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“Men are more moral than they think and far more immoral than they 
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Chapter One 
“Are you sure you want to do this?” 

“No, I’m not…so let’s go see Bob and  
get it done before I change my mind.”

I
t was pouring down rain when Jim O’Brian pulled into police parking at the U.S. 
Courthouse at 312 N. Spring Street in Los Angeles. He exited the car, clicked the 
key fob on his key ring, and the car horn beeped, announcing the vehicle was locked. 

He ran through the rain for the main entrance and entered the building. He showed 
his ID even though everyone knew him. He sped through and took the elevator to 
Department G-23, the U.S. Marshal’s office. Dawn Sanchez sat at the reception desk 
in full uniform typing on her computer. She didn’t look up, instead she said, “Good 
morning, Jim. Barbara’s down in holding processing some prisoners.” He walked over 
to the “Wanted” board to see who they were looking for and paused for a few minutes 
before Dawn looked up at him and pointed at a waiting room chair and instructed 
him to sit. He knew not to cross Dawn. She was a foxy little pit bull, all of five foot 
tall and ninety pounds, but she was a smart, sexy, and lethal Latino woman who had 
the voice and accent of an angel and the temper of a rabid jackal.  “I know you’re 
nervous, Jim, but just relax.” He pulled out a cigarette from his top left pocket which 
drew a frown from Dawn. He clinched it in his teeth, and Dawn told him he was a bad  
influence. “What did I do?” “You know damn well what you did. Barb hadn’t had a 
cigarette in over twenty years, and then you come back into her life, and she’s smoking 



2 • Chapter One

again.” “Hey, she’s a grown woman. I had nothing to do with that!” She shook her 
head. “You’re enough to drive a person to drink.” That drew a laugh from him. “Did 
she tell you that I got her hooked on scotch again? So, she smokes and drinks. Now 
that I hear myself saying it, you’re right…I am a bad influence.” She shot him another 
dirty look just as Barbara came into the office. “Well…look who’s fuckin’ on time!” 
He smiled and said, “I’m always on time for a good fuckin’, and that’s what we’re 
getting, right?” She shook her head and motioned for him to follow her. Dawn yelled 
at him as he passed by. “And she didn’t used to curse like a sailor either.”

They went back to her office, and she asked him to sit while she changed her 
clothes. “Why? Aren’t we doing this here in the building?” She rolled her eyes and 
left. When she returned ten minutes later, she was totally transformed. She was out 
of her gray uniform and dressed in a beautiful white gown, her red hair in a cute 
bun, and her makeup fresh. Dawn was behind her, and Jim whistled as she walked 
in. “Don’t go there,” she said. He stood up and walked over to her. “Are you sure 
you want to do this?” “No, I’m not…so let’s go see Bob and get it done before  
I change my mind.” 

Judge Robert Harris was the senior federal judge for the Central District of 
California and one of Jim and Barbara’s best friends. The duty marshal knocked on 
his chamber door. “Enter,” he bellowed, and in came Jim and Barbara. He looked at 
her and smiled, “You look radiant.” She blushed. He looked at Jim, with the smoke 
between his teeth and his wrinkled suit wet from the rain and said, “You look like 
a skid row bum.” He turned to Barbara and asked if she was sure she wanted to 
do this. “Like I told bumbles over there … No! So let’s get it over with before I 
change my mind.” There was a snicker, and he ordered the two to stand in front of 
him and join hands. With a few quick words, it was over, and they all signed the 
marriage license. Just like that, they were married again. “So, where are you two 
kids going to honeymoon?” Bob asked, sitting down in his chair. “Oh, we have a 
romantic honeymoon planned,” Barbara said sarcastically. “I’m going back to my 
office to change back into my uniform, and Jim is headed over to see Steve and 
John at the federal building for a meeting. Isn’t that right, sweetheart?” He nodded. 
Bob just shook his head as the two left his office. He called to them as they were 
leaving. “You two know that you are married for life this time. I can’t think of a soul 
that would have the two of you outside of each other.” He let out a loud laugh as  
his office door closed.  
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John was sitting at his desk when Jim walked into the office. The placard on the 
door and on his desk said it all, “Special Agent John Swenson, Behavioral Science.” 
“Damn…if you had told me six months ago that you would be here as a full-time 
special agent I would never have believed it.” John never looked up, just kept typing 
away on his laptop. He was dressed in a blue short sleeve polo shirt with the FBI 
logo on the front. His muscular arms made him look like a cartoon character that 
you wouldn’t want to piss off or run into pissed off in a dark alley. He typed away as 
Jim walked around his office. He walked over to the “Most Wanted” and “Missing 
Persons” boards and looked over the familiar names. “Hmm…Walter Cruthers.” He 
heard the typing stop and looked over to see John staring at him. “I’m sorry, John. I 
didn’t mean to disturb you.” Jim put his hand under his chin looking at the board and 
said, “I’m sorry, man, but Walter Cruthers is dead!” John went back to typing as Jim 
kept scanning the flyers when a photograph caught his eye and his emotions. “Where’s 
Steve?” “In his office.” Jim pulled the flyer off the board. He held it tightly between 
his fingers, and his hands trembled. “Molly Marie Hoffman.” John stopped typing and 
looked over at Jim just as Steve walked in. 

Jim had tears in his eyes. “I got married today!” Steve nodded and looked down at 
the flyer Jim held. “Congratulations, Jim,” Steve said, taking the flyer from his fingers 
and pinning it back on the board. “I’m sorry that we missed it, but John and I have 
been working on a new profile.” John looked on, trying to conceal his emotions. “We’re 
going to find her, Jim,” Steve said emphatically. “If anyone can, it’s you two.” He tried 
to put on a smile but couldn’t.  “So, where are we, John?” “I have to admit that this 
killer has me confused.” Jim sat down and looked at John with amazement. “YOU…
confused?” He nodded. “It just doesn’t add up.” Steve took a document from John and 
started reading. John handed one to Jim. Steve put it on the desk. “John, I don’t give a 
shit what you think. The Iron Eagle took my wife.” “No, he didn’t, Steve. The timeline 
doesn’t match up.” Jim sat down and asked, “Are you back on the Cruthers thing again?” 
He nodded and John continued. “Steve, the timeline doesn’t lie. Everything that we have 
places The Eagle at the Cruthers mansion at the time that Molly disappeared.” “I’ve 
seen the goddamn timeline, and I’m telling you that the son of a bitch grabbed Molly 
at the airport when she dropped Gail off.” Steve’s anger was at a boiling point. “He’s 
not omnipresent, Steve. There’s no way. Not based on the time of the 911 call from the 
Cruthers residence at seven fifty p.m., and the eyewitness accounts of a man dressed in 
black fleeing the scene shortly after eight p.m. while the Cruthers land line was still open, 
and the 911 operator was calling out to the unknown caller. We can place The Eagle at the 
Cruthers mansion at approximately eight p.m. that night. Molly was to drop off Gail at 
five p.m., but her flight was delayed until eight thirty due to weather at Newark Airport. 
We have surveillance video of Gail and Molly eating and drinking at Huskers Bar until 
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seven forty-five p.m. in the airport, and then Gail and Molly saying their goodbyes at the 
security check point at seven fifty p.m. The last surveillance video we have of her is at 
eight ten p.m. as she walked past the concrete post where her car was parked.” 

“Fuck you…I’m not letting this go. That son of a bitch took Molly and Gail two 
nights before.” “Steve,” Jim said calmly, “as much as you hate to hear this, John’s 
right. Someone took Molly, but it wasn’t The Eagle.” Steve stood up and started to 
pace the office. “Then, he’s working with someone else, and they took her for him.” 
John and Jim both shook their heads. “You know that The Eagle works alone. That 
doesn’t fit at all. Besides, we’ve asked you this a dozen times in the past six months, 
what reason would The Eagle have to take Molly?” He sat back down in the chair and 
stared at the poster in front of him. “It isn’t getting any easier, guys,” he said softly, 
“the love of my life is gone. She’s out there somewhere. If you could only be in my 
head, in the nightmares I’m having about what he’s done or is doing to her.” “I don’t 
have to imagine, Steve,” John said quietly, “I’m still searching for the man who killed 
my wife.” Steve nodded. “Yea, John, but you have some sense of closure. I know, 
not in a good way, but you know where Amber is. You know what happened to her. 
You know what type of animal you’re looking for.” He paused. “You have been able 
to move on with your life.” John looked down at his desk. “It took me many years to 
even start, Steve.” He sat quiet in the chair across from John. “Maybe, but you finally 
did. What changed it for you? What made you take the next step in life and move on 
after so many years?” 

John sat back in his chair and folded his hands. “It wasn’t just one thing. It 
was a combination of things. The first was seeing Sara again after all those years. I 
was so afraid that she would bring back all of the memories of Amber that haunted 
me, but that’s not what happened. We realized, I realized, that I was depriving 
myself and Sara of the opportunity to grieve together. They were best friends, and 
we found that we could reminisce and laugh about Amber’s life, and I didn’t have 
to obsess about her death.” “And the others?” Steve asked. “The Cruthers crime 
scene changed me as well.” Steve and Jim both nodded at the revelation. “That 
crime scene changed everyone who worked it,” Jim said, sitting back in his chair, 
“that was one sick fuck. Man…you guys can plaster missing posters all over the 
place, but I’m telling you that he’s swimming with the fishes…I know The Eagle 
sunk him in the bottom of the Pacific,” Jim said calmly. They were all silent for 
a while before Jim spoke in a quiet voice. “I just wish I could have been there to 
help.” Steve chimed in. “On that note, all The Eagle left was his calling card, his 
emblem on an index card on the photo printer stand in the closet of that secret 
room. He didn’t do his grandiose confession and DVD.” John looked at both of 
them. “He didn’t need to. The old saying ‘a picture’s worth a thousand words’ 
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says it all on that crime scene.” “The coast guard has been trolling the sea, but the 
area where Cruthers’ boat’s GPS led them is one of the deepest channels off the 
California coast. The depth of the water out there is over fifty-five hundred feet. The 
sea will keep Mr. Cruthers’ secrets,” said Jim. They all sat silent as Steve rocked 
in his chair. John looked over at him and said, “We’ll find Molly, and if we don’t 
The Eagle will.” Steve’s anger flared. “If I learn anything about Molly as a result 
of The Eagle, I will know he was the one who was involved in this. I want to find 
The Eagle, and when I do I will kill him myself.” Jim and John both shushed him. 
“Don’t even talk like that, Steve,” John said, “the last thing you want the top brass 
thinking is that you’re out for vigilante justice.” 

He nodded his head. “I know, I know. I just can’t get it out of my head.” Jim 
tried to change the subject. “When’s the last time you spoke to Gail?” “Yesterday. 
She’s having a hell of a time of it. Bob left her for his partner.” “I know that 
feeling,” Jim smarted off. “His partner’s a woman, smart ass.” “Huh!” Jim smirked. 
“So was Barbara’s.” Jim could see he was pushing humor too far. Steve continued. 
“She’s blaming herself for Molly’s disappearance. She’s a basket case.” John asked 
if she was working. “No…she got laid off. She’s looking for something.” Jim 
suggested that Steve invite her out to stay with him for a while. “It will give the 
two of you some company and also give her a chance to take a look at life from 
another perspective, a change of scenery.” John nodded and said, “It’s not a bad 
idea, Steve.” “It’s complicated, guys.” They looked at each other, and Jim being 
Jim blurted out, “Why? Because you fucked her?” Steve got pissed. “You know 
that I fucked her. I had two weeks of incredible sex with Gail and Molly…I didn’t 
have a fling with her. I didn’t cheat on Molly. I want Gail here, and at the same 
time I don’t.” “Because you have feelings for her, and you’re afraid those feelings 
will take your attention away from finding Molly?” John asked. He nodded. “Won’t 
happen.” Steve looked at John and asked, “How the hell do you know? How do 
you know that I won’t end up falling in love with Gail and forgetting all about 
Molly?” Jim chimed in. “Because you’ve always loved Gail. But that won’t push 
your attention away from finding Molly. In fact, I think it will do just the opposite. 
I think the two of you could feed off each other, pushing you toward finding Molly, 
not the other way around.” 

Steve got up and said, “I appreciate all of the support and advice, but we have 
a job to do. Now, three young boys have been killed in the past three months. John, 
you have this preliminary profile, and you think that there’s enough to go on to call 
this a serial killer.” He nodded. “Then, let’s get it up on the board. We have a new 
killer. We need to catch him before he kills again.” 
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Chapter Two
“Why the hell are they subpoenaing Sara?”

T
he rain was coming down in steady sheets when Billy Granger left the baseball 
field at Canoga Park High School headed for home. He had passed Driver’s 
Education; all he needed now was to take the driving test, so he could get his 

driver’s license and a car, so he could stop riding his bicycle home in the rain. He 
saw Gil Seabright waiting at the bus stop at the corner of Victory and Owensmouth 
and stopped to talk to him. “Hey Gil, wassup?” Gil shook his rain-soaked hoodie 
sweatshirt and said, “Nuttin… ‘sup with you?” “Was hopin’ the rain would stop for 
baseball tryouts but shittin’ from the sky.” Gil nodded. “Why you ridin’ in the rain, 
man? Put your wheels on the rack and ride the bus.” “Naw…I like the rain. ‘sides, this 
trip’s goin’ the wrong way.” “Buses run the other way, man!” “Naw, I like the rain.” 
The bus pulled up while they were talking, and they said goodbye. Gil jumped the 
bus, and Billy took off down Topanga to the apartment that he shared with his single 
mother right across the street from Lanark Park. As the bus passed, he rode into the 
intersection, and a car nearly hit him. He yelled some profanity, flipped off the driver, 
and rode on. The car went on behind the bus. It was a little red sedan, too hard to make 
out any detail in the rain. He rode up Topanga and turned in an alley before the park, 
taking a shortcut to his apartment. 

There was a nursing home on the corner across from the park, and he cut into the 
alley behind it. As he did, he noticed a pair of headlights gleaming off the rain-soaked 
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pavement ahead of him. He rode on, and the headlights stayed right on his tail. He 
made a switchback turn that took him back out to Topanga, but the headlights followed 
him. He looked back, and it was the small red car. “Shit…I pissed someone off…I’m 
gonna get my ass kicked.” He rode as fast as he could, the car still following him. He 
got to his building and dropped the bike and ran for the building entrance. He heard 
the engine on the car behind him rev as he approached the apartment security gate.

Doctor Sara Cook was finishing her rounds at Northridge Hospital when a loud 
clap of thunder caught her by surprise; she jumped, and one of the orderlies laughed at 
her. Sara sneered at her, and she skulked away. Sara had checked on the last admitted 
patient from her shift and was headed back to her office to finish up the day’s reports 
and intern and fellow reviews before going home. She walked into the physician’s 
lounge to get a cup of coffee when she ran into one of her colleagues walking with the 
hospital administrator, Martin Powers. They exchanged pleasantries, and Martin asked, 
“Sara, has there been any further news on the whereabouts of Walter Cruthers?” The 
question surprised her; Marty hadn’t asked her anything about Cruthers in quite some 
time. “Not that I know of. Why are you asking me?” He paused. “Well, I received the 
wedding invitation from you and John, and I thought perhaps you had heard something 
from him about the case.” She frowned. “Marty, just because I’m engaged to John 
doesn’t mean I know everything about every case he’s working on. The last I heard, 
Cruthers was still a missing person’s case.” “Well, given the news reports of what 
Cruthers did to those women and girls, I figured there was a real urgency to find 
him.” She nodded, sipping her coffee. “There is, Marty, but the FBI and local law 
enforcement aren’t genies, you know. They can’t just make people appear. I agree with 
you, though. I would sleep better at night if I knew where Cruthers was.” She walked 
toward her office, her back to Marty and her colleague, with a wry smile on her face.

When she got in, there was a pile of files on her desk, and she called to Rita, 
her assistant, and asked if everything she needed to see was there. The answer was a 
satisfying yes. So, she tunneled in, in the hopes of beating John home to surprise him 
with his favorite meal. It was half past three when she finished the files and got to 
her mail. “Junk, junk…” She looked at the thick envelope from a drug company and 
said, “Major junk!” At the bottom of the pile was an envelope from a law firm. She 
opened the letter and started reading. About halfway into it, she dropped it on her desk 
and called John in a panic. The phone rang, and a pleasant female voice answered. 
“Agent Hoffman’s office.” “Hi, Maggie, it’s Sara. Is John in?” “Yes, but he’s in a staff 
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meeting.” “Can you please interrupt him? It’s an emergency.” The line went silent then 
John picked up. “Sara…are you okay?” 

She spoke softly. “Honey, I’m fine. I think I’m fine…hell, I’m messed up.” “Okay, 
slow down. What’s going on?” “I just opened a letter addressed to me from a law 
firm in Los Angeles.” “Okay…” “The law firm claims to represent Molly Hoffman.” 
There was a moment of silence. “What?” “The letter states that they represent Molly 
Hoffman.” “Represent her in what?” “I don’t know. I didn’t read down that far. I 
freaked out.” “Well…read it with me on the phone.” She picked up the letter and 
attached documents and said, “The letter has a subpoena in it for a deposition in the 
divorce case of Molly Hoffman, Petitioner, versus Steven Hoffman, Respondent.” He 
was silent for a moment. “What’s the date of the letter?” “Holy shit! It’s dated seven 
months ago.” “What’s the postmark?” “The same.” “Scan it and email it to me.” “Do 
you think it’s a joke?” “I don’t know, Sara. It could be; it could also be a motive.” 
“What?” “Nothing. Scan it and email it ASAP. I might be a little late getting home.” “I 
hear that.” She ran the three page document through her scanner and then sent the file 
to John as a .pdf. “I sent it.” “Okay. Don’t say a word to a soul. I will see you at home. 
I love you.” “I love you, too, John. Please hurry home. I have a surprise for you.” “I’ll 
do my best, honey.” And the phone went dead. John was sitting at his desk, and his 
PDA notified him of receipt of the documents. He opened the document and read it; it 
had a case number. He pulled up the Los Angeles Superior Court website and logged 
into online services and pulled the case file. “Jesus Christ!” He printed the letter and 
case information and headed for Steve’s office.

Steve was on the phone when John knocked on his door. He waved him in, and 
John sat down with the copies in his hand. He hung up the phone and asked what he 
needed. John handed him the documents. He looked at them but didn’t say a word. 
“Steve, you obviously knew about this. Why don’t any of us?” He stood up from behind 
his desk and walked to the window where the sun was setting behind the dark clouds 
and rain, and he looked out with the documents behind his back. “We were trying to 
work things out.” “Steve, I don’t think I have to tell you that based on these documents 
you have a motive to make your wife disappear.” He turned to John with anger in his 
eyes. “She was fuckin’ unhappy and had been for a long time; we both were. That was 
what having Gail come out was all about. She wanted to spice things up and see if we 
could get back the spark.” John was calm. “I don’t care what the motivation was with 
Gail. Where were you when Molly disappeared?” His question was met with silence. 
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“Steve, you didn’t disclose this in the missing person’s report. You didn’t tell any 
of us this was going on. It looks really, really bad; it gives you a motive in Molly’s 
disappearance.” It was quite obvious that Steve was trying to control uncontrollable 
anger. “I had nothing to do with Molly’s disappearance!” John shook his head. “You 
can see how this is not going to play well in the investigation. How do you answer the 
question as to why you didn’t disclose this? In fact, this is a black eye on the Bureau’s 
reputation, as well as your own. We didn’t catch this public information. We need 
to see Ryan Skillen right now.” “This was private, John.” “It’s not private anymore. 
Look who the letter was addressed to.” Steve’s face didn’t change, so John got more 
animated. “Why the hell are they subpoenaing Sara? What would she know about your 
private life? How would she know you at all? And why haven’t Molly’s lawyers said a 
word about her disappearance?” Steve was now visibly nervous, something John had 
never seen before. “What’s Sara got to do with you, Steve?” “It’s a long story.” John 
sat back in the chair and said, “I’ve got all night.”
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Chapter Three
‘Well, shit, Steve, it’s never a good time for murder.”’

J
im’s cell rang just as he was sitting down to dinner with Barbara. She looked at him 
with impatience as he took the call. “O’Brian.” It was half past seven. “Okay…
who’s on scene? Okay, okay…I’m en route.” He closed his phone and kissed Barb 

on the mouth. “I’m sorry, sweetheart, but our wedding dinner will have to wait. The 
body of a teenage boy was just found near the lake at Reseda Park.” She didn’t say a 
word, just kissed him back and took the food into the kitchen.

Jim arrived on scene within minutes to find the park was bustling with activity. 
He spoke to one of the LAPD officers and asked for the responding officers. As he 
approached the officers, he recognized them from the last Basin River Killer scene 
and wondered how they would respond to him this time. The last time they met, they 
weren’t striking very nice notes. They saw him approaching and spoke up before he 
could get to them. “We received a call from Dispatch that a kid noticed someone on 
the island in the middle of the lake.” Jim nodded and asked them to continue. “When 
we arrived on scene, it was dark, so we used flashlights and could make out someone 
lying just out of the water on the concrete curb around the island. We called out to the 
subject, but there was no response. My partner jumped into the water and waded over 
to the island and discovered the body. It appears to be a teenage male.” “Where’s the 
kid who made the call?” “She’s over with our sketch artists.” “She saw something?” 
They nodded. He pulled his cell phone out and called Steve, who promptly told him 
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it wasn’t a good time to talk. “Well, shit, Steve, it’s never a good time for murder. We 
have the body of a teenager in Reseda Park. Would you and John like to get your asses 
over here and have a look-see?” There was silence. “Oh, I failed to mention, there’s 
a witness.” “We’re on our way.” Steve hung up the phone and asked if they could 
continue their silence in the car. That Jim had a body and a witness. They both jumped 
up, grabbed their coats, and headed for the elevator. 

When they got to the 405, it was jammed. “Sirens aren’t going to help at this 
hour,” said Steve. “Let’s take Sepulveda. We can bypass some traffic, and there’s a 
decent amount of shoulder. We can run lights and sirens,” John responded as Steve 
jerked the car around and turned onto Sepulveda. They were able to make it to the 
scene in less than ten minutes. Steve jumped out with John hot on his tail. They saw 
Jim standing near a LAPD van talking to a young woman. They walked up, listening 
as they approached. “Did you see a vehicle?” She nodded. Steve and John stepped into 
view, and the three broke away to talk. As John was looking around, Steve quizzed 
Jim. “What do you have?” “The body of a white male between fourteen and seventeen, 
left nude on the bank of the island.” “Coroner en route?” “Yea…” “How are they 
getting over to the crime scene?” “Walking through the lake. It’s only five feet deep.” 
Steve turned and asked, “John, let’s get some boats out here before someone fucks up 
our crime scene.” John called for their CSI team and ordered some boats. Steve joined 
Jim with the young girl who was the eyewitness. 

“What’s her name?” asked Steve. “Wauneta Harold.” Steve walked up to the van 
as John stayed within earshot. “Wauneta, my name is Special Agent Hoffman, and 
this is Special Agent Swenson. We’re with the FBI.” The girl looked about fifteen and 
said, “No shit…you FBI? You thinks I can’t read?” Steve’s face was shocked at the 
response. “I’m sorry?” “I axed if you thinks I’s a retard…I knows you is FBI by the 
initials on yo coat.” “How old are you, Wauneta?” “None a yo goddamn bizness…I 
tolds these fools all I seen.” Steve’s patience was running out, and Jim could see it. 
“Now, you listen to me, you little shit…I’m a federal officer. You show me some 
goddamn respect, or I’ll take your little ass downtown, and we can talk to you in a 
holding cell.” “Fuck you, man…you can’t do shit!” Jim barged in. “Okay, okay…let’s 
relax.” “Fuck you, too, sheriff man…yous mudda fuckers kill us niggas all the time.” 
John had heard enough and pulled the men aside and asked for a minute with her. They 
both threw their hands in the air and walked back to the lake’s edge where a sheriff’s 
dive rescue team was backing a boat into the water. 

John walked up to the LAPD van and asked the others to leave him alone with 
her. Pointing over to the yellow sheet-covered body, he said, “Do you want to end 
up like that?” She didn’t say anything. “Whoever did this is still here!” Her facial 
expression went from one of defiance to one of terror. “That’s right. Whoever did 
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this to that kid lying over there is still here, watching you sitting in the back of 
this van talking to us. “No!” “Oh…yes…now you’re going to tell me exactly what 
you saw, and then you’re going to get your little butt out of here, so you don’t get 
made by the killer. If you don’t tell me exactly what you saw, and if you still want 
to be a smart mouth, then I’m going to put you in handcuffs, and I’m going to 
walk you down to the water’s edge, and let you sit there in the rain with all of the 
bright lights on you, so the killer can get a good long look at your face. Then, I’m 
going to put my FBI jacket over your wet shoulders, so the killer knows exactly 
who you have been talking to. Then, instead of having a black and white drive you 
home and watch your house for a few hours, I’m going to make you walk home 
alone. Maybe the killer makes a move for you, and if you’re lucky we’re watching, 
and we catch him or her. Or maybe you’re not so lucky, and I come to your crime 
scene and look at your body under a yellow tarp. So what do you say? Want to 
talk to me respectfully and tell me what you saw or take your chances with the 
killer who is watching you and me right now?” She started shaking. “Guys…” John 
motioned to Jim and Steve. “Wauneta wants to cooperate with us and answer all of 
our questions, isn’t that right?” “Yes, sir!” she said quietly.

“What did you see?” asked Jim, holding his midi recorder near her mouth out of 
the rain. John had a tablet computer and was recording the conversation as well. “I 
sees a red car pull up and park in the parking lot where the old pool used to be. I sees 
a guy get out, and he went to the trunk of the car and pulled out what I thoughts was 
a big sack. He walks over to the lake and drops the sack in the water and just walks 
away.” Steve asked how she knew it was a person. “I was sitting here with some of 
my girlfriends and talking shit about some boys, but I be watching the sack floating 
in the lake.” “And…” “And I sees it hit the side of the island where they’s a dip; it 
started to rain like shit, man, so we went to move to the bathroom. When we came out, 
I sees that it ain’t no bag; it’s a person.” “How did you know?” “‘Cuz I looked over, 
and the wind and rain had pushed it up on the island, and I could see an arm.” “What 
did the man look like?” “He was a white boy, ‘bout five six, skinny. He was wearing 
dark pants with a lumberjack lookin’ shirt and white sneaks.” “A plaid shirt?” “If that’s 
what yous calls it.” “Then what happened?” “I told my friends, and I called 911 from 
my cell.” John asked her to describe the man’s face. “He’s pasty white, scary lookin’ 
dude…I didn’t pay that much attention.” “Did you see a hair color? “Dude was bald. I 
bemember dat ‘cuz I thought that dude too ugly and skinny to be so bald.” 

John leaned down and asked, “What model was the red car?” She looked into 
his blue eyes. “You scare me, Mister…” Jim and Steve looked at each other. “Good! 
The car.” “It was a Japanese lookin’ car. Toyota or Nissan, not new, older. The paint 
was faded. Hard to says with the rain.” “Okay,” said John, “these officers are going 
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to ask you some questions, so they can try to make a picture of him from what you 
remember.” He started to walk away with Steve and Jim when she called out. “Yous 
have someones drives me home, right?” “Right,” John answered as he walked with 
Steve and Jim. She called out, “You’s evil man…you’s got dead eyes. You’s evil.” 
John turned around, flanked by Jim and Steve and said, “If you believe what you just 
said, are you going to lie about anything?” She shook her head. “Then you be a nice 
polite young lady and answer all of the questions, or you’ll be walking home.” He 
turned back to the lake when Jim asked what the hell he said to her. He smiled. “I told 
her that you aren’t really a cop. You’re a crazy homeless guy, and if she didn’t answer 
our questions I was going to give you a car to take her home in.” They all laughed and 
climbed onto the boat headed for the island.

When they got there, they started processing the scene as they waited for their 
own teams. John lifted the yellow tarp and looked at the body. It was laying face 
down. It was cut and bruised on the back, the buttocks, and the backs of the legs. 
There was a small pool of blood coming out from under the body near the mid section. 
John took a gloved hand and tipped the body onto its side. The blood was coming 
from where the boy had been emasculated. Jim looked at the boy’s face. “This kid 
can’t be thirteen or fourteen.” They all agreed. “He was tortured and sodomized, 
then the killer emasculated him alive. He bled out before his body was dumped.” 
Jim and Steve looked at John as he spoke. “That’s a hell of a lot of information to 
glean from this scene.” John looked around and said, “The killer’s still here.” “On 
scene?” asked Steve. He nodded. “Where?” “I’m not sure…I want you two to keep 
processing the scene. I’m going to take a walk in the dark.” They didn’t question him 
anymore. They had seen enough strange shit with John that they trusted his instincts. 

John didn’t get back on the boat. He walked to the far end of the small island 
and slipped into the water in a dark corner. He lowered himself until his eyes were 
the only thing on the surface, and he moved so slowly that the water didn’t move 
around his body. He saw a dark patch of trees and bushes and moved slowly toward 
them. When he reached the concrete edge of the lake, he slowly lifted his body from 
the water and rolled out onto his belly and began to slowly inch his way into the 
thicket.  It was silent; he could hear only the gentle sound of the rain as it fell onto 
the trees and bushes, striking each leaf with a different melodic tone. He scanned 
the darkness until he could see an outer parking lot which was part of an apartment 
complex that backed up to the park. He crawled on his stomach through the short 
grass of the park until he came to the lot. He hunched down behind a parked truck 
and looked for signs of life. He knew the only way to ID the killer, if he was indeed 
there, was to make his presence known. He stood up and walked out into the lot and 
began walking behind the cars parked facing into the park and the lake. No sooner 
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had he started to move than a small vehicle started its engine and backed out fast, 
nearly striking him as he hit the ground. He followed the tail lights and the rear of 
the car with its blue and gold license plate. As it sped off onto Reseda Boulevard, he 
burned the license plate number into his mind.

Steve and Jim heard the tires squeal and saw the headlights of a car leaving a 
parking lot adjacent to the park. They saw the unforgettable silhouette of John walking 
across the shadowy lot. Steve looked at the image hard as John walked across the park; 
an image popped into his mind and must have come out of his mouth because Jim 
parroted it. “The Eagle.” “What about him? This is not the work of The Eagle.” Steve 
shook it off as John’s smiling face appeared on the edge of the lake. He yelled out to 
them. “Some kids making out. I think I scared them.” He walked back over to the boat. 
When he was back on the island, the coroner showed up as well as their teams, and 
they left the clean up to them, and Steve demanded an autopsy right away. When they 
were back on shore, Jim said, “I’m going home to my cold wedding night dinner, and, 
I’m sure, my angry wife.” He laughed as he lit a cigarette. 

The rain had settled into a light mist, and the three men walked across the park 
toward their cars. John cleared his throat and said, “Steve, you want to tell Jim now or 
wait until it’s in the newspaper?” Jim stared at the two of them, confused. “It’s not going 
to make the goddamn newspaper.” John nodded his head, and Jim asked what they 
were talking about. “I don’t think this is the time or place to have this conversation.” 
“There’s no better time or place to have it,” John said while looking at his boss with a 
bit of contempt.  “Fuck!” “You tell him, or I will.” John crossed his arms and waited. 
Steve dejectedly told him about the pending divorce. Jim had been holding the cigarette 
tight in his teeth when Steve made the confession, and it hit the pavement as his jaw fell 
open. “What the fuck?” That’s all he could get out. The three men stood still as Steve 
broke the silence by saying, “There’s a whole lot more to this than I can explain right 
now. I’m going home, and I’m going to call Gail, and then I’m calling Ryan Skillen 
for a meeting first thing in the morning to explain myself. Good night.” He walked 
off, leaving John stranded. “What the fuck just happened?” John looked at the ground 
and said, “My boss is now a suspect in his wife’s disappearance.” Jim shook his head. 
“Nope…not buying it…I’ve known Steve a lot of years. It looks bad, but we will get an 
explanation tomorrow. He loves Molly. He would never hurt her, no matter what was 
going on in their marriage.” “Can you give me a ride to Sara’s?” John asked. “Yea. Hop 
in.” Jim dropped him off and went home to have his meal with Barbara.
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Chapter Four
The Eagle whispered, “I’m sorry I didn’t  

get here sooner. He can’t hurt you anymore.”

J
ohn walked in the front door at Sara’s wet and tired. She wasn’t at her desk in 
her office. He walked through the small house until he found her sitting in the 
dining room with a glass of wine reading over the letter from the attorney. “Hey,” 

he said and sat down on one of the dark cherrywood chairs “Hey, yourself.” “Do 
you want to tell me why you would be being subpoenaed in Molly and Steve’s  
divorce case?” She picked up the wine bottle and poured more into her glass. “I’m 
sorry, honey. I can’t talk about it.” “You can’t talk about it, or you won’t?” She shook 
her head. “I can’t.” “Okay…can you at least answer this question? Is it personal or 
a HIPAA issue?” “Both.” “Sara, I’ve known you for a long time. Secrets aren’t your 
thing.” “This has nothing to do with a secret; it’s a professional responsibility.”  “I 
have to ask the question because it’s heavy on my mind. Did you and Steve have an 
affair?” She took a drink of her wine and said no. “Is this subpoena just medically 
relevant?” “Yes.” “Related to Steve or Molly?” “Molly, and that’s all I can tell you.” 
“Do you think that Steve had anything to do with Molly’s disappearance?” She looked 
horrified and said, “Good God, no! If anything, he has to be frantically trying to find 
her.” Now, John was confused. “Was Molly’s medical condition an issue prior to the 
divorce filing?” “John, I don’t want to get into this tonight.” “I understand, but I’m 
trying to understand if Steve’s in trouble or not. Please don’t put me in an adversarial 
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position by needing to have the U.S. attorney serve a subpoena on you at my request. 
I can and will get the answers to these questions, Sara. It’s up to you how I get them.”

“Molly’s medical issue arose after the divorce filing.” “So, you met her 
through the ER?” “Yes. Now, can we stop the inquisition and have some dinner?” 
“Sure.” They had a quiet meal, and when they were finished John told her that 
he had some police business to attend to. They cleared the plates, and he helped 
clean up before getting ready to leave. Sara asked him, as he was putting on his 
coat, “Why don’t you stay? It’s cold and rainy; we could make a fire and watch 
a movie.” He looked down at her pretty face and the sad pouty look she had 
when she wanted something and said, “I can’t. It’s ten; I’ll be back by midnight.” 
“You know you can’t promise that. It’s the crime scene, isn’t it?” “Yes.” “What 
happened?” “A teenage boy’s body was left on the island in Reseda Park; he 
had been raped and tortured before being emasculated.” “Jesus Christ…you got 
this from the coroner?” “No. The autopsy is pending, but it wasn’t hard to see 
by the look of the corpse, and there was a hole and blood where a penis and 
balls should’ve been.”  “You saw something other than the body, didn’t you?” 
“I did, but I don’t know what.” She kissed him and told him she would wait  
up. He kissed her back. “I’m counting on it.” He jumped into his pickup and  
drove away. She knew that what he discovered foretold whether or not she would  
see him again tonight. She knew he was going to the house on Parson’s Trail, and 
she also knew what that meant.

The gate creaked open at Parson’s Trail. Francis Statler, the late Basin River 
Killer, had no next of kin that could be found, and since the property was never 
registered under his name, John was able to transfer the title to the property 
into his own name cleanly. He pulled in and closed the gate behind him. He had 
upgraded the property even more since becoming a special agent, including a more 
sophisticated surveillance system, as well as a state of the art operating room in 
the container on the side of the house. He also upgraded his computer research 
capabilities and encrypted the data transfer lines to make it nearly impossible for 
anyone to pick up that the house was there and that it had Internet access. He 
walked through the rain and the mud to the container and opened the doors. He 
had replaced the old latch locks with magnetic locks, something he picked up 
from being in the Cruthers mansion. The lights came on automatically when he 
unlocked the doors, and he walked in and sat down at the small desk. 
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He looked up at the back wall at the crimson eyes of The Eagle staring down 
upon him like a guardian, its large black and crimson wings, a harbinger of death 
for those who occupied the container. He typed the license plate number into the 
police database and a name came back, ‘Thomas Alan Marker,’ with an address in 
Whittier. It was in a rough area of Los Angeles County which wasn’t too far from 
Santiago’s bar. He pulled up Google Earth and was able to drive the virtual streets 
and see all of the side streets and alleys around Mr. Marker’s residence. A ‘wants 
and warrants’ search came back clear, and DMV records picked up the 1992 red 
Honda Accord. It was a two door sedan, not a large car, which meant if he was the 
killer he could only take one kid at a time. It was eleven thirty when he finished 
up his search. He packed his gym bag and put it into his truck along with his black 
body armor. He called Sara and told her that he probably wouldn’t be back tonight; 
he heard the disappointment in her voice but also understanding. She told him to 
be safe. “I will. I can’t let this sit. I don’t know what I’m dealing with.” There was 
a quiet sigh on the other end of the line. “I know that, sweetheart, just let me know 
if you need me and call me when you’re on your way home. Where will you stay 
tonight? Long Beach or Parson’s?” “It depends on what I find.” He hung up and 
took off down the 118 Freeway to catch the 5 and headed to Whittier.

When Steve got home, the first call he made was to Gail; she was three hours 
ahead of him. Her groggy voice answered, and she perked up when she realized it 
was him. “Well, hello handsome. How are you doing?” He was quiet for a moment 
and said, “Not too good.” “What’s wrong, honey?” “One of my special agents has 
learned that Molly and I were in the process of divorcing when she disappeared.” 
“Why should that bother you?” “I hadn’t told him.” Her voice was much clearer, 
and she asked, “Why in heaven’s name would you keep that a secret?” “It’s not 
anyone’s business.” “Under normal circumstances, yes, but with Molly vanishing 
after dropping me at the airport it would be relevant. I bet your agent has jumped 
to the conclusion that you’re now a suspect.” “Technically, it makes me a suspect; 
however, I’m calling the head of the Los Angeles Bureau office when I finish talking 
to you and asking to go over to his home and speak to him.” “I think that’s the right 
thing to do; it was going to come out eventually.” “I know. I was just hoping that we 
could find Molly before it came out.” “Is there anything I can do, Steve?” “Yes … I 
have a ticket waiting for you at Newark Airport. I want you out here with me. Your 
flight leaves at six a.m.” “Of course! I was just waiting for the invitation.” There 
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was a moment of silence, and she said, “Wow! It’s two a.m. here; I might just as 
well get packed and head for the airport. Will you pick me up at LAX?” “Of course. 
Your flight gets in at nine thirty a.m., and I will be waiting for you at terminal two.” 
He heard a big yawn, and she said, “Okay, Steve. I’m going to pack. I will see you 
in the morning.” “Okay. I’m sorry for the short notice.” “Don’t worry about it. I 
love you, you need me, and to tell you the truth I need you, too. Kisses.”

After they hung up, Steve dialed Ryan’s cell. There was music and other background 
noise when he answered. “Ryan, it’s Steve. Where the hell are you?” “Hang on, Steve. 
I’m at a concert with my daughter.” He could hear the music fading away as Ryan moved 
out of the concert hall. “What the hell kind of concert are you at?” “My youngest, Rachel, 
loves the girl group, ‘Two Much to Love.’” “The two heavy-set sisters from television?” 
“Yea…I didn’t want her going alone, so I’m chaperoning Rachel and ten other girls.” 
“Sounds like a blast!” “Oh yea! Nothing more fun than a group of fourteen-year-old girls 
screaming and yelling along with ten thousand others.” “Did the ex rope you into it?” 
“Yes and no. I’ve been trying to spend more time with the kids since the divorce. I’m 
paying my dues right now, but it makes me a cool dad. So what’s up?” “John found out 
that Molly and I were in the process of divorcing when she disappeared.” “You didn’t tell 
him?” “No…Ryan, it’s none of his damn business, but now he thinks that I kept it away 
from investigators. Shit. He told Jim, who was dumbstruck.” “So? He’s still a rookie 
snot rag. Why do you care what he thinks? We all know about it, and Jim knew about it 
because he was in the meeting after Molly disappeared.” “Yea, he was just being a drama 
queen for John. Look, Ryan, the kid looks up to me. I want to make a big reveal in your 
office in the morning, and then we can laugh at him when he learns that it’s in the official 
file, not the file that the field agents are working.” “Okay. Be in my office with John at 
ten, and we can rub his face in it.” 

“I called Gail, and I’m flying her out to stay with me for a while.” “That’s great! 
You two really need each other right now; it’s about damn time. How did John find 
out about the divorce?” “His fiancée is a doctor at Northridge Hospital, and Molly’s 
lawyers sent out a subpoena for her deposition a month before she went missing.” 
“And she just got the letter today?” “Hey, welcome to the U.S. postal system.” “Do 
you think she told John about Molly’s situation?” “She better not have, or I’ll have 
her medical license,” Steve responded with anger in his voice. “Have you heard any 
more from Molly’s lawyers?” Steve asked. “Yea, I talked to Howard Cohen today. He 
is still invoking attorney client privilege with regard to Molly and whether he knows 
her whereabouts,” Ryan said. The music was getting louder, and Steve guessed he was 
looking in on the girls. “He can’t willingly interfere in a criminal investigation. If he 
knows where she is, he has to tell us!” “Yes and no.” “What the hell does that mean?” 
Steve’s tone rose. Ryan remained calm. “Plausible deniability. He claims to have no 
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direct knowledge of Molly’s whereabouts but at the same time assures me she’s okay.” 
“I don’t like these games, Ryan. Why don’t we haul his ass in under subpoena and 
make him tell us what he knows?”

“Steve, we’ve had the information for a week regarding Molly’s known 
whereabouts. It’s time to take her off the missing person’s board. While I have only one 
junior agent working on the case, it’s wasting resources.” “And what are we supposed 
to say, Ryan?” “Tell the truth. At least what we’ve been told by her lawyers.” Steve’s 
tone took on a sad note. “I’m not going to see her alive again, am I?” There was a 
moment of silence. “She’s really sick, Steve. She doesn’t want to see you. She wants 
you to move on with your life. I know you don’t want to hear this, but it’s time to let 
her go.” “I’m not just holding on, Ryan. She’s been my wife for twenty-five years. I 
just want to say goodbye.” “We’ll talk in the morning after we deal with John. I have 
to get back to the girls. Who knows what they’re up to.” “Okay, I’ll see you at ten.” He 
hung up the phone and buried his head in his hands.

In an affluent area of Whittier, John pulled his Silverado off Mar Vista Street and 
into an alley. The house was on a corner lot, and the property was large and heavily 
wooded. It was half past twelve when he parked the truck, changed into his body 
armor and night vision goggles, grabbed his bag, and started out. There was plenty of 
cover, and his belt sensors weren’t picking up any security zones. There were no signs 
of life, so he moved toward the large house in the middle. The house lights were on, 
so he removed the goggles when he was close enough to pick up the ambