today.




  When the Nazi officer entered the room, he was carrying his uniform and boots. Obersturmfurher Heinrich Woelk was a totally different man, hardly recognizable. To the Jew he looked sickly, pale and thin. Being out of uniform must have transformed him he thought. He didn’t look at all like the man every Jew in the camp had feared. He looked like one of them...a human near death.




  Then it came to him. The Jew understood why. Woelk had pulled out his pistol.




  After forcing him at gunpoint to don his clothing, glasses and jack boots, Woelk also made the Jew put on his totenkopt ‘honor ring’ and seat himself at his desk. Heinrich then shot him in the face with his precious pistol before clasping the lifeless hand of the filthy Jew over the Waffen SS symbol on the grip.




  * * * *




  Sgt. Prinze now had the Jew prisoner forcibly by the elbow. He rushed the limping, sickly figure to the gate at the end of the officer’s quarters and pushed him to the ground at the entrance to the main compound. The helpless wretch had lain in the mud for several minutes before rising up and limping toward the overpowering smell of the camp. He passed many a soul who didn’t even bother to look his way. He paused only to sort out his direction and continued to meld into the center of the camp, ignoring the walking dead as he passed them.




  At a derelict building, he spied an ox cart full of corpses along one wall and a group of barely clothed bodies stacked against another. It was here the imposter stopped and huddled down along the wall. Here he would wait for the Americans to come. From the sound of the artillery during the night, he predicted it would be less than 24 hours before they arrived.




  Obersturmfurher Heinrich Woelk was getting nauseous again. This time, he vomited directly onto the filthy prison rags he was wearing and wiped his mouth with a tattered sleeve. He thought only to enhance his disguise by doing so. As he sat in his own filth, he thought of his former beautiful uniform that was now covering the body of the dead Jew in his office.




  Chapter 1




  “Practice doesn’t make perfect. Only perfect practice makes perfect.”—V. Lombardi




  An Early Fall Day on a Sunday Morning




  A light blanket of leaves covered the ground next to the tall stand of pines. It was a sharp contrast to the needles already lying underneath the trees. Small wisps of wind pulled more down from the colored leafy oaks, but before they landed on the earth, the falling leaves floated through the beams of truck headlights. The yellows, oranges, and reds glistened brightly in the illumination, resembling embers dancing above a fire. Lazily, they fell and silently rested on the forest floor.




  The only noise being made at all was coming from the truck. The engine softly purred as it pulled the truck slowly along the road, the tires crunching the already fallen dry leaves and twigs underneath them, making a distinct crackling sound.




  Soon the vehicle came to a stop, and the headlights were immediately switched off. The small open area was submerged again in darkness, only illuminated overhead by the low glow of the night stars. The driver did not exit the vehicle. He ran the window crank handle in slow circles, carefully making a noiseless motion until his door glass disappeared. He leaned closer to the open door frame and tuned his hearing to the background noise of the woods. His attention relaxed as the forest sounds returned to the quiet more familiar to his ear.




  Slowly reaching for a rucksack in the passenger seat, the driver pulled out a small specialized flashlight and a clipped series of photos. He clicked on the light and adjusted the beam by dialing the lens. Unclipping the packet of photos in his lap, he carefully studied each numbered picture in the low red light of the beam. The series of photos were ‘sat-tops’—satellite-topography photos of the square mile of earth surrounding the area where the truck was parked. The first photo pinpointed the location of the road’s end. The truck was fifty feet from it.




  All of these photos were part of his plan. Each successive one laid out a step-by-step map to the designated location on the final photo. That spot was marked with an adhesive sticker and was surrounded on all four sides with a series of X’s. He placed the photos again in order and reviewed them again, this time noting changes in elevation and landmarks. The distance he would need to cover from the truck to a spot on the last picture was less than half a mile. He needed to commit the trek to memory one last time, and he flipped through the photos again like he had done a dozen times before.




  When he got to the last picture once again, he put his finger on a single ‘X.’ This is where he would lay in wait for his target. He based that decision on the fact the wind was blowing ever so slightly into the cab of the truck from over his left shoulder. The ‘X’ he selected would put him down wind of the target area and more importantly, the coming sunrise would be behind him. His prey would be blinded somewhat as it walked toward him.




  He gathered the photos in order and replaced the spring clip atop the stack binding them all together. He tossed the ‘sat-tops’ back into the old rucksack and laid it back down on the passenger seat of the vehicle. The red glow from the flashlight started to dim as he dialed the lens cover to the off position. The driver sat motionless for several more minutes as he let his eyes adjust to the surrounding darkness.




  Carefully pulling the car door handle to open the latch, the driver swung the door slowly so as not to let the hinges squeak. He dropped one leg out of the truck and softly settled his boot upon the ground to absorb the weight of his body. He continued to descend.




  Once fully out of the vehicle, he quietly returned the truck door to the latch. He moved to the back of the truck and repeated the same stealthy noiseless motions to open the tailgate. In the back of the truck was his equipment. All of the gear he needed to perform this job was now waiting for him at arm’s length.




  He pulled out the burlap sack first and opened up the knotted end. Inside was a full body ‘ghillie’ suit, a camouflage covering that looked like the dense underbrush of this part of the forest. The driver didn’t have to remove any of his street clothes. He just wriggled into the suit with ease. He then reached back into the bag to retrieve a matching headdress. Soon he was bending over and donning a soft leather slip cover over each boot, to mask his footprints and muffle sound. He then probed the back of the truck and found a spray bottle. He gently squeezed the trigger and began squirting himself from head to toe with a liquid that smelled of roasted acorns. A pair of ‘camo’ gloves also got treated with the spray before he pulled them on.




  Next, he felt for a utility belt and removed the knife that was sheathed. He slid it down into the side pocket of his pant leg above his boot. Before folding the belt back up, he removed a string of animal teeth that was looped on the leather sheath. He slid this over his neck and tucked them under his shirt to remain noiseless.




  He was ready now to check his weapon and he lifted it out of the case.




  Covered in ‘ghillie camo’ as well, it was lightweight and balanced just ahead of the trigger guard. The barrel was short and had a smooth bore, designed for close quarter combat. The stock was a composite and formed into a handle that snuggly conformed to his grip. A small ‘red-dot’ scope was pulled from the case and he mounted it atop the unit with a single ‘click’ to secure it.




  The truck driver tested its’ function by shouldering the gun and sighting through the lens once he turned it on. This gun was different than others he had used before and he made sure it was fully loaded. Using his thumb, he pushed the spring slide down and saw that several rounds of ammo were lined up in the sleeve. Reaching in to the back of the weapon case, he found the gas canister that operates the entire mechanism and he screwed it onto the side of the receiver. The unit was now fully assembled.




  He once again grabbed the spray bottle and lightly misted the weapon. Droplets formed on an uncovered section of the cold steel scope and could be seen in the starlight. He rolled his sleeve back to check the luminous dial of his watch. It was time. He was ready to begin the hunt.




  The walk would normally take ten minutes, but stealth was involved. It was going to take at least a half hour to reach the spot he selected on the last photo and he wanted to be completely familiar with the ground he was going to cover. He headed off toward the stand of trees directly in front of the truck. The moccasin covers he wore over his boots were perfectly noiseless against the carpet of leaves on the forest floor. A fallen tree trunk would be his first landmark and he soon saw its blackened shadow.




  The minutes ticked by as he crept through the darkness. The terrain was more gentle than anticipated down the selected path, and the starlight provided ample visual identification. He thought of using night vision goggles to guide his way, but it would be more equipment he’d have to haul on his way out, and a bulky object at best should he have to move fast. The small ferns and low brush that would have snagged his pant legs months ago in the spring, now easily gave way to his slow gait as he continued to march to the time constraint. He was moving ahead of schedule. Finally, he halted his progress and stood fully erect to survey his surroundings. He swung around in a full circle to capture a panorama in his mind’s eye. He was less than ten yards from the spot he had chosen and his thoughts returned to the last ‘sat-top’ photo he had studied.




  There was no surprise, the set up was perfect.




  The hunter moved to the designated spot and then knelt down; clearing small twigs and debris from the ground he was to lie on. Once accomplished, he splayed his body upon the dirt surface and rested the gun barrel of his weapon across a small hillock. He pointed it toward a path that would have taken him farther away from his truck.




  He was now in position. Looking again at his watch, he noted the first shards of daylight would be slicing through the bare limbs of the trees in a few minutes. Ten more minutes and he would easily be able to see as far as seventy-five yards.




  Just then, a large antlered deer approached his position along the path he had just walked. He froze and forced his breathing to an even slower pace. His heart rate stayed the same as he watched the majestic animal stop, sniff and scrape the ground. It was less than seven yards away. He moved his head in position behind the scope and cupped his right eye to the lens. The ‘red dot’ aiming point was centered on the chest cavity below the shoulder, but he never once put his finger on the trigger. He kept the animal in his sight for over a minute until it finally walked off in the opposite direction. Once he was confident the deer was gone, he was glad he used the scent killer spray before entering the woods or the animal might have spooked.




  Other thoughts raced through his mind and he tried to dislodge them, because this wasn’t a deer hunt at all. He normally would have practiced this entire exercise one or two times before now, but this was a unique circumstance. It takes a lot of practice to kill a man and he was forever diligent to a specific routine. This particular job had to be rushed and there was no time for any practice, but his heightened awareness returned his focus to the task and he dismissed the thought of any lack of preparedness.




  He was ready. He was waiting, and his true target would soon arrive.




  Chapter 2




  “It is a character of wisdom not to do desperate things.”—H.D. Thoreau




  Friday




  (Two days earlier)




  The doors of the elevator spread open and Keith Steiner stepped into the mahogany paneled box. He pressed the ‘lobby’ button and waited for the doors to respond. As they slowly closed, he took in his surroundings and once again observed how expensive and extravagant this elevator car was. Solid brass hand rails, tiled floor, gold plated numerals, crown moldings and opera music filled the space around him. The elevator was indeed luxurious, but so was the whole building. It ‘reeked’ of money and he was glad to be leaving, but since he was the only passenger, the descending ride seemed longer than the normal two minutes it took to drop twenty floors. Keith’s anxiety lessened as the cubicle slowed its descent. The doors slid apart and Steiner headed straight for the exit, but was stopped by the security guard seated at his station.




  “Just a minute, sir,” the voice boomed!




  His anxiety returned as slightly visible beads of sweat started to form along his brow. His pulse nearly doubled as he turned toward the guard waiting for his next command.




  “Sir, please don’t forget to sign out and leave your visitor pass,” said the guard.




  Keith instinctively relaxed upon hearing those words.




  “Sorry, I know better. I just have a lot on my mind and I’m looking forward to the weekend,” he replied.




  He stepped toward the desk and reached for the pen and clipboard.




  “Going somewhere,” the guard asked?




  Keith was initially taken aback by his question but soon realized that the guard was just making small-talk.




  He answered proudly, “as a matter-of-fact, my brothers, some friends, and I are leaving for a hunting trip tomorrow. I’m looking forward to it.”




  “Really”, exclaimed the guard! “I love to hunt...where at?”




  “Ten days in the foothills of Tennessee...wild boar,” Keith added.




  Keith caught a glimpse of the guard’s expression and saw he was impressed. The last thing he wanted to do was get into a lengthy conversation with the man and exchange old hunting stories. He wanted out of the building and hurriedly signed the space next to his printed name in the register, while noting the departing time by looking at his watch.




  He stopped the guard short as he was about to speak when he said, “Oh man, look at the time. If I don’t get going, I’m gonna miss my flight. Nice talkin’ to ya. Have a good weekend.”




  He waved good bye to the security officer at the same time as he pushed through the revolving door set, thinking to himself that he just lied again. There was no flight to catch, he was driving to Tennessee. Entering the glass door cylinder, he heard the guard’s voice again.




  “Good luck and good hunting!”




  Steiner felt the ‘whoosh’ of the air as he broke into the sun filled atmosphere of Bloomfield, Michigan. He rushed across the parking lot with key fob in hand, clicking the button that would have normally opened his car door, but he soon remembered that the fob wasn’t functional for that purpose. He opened the car using the key. Keith clamored in to the car sitting in the front seat and held the fob between his fingers. He turned it on its’ side and pushed the small slide switch upward. As he activated the switch, a small metallic thumb drive protruded from the base of the device. The key fob was cleverly disguised. Steiner had just used it to download the confidential information from Harvey Financial an hour before.




  Stolen was a better word to use and he was never comfortable with this part of his job. The security measures on the twentieth floor of the building required something special and the hidden thumb drive was perfect. The FBI lab engineers outdid themselves this time.




  He retracted the thumb drive and pushed the slide bar shut. Keith put the key into the ignition.




  * * * *




  Alex Harvey stormed into his brother’s office.




  “He did it! That bastard somehow managed to pull our account data. I had the tech run the hard drive histories and it shows all of the off shore activity and the Euro accounts were viewed! That little shit has seen everything!”




  Alex was uncontrollably mad and directed his anger at his brother.




  Jacob Harvey, senior partner of the financial firm, Harvey Financial, set down the file he had been studying and rose up out of the large leather chair parked behind his solid oak desk. He glanced furtively at the mounting rage his partner and brother displayed, then slowly walked around to the front of the desk. He placed one hand up under his chin and braced that elbow with the other, beginning to pace back and forth. Racing through Jacob’s mind was, what he will tell his wife. Freddie will be furious. He thought. Damn, I can’t leave for Paris now!




  Alex Harvey waited a full minute before he couldn’t contain his next outburst any longer. He fired all his rage again at his older brother.




  “Aren’t you going to say anything? This is your fuckin’ fault!” he yelled.




  Jake stopped pacing, turned to face his accuser sibling and narrowed his brow with a strong facial grimace.




  “Just how in the hell do think this is my fault? We...and I mean you and I, agreed to allow Steiner access to everything. We already discussed this. The SEC would have popped a warrant on our asses if we hadn’t cooperated and they would have confiscated it all. He was supposed to look at only hard copy files. How did he gain access to the disc storage files?”




  Alex reminded his brother that the entire filing system of Harvey Financial is in the process of being backed up on disc storage but is password protected, known only to the two of them.




  “Are you accusing me of giving Steiner the code?” Jake roared.




  “No, that’s not what I’m saying,” Alex tried to explain.




  “When we knew an audit was coming, I tried to convince you to have files pre-printed...ones that could be handed over to the SEC, but you argued with me. You said to let their investigator look at anything he wanted. Well, I made sure Steiner was never left alone but he kept jumping around the data we gave him. I had to enter the computer room several times to supply him with his follow up requests. Steiner must have somehow hacked our system when I researched the storage files for his date requests.”




  Jake was unconvinced.




  “That’s not possible and you know it. We have the best firewall protection money can buy. Your idea of printing out all the records and swamping him with paperwork would have wiped out all the trees in Oakland County. He couldn’t have possibly left the building with any evidence. Our records for Nassau alone would fill a Bible-sized book and security assured me he was searched every day... coming and going out of the record vault. So how do we know those files have been compromised?”




  The fear and anger Alex had just revealed to his brother now turned into frustration.




  “We can’t take the chance. He downloaded it somehow. The history shows a data dump of fourteen years’ worth of records. We’ve got to operate on the assumption he has all the data. But the file is too damn big... he won’t be able to decipher it for days. You had better believe that once the SEC finds out, they will arrest us both. We still have time to retrieve it if we are careful, so I called my friend, Josh. I had to leave a message. He’ll know somebody who can get it back for us. It’s in his best interest, too.”




  Jake felt the hairs on his neck rise up and a tingling along his spine when his brother mentioned Josh. They’d used him once before when faced with a desperate situation, and that’s exactly what they were up against now. Jake knew that if the SEC has the info, it was just a matter of time before he and Alex were accused of improprieties in trading. The accusations alone would ruin their business and family name. Jake didn’t bother to tell Alex he was wrong. The SEC has no power to arrest or indict them...that would be up to the Justice Department.




  “Don’t do anything over the phone...get Josh to come here if you can,” he said. “We told him years ago we destroyed that data. You’re going to have to concoct some other bullshit story that pulls him into this.”




  Then Jake added, “And get that son-of-a-bitch in here who was supposed to be babysitting Steiner. I want to talk to that asshole!”




  Alex got up and left. Jacob reached for his cell to call his wife.




  Chapter 3




  “We are all faced with great opportunities brilliantly disguised as a series of impossible situations.”—C. Swindoll




  Sunday morning




  (Appalachia)




  John Bethany took in another deep gulp of cold air. He pulled his arm up alongside his body and found the inside pull tab of the zipper to the sleeping bag. He slid the zipper down far enough to let his legs out of the bag, folding them over the edge of the cot. Taking great care not to wake the woman next to him, he grabbed his boots from the tent floor and lifted the flap, letting himself out into misty air of Tennessee’s Great Smokey Mountains. The morning view was beautiful and John readily took it in.




  Dawn spikes of sunlight stabbed through the autumn stands of trees and lit up the colorful varieties of leaves. The morning moisture blanketed the valleys and wispy clouds filled the bright blue sky. As he sat on the edge of a log pulling on his boots, John dropped his gaze from the glorious natural surroundings and looked at the remnants of last night’s fire. It was still smoldering.




  He rose from the makeshift seat and pulled open the backpack hanging from the tent pole. The collapsible shovel he found was easy to assemble and John began scattering the rock curb around the charred branches in the center of the fire pit. Scooping up fresh earth nearby, he next covered the ashes and watched as the last trails of smoke wafted from the pile.




  “I was looking forward to a nice warm breakfast.”




  John turned toward the female voice and looked up to see Anita Spears standing in the tent opening. She had a blanket wrapped over her shoulders and was still in her stocking feet, holding her boots. John thought how beautiful she looked against the sunlit background.




  “I can’t take the chance,” he said, dropping another shovel full of dirt on the ashes. “We don’t have enough water to put out a new fire. We’ll need what we’ve got left to finish our trip today; it’s about a five-hour hike. I’ll buy you a huge hot meal tonight when we get in, complete with a big cup of steaming coffee.”




  “Deal,” she said.




  Anita tip-toed to the log seat John had recently vacated. She brushed off the dirt on her socks and started to lace on her boots. Soon, she too was overcome with the surrounding beauty and spent a full minute viewing the panorama of the mountainous countryside.




  “Too bad this is our last day, John. I’ve really enjoyed myself. City girl that I am, I never thought I’d spend a whole week of my vacation time hiking through the woods. I’m glad you planned this little trip, but I’ve got to wonder how many of your other girlfriends shared sleeping bags with you.”




  Anita hadn’t anticipated his answer.




  “None...only you. Most of ‘em were so fat they wouldn’t have fit in the bag anyway. Besides, you were the only one I could con into a trip like this.”




  “Well, you could con me into doing this again anytime.” She sounded pleased.




  “Just thank the Gods the weather cooperated,” John added. “It can get very nasty up here this time of year. We really lucked out. If the weather had been bad at all, you probably wouldn’t be talking to me right now.”




  “Oh, I’d be talking to you alright, but it wouldn’t be with this calm tone of voice,” she quickly explained.




  John glanced in her direction to see she was letting him know a hard truth. Her eyes said it all and he let her last statement soak in, knowing she was right. They had gotten lucky. This was the first vacation they had taken with each other since they began dating. They had spent weekends together before, but John knew the best way to really get to know one another was camping, and Anita proved to be a natural. John knew her job as a medical forensics investigator had already hardened her in life, but he was mildly surprised to find she’d so readily adapted to the rigors of the outdoors.




  “Why don’t you grab a couple of energy bars and I’ll start packin’ up. I want to get back to Monteagle before three. The rest of the trail is mostly all downhill from here. We might even have enough time to grab a show in Nashville before we head back home.”




  Anita didn’t argue. She immediately ducked back into the tent looking for the bag that held their food. John continued to busy himself around the campsite, gathering all the equipment they’d left outside the tent overnight. He pulled the map they had been using out of his backpack and retraced the hike they had made over the last few days. He confirmed the last leg of their trek would be approximately ten miles, and since they had been averaging two miles an hour along this portion of the Appalachian Trail, another five hours is all they would need.




  Anita popped out of the tent holding two ‘nutra-snacks’ and a packet of moist wipes. She gave him a small kiss then handed both bars to John and headed off to the edge of the trees with the wipes.




  John jokingly asked, “Are you headed to the restroom?”




  “I can’t fool a great detective like you, Sergeant Bethany,” she chuckled.




  He raised his voice as she got farther away. “I left the seat down for you!”




  John laughed to himself as she ducked out of sight.




  With Anita gone, John walked the perimeter of the tent pulling the pegs out of the ground. He then knocked the poles inward and watched as it slowly collapsed on itself as the air breathed out of it. He finished rolling and folding up the tent to fit its’ carry-all and strapped it to his backpack just as Anita reappeared. He handed her an energy bar and they quickly devoured breakfast.




  Anita joined into the departure preparations and helped him retrieve the remainder of the equipment. Importantly, they donned the ‘blaze orange’ vests and caps hunters wear during the season. For the past few days, they have shared the state trails with the thousands who roam these forests in search of game. It was the law in Tennessee to have orange on at this time of year, whether you are a hunter or not.




  Together they assisted each other hoisting their backpacks onto their shoulders, and then headed off in the direction of a trail not yet traveled. John turned and took one last look at the camp the two had shared. He smiled to himself and was thankful that Anita was no slouch. She was carrying at least thirty-five pounds of equipment to his fifty and easily kept pace with him, resting only when he insisted.




  Fifty or so minutes into the last leg of their journey, John noticed the morning mist had burned off. The view across the valley had now become even more colorful as additional peaks in the distance were exposed to the sun. The gentle downward grade they were walking seemed to assist their pace and before long they encountered a trail marker that said they were only seven miles from their destination, South Cumberland State Park.




  John knew that the distance on the mile marker meant it was only to the edge of the park. They would still have to walk an additional mile to get to the vehicle he had left at the park recreation center.




  John and Anita’s day progressed nicely. Since it had started to get warmer, the couple had stopped once, about an hour into the journey, to shed some clothing. Now, well into their second hour, John decided it was time to rest again. They both dropped their backpacks and headed in different directions to relieve themselves. Returning to their equipment, they each sat down and had just started to share a handful of trail mix and bottled water when Anita rose to her feet, stretching her neck and cupping her ear to catch a distant sound.




  “Do you hear that?” she asked John.




  John focused his senses at her inquiry and picked up a familiar wail as the wind changed direction. He didn’t have to strain to hear it.




  “Sounds like a bunch of sirens,” he answered. “C’mon, let’s see what’s going on. It can’t be far from here.”




  They hurriedly threw on their backpacks and continued along the trail doubling their prior pace. With Anita in the lead, the sounds got louder as they descended the low grade and both of them knew they were closing on the scene. At the next bend in the trail, John caught a glimpse of highway 24, the road they’d used to drive to the park. This first view of civilization in five days distracted him and he pulled up short to avoid running into Anita who was stopped at the edge of a clearing. The sight in front of them was familiar.




  Emergency vehicles of all types filled the opposite end of the clearing. Police, fire rescue, EMS, four-wheelers, and even several people on horseback were gathered together in a swarm. A mix of orange, yellow and lime green vests covered everyone.




  “You don’t suppose they’re looking for us?” John uttered.




  “Only if they knew we were dead,” countered Anita. She pointed to her left and said, “Look, here comes the ‘meat’ wagon!”




  Chapter 4




  “Change your own destiny or somebody else will.”—J. Welch




  The outer office waiting area of the Harvey Financial boardroom was every bit as ornate as the rest of the building. The chairs were high-back, winged and leather upholstered with large buttoned appointments. The lighting was soft with shaded lamps on each wall. A solid maple coffee table was littered with money magazines and the latest Wall Street Journal. An ashtray made of carved quartz sat at one end. The secretary’s desk was huge and her credenza was an identically carved match. Even the water cooler looked expensive; it was trimmed in polished brass identical to the waste basket.




  Benny Goodwin liked working here. As he sat waiting in the vestibule, he kept thinking of how much money was spent to impress current and prospective clients. His bosses, the Harveys, lacked little in extravagance and even less on taste. They obviously hired the best interior decorators to promote a sense of shameless wealth and they treated their employees just as well, sparing no expense. Lavish gifts, holiday and birthday bonuses, vacation pay and other perks were the norm at Harvey Financial, and Benny thought he was waiting outside Jack’s office for just such a shot at another huge payday.




  Benny tried to remain calm.




  His wait was over as the secretary motioned for him to enter Jake’s office.




  * * * *




  The red light on the answering machine showed three new messages.




  Joshua Levi Horowitz pressed the button to listen to the first. It was from his sister, wanting to know if he was still going to ‘think about’ coming to dinner on the Sabbath or if he had made up his mind. He advanced the tape. The second was from the local pharmacy reminding him that his prescription had been filled. The third was from Alex Harvey.




  Josh looked at the time on the recorder and noted the call had come in less than an hour ago. It was now nine at night in Jerusalem and that meant it would be one in the afternoon in Detroit. He sat next to the machine and replayed the last message.




  Alex had only said, “We have a problem only you can solve, hurry.”




  Josh took in a deep breath. The long awaited repayment of his debt had arrived and he gave a second thought as to whether or not he should return this call.




  His involvement with the Harvey brothers started in 1991 when he was an officer in the Israeli Army. That was his cover story. Alex Harvey too, was an officer, but in the US Army, assigned to the Special Envoy to Israel. Josh and Alex met for the first time shortly after Iraq invaded Kuwait. President Bush had sent an advance team to Israel to diplomatically thwart any attempt by Israel to get involved in the conflict. As the President built his coalition of nations to repel the Iraqi attack, he purposefully excluded the Israelis on the national level, yet secretly included them on all defensive measures.




  Long before Operation Desert Storm began, Major Alex Harvey and his unit began site location searches for the Patriot missile defense systems with the help of Mossad Colonel Joshua Horowitz and his team. Israel requested such measures because their own ‘Iron Dome’ missile system was not yet perfected. As predicted, once Saddam’s army started firing the SCUD missiles into Israel, it took every bit of diplomatic arm-twisting on the part of the President to hold the Israelis back. Thanks to his advisors on the national security level, the preparations and deployment of the Patriot missiles helped to keep the conflict from escalating and destroying the bonds of the coalition.




  During that time, Josh and Alex formed a bond of their own and became good friends. Alex Harvey confided everything to Josh, even his plans for after the war. He let Josh know about the business started by his father and how he and his brother were slated to take over.




  He also let him know how most of the seed money for the business had come pouring in from rich Jewish families both at home and abroad, mainly from those who’d survived the Holocaust. Josh took all the information in. His job as a Mossad operative keened his interest and left little doubt that Alex Harvey would one day soon become an inadvertent pawn in the defense of his country, Israel.




  Sooner than anyone expected, Joshua was presented with such an opportunity.




  At wars’ end, the Mossad hierarchy proposed to continue the fight in retaliation for Iraq’s bombing of Israel. Most of their revenge would be enacted by deep cover agents within Iraq. Political subversion, sectarian religious unrest and even assassinations would be conducted in Iraq and other countries in their region as well, all for the purpose of driving a wedge further into Arab unity. The question was how to fund it.




  The top operatives knew direct funding from the coffers of the Israeli government would pinpoint their involvement. They needed a different approach and Joshua Horowitz had the answer.




  In 1993, Joshua traveled to the US on the guise of cementing security relations and linked up with his old friend, Alex. He met his brother, Jacob and they all partied like long lost pals. Once Alex had left the service, his father let the brothers take over the firm and then retired. Now that the reins of Harvey Financial were in the grasp of the free thinking brothers like himself, Joshua proposed his little idea that the intelligence gurus had cooked up.




  Under the direction of the Mossad, the Harveys would siphon off returns and dividends from their wealthiest clients and deposit these funds into a single account in the Caymans. Those funds would then transfer to accounts in tax-free nations and be redistributed back into several European accounts, each time buying up different currencies to hide the trail of origination. For their participation, the Harveys would get insider information each time the Israeli Defense Department was about to make armament purchases from US companies. They could invest firm funds in those companies prior to contract committals. The stock gains would be enormous and would be used to refund the client accounts and dividends. A tidy profit would also be reaped for the Harveys.




  Joshua Levi Horowitz spelled out what amounted to nothing more than a ‘Ponzi’ scheme, but this one was different. The future income would come from the insider trading information, not recruiting and relying on new accounts. Unlike a ponzi money flow, this would work flawlessly in theory. Joshua was utterly convincing as he also appealed to their roots of Judaism, their patriotic sense of duty to their mother country of Israel, and especially their greed.




  Conning Alex was easy. Jacob, however, was a much harder sell. Josh was asking them to finance criminal intent and murder. He was worried that it all might be discovered, implicating them and ruining the family name. Joshua had a hard sell but proved to Jake his idea was well insulated. Eventually, the brothers succumbed to the plan and their guilt completely disappeared with the passing of their father. In the following years, surprisingly, the scheme was working well, and for nearly the next decade, it helped to propel the Harvey firm into top financial stardom. Money flowed into their asset management arms, and Alex and Jake rode the waves of prosperity on a giant surfboard of cash.




  The Israelis profited too.




  They flooded the continent with new agents and tactics, paid for by unknowing American Jewish millionaires. Had the plan been exposed, it would have shown its’ roots of origin in the U.S., and the fallback was the CIA. The American spy agency would have been fingered. The Mossad teams were flush with the Harvey operating capital and it was used to buy new infiltrators of every Arab country and Jewish hate group. The security grip the little empowered country of Israel now had just wrapped itself around all of its neighbors necks a bit tighter.




  Then on one September morning, the Arab terror of 911 changed all that.




  As the world reeled in shock, the United States and other nations banded together to freeze possible terrorist assets after the attack. Bank accounts across the world were scrutinized more so than ever. The Mossad operation fund had to be neutralized. Joshua Horowitz returned to the U.S. to shut it down and to thank the brothers for their participation, letting them know he was forever in their debt. His plan had worked flawlessly. Joshua Horowitz rose to the top of the Mossad organization with the help of the Harvey brothers and he would not forget...




  Josh stopped reminiscing and listened to the tape of Alex’s voice on his answering machine one more time before he erased it. He reached into a drawer and grabbed a secure satellite cell phone.




  * * * *




  “Sit down Benjamin, I have some questions for you,” Jake Harvey said.




  Benny found the biggest chair across from Jake’s desk and fell into it. He eased back and rested his arms on his lap after crossing his legs.




  The elder Harvey brother noticed that the man seemed to be too comfortable, but this was not going to be a comfortable conversation. As he spoke, he intentionally made Benny feel ill-at-ease.




  “This is not going to be a pleasant conversation,” Jake barked, “I’ve just been given some information I find very disturbing, and I’m afraid it involves you.”




  Benny moved to the edge of the seat.




  “But first, I want you to tell me everything you know about Keith Steiner. I want to know where he’s going, I want to know where he’s staying, what kind of car he’s driving, what his likes and dislikes are. I want to know what he had for fuckin’ breakfast and I want to know how he tapped our fuckin’ files!”




  Chapter 5




  “A lie travels half way around the world before the truth can get its pants on.”—W. Churchill




  Friday Night




  The drive was beginning to get a little uncomfortable.




  Keith Steiner had been behind the wheel of his car for over eight hours, stopping only once along the way for fuel and a restroom break.




  The dashboard GPS had just voiced a command to exit the expressway in one mile. Keith recognized that this last leg of the journey would take him farther south along US 24 to the small town of Monteagle, where he would find his hotel and get some rest. Another few minutes and he would be there. He fidgeted in his seat again as he approached the exit.




  Keith had been planning this trip for a year. He, his brothers, Tim and Evan, and three of their friends had made reservations with a local outfitter to hunt feral hogs on a five hundred-acre game preserve. The plan was for everyone to meet late Saturday where they could go over any last minute details and purchase any needed supplies. They would all have dinner that evening then awake early Sunday for the trek to the outfitter.




  The slight break between the time he would arrive at the Super 8 and when he had to meet up with the boys was going to be very relaxing. Keith’s tired body was in need of at least eight hours sleep. He had been putting in long hours poring over the financial records of Harvey Financial. His two-week assignment had turned into three when he discovered several transactions that didn’t conform to the government reporting rules.




  Well aware he would be infringing on his planned vacation if he continued to pursue leads, he’d asked for the additional time from his superiors to access more records. Keith had persisted and found a trail of illegal transactions that led straight to the Harvey brothers. Knowing quite well what he’d found would begin a full investigation by the FBI, the Securities and Exchange Commission, and other law enforcement groups, Keith had opted to copy the documents using the disguised flash drive. Had he waited and obtained a warrant and court order for seizure, it would have been necessary for him to be present and that would have made him cancel his planned hunting trip.




  Although his investigation was far from routine, Keith had decided to hold off until he returned. He would show the evidence to his bosses at the FBI first, then the SEC liaisons, asking them for further instructions on how to proceed. Even though he knew what the answer and outcome would be, he’d let his selfishness rule. Nothing was going to ruin this vacation with his family.




  As Keith continued along southbound 24, he calculated in his mind when he might find time to view the data he had so carefully removed from the Harvey record storage. Once he checked into the hotel, he had to get some rest. The only time he might be able to download it to his computer and start reading it over might be Sunday night, but only if they got back to the hotel at a reasonable hour because they’d have to be up early again on Monday for the morning hunt.




  Keith put those thoughts out of his mind as the voice command of the GPS told him he was a quarter of a mile from his destination. He focused on the roadway to find the entrance and flipped on his turn signal, slowly entering the parking lot. He found a spot across from the lobby doors and decided to get his luggage out now instead of returning for it later. He positioned the shift lever in ‘park’ and opened the driver’s side door, pressing at the same time the trunk release button on the armrest.




  He moved to the back of the vehicle, pulled out his gun case and set it on the ground. Keith then removed two duffle bags and replaced the gun case in the trunk. There was no reason to bring the guns into the room, he thought to himself.




  Keith slammed the trunk shut and lifted the two bags with one hand. As he did so, he clicked the key fob to lock the car but the familiar security chirp and flash of his headlights did not occur. Keith looked down at the fob and chuckled to himself. He dropped his keys into his pocket and opened the car door with his free hand locking the vehicle by pressing the door switch.




  It was almost eleven at night when Steiner walked away from the car toward the motel lobby.




  * * * *




  Alex Harvey pulled the vibrating cell phone from his pocket and looked down at the number that was calling. He didn’t recognize it, or the area code, and was about to let it go into voice mail when he pressed the talk button.




  “Hello,” he gingerly answered. The voice on the other end belonged to Joshua Horowitz. He was very specific and to the point.




  “Alex, it’s me. Listen carefully. Go to the nearest phone store and buy two cell phones each with 5 minutes overseas air time...then call me back in one hour at this number.”




  The voice of Josh Horowitz was very clear. Alex looked down at his phone again and saved the phone number in his address book. He didn’t hesitate to react to the instructions that Josh had just ordered. He marched out of his office and stopped by his secretary’s desk just long enough to let her know he was taking a long lunch.




  * * * *




  Jacob Harvey stood up and slammed his hand on the desk.




  “Now get out of my sight and get your ass down to record storage. Find out how Steiner made off with those records and report back to me or Alex right away. You’re lucky I don’t fire you right now!”




  Benny Goodwin was visibly shaken and on the verge of tears. He gathered himself and hurried to the office door. Closing it behind him, Benny looked up at Jake’s secretary and saw she was concerned. She had been witness to heated arguments over the years in the nearby boardroom, but the muffled yelling and swearing coming from Jake’s office—she had never heard that before. She knew Benny had just gotten the tongue-lashing of his corporate life and his body language gave it away.




  Benny moved toward the elevator like a whipped puppy with his tail between his legs as Jacob Harvey settled back into his oversized desk chair. He covered his eyes with his hands and let his rage recede. After twenty minutes of grilling Benny Goodwin, he was tired, not physically, but rather tired of listening to Benny’s excuses. There was no way Steiner could have downloaded any data without Benny’s knowledge. Jake refused to listen to any scenario Benny presented, but he did manage to find out a significant amount of information regarding Steiner and his upcoming vacation plans.




  Apparently, Benny Goodwin and Keith Steiner managed to strike up a shared friendship due to their love of the outdoors. Although Benny wasn’t a hunter, he did enjoy fishing and he told Jake that the two of them had shared their individual adventures from around the country. Steiner, just being friendly, had all but given his full vacation itinerary to Benny.




  * * * *




  Josh Horowitz glanced at his watch and noted the time. It was getting close to an hour since he had called Alex. His mind raced with troubled thoughts. What possibly could Alex be so worried about? What problem could only he solve? Why the urgency?




  The secure cell phone started to buzz and Josh knew the answers were now within his reach. He spoke first to Alex to lay down some ground rules.
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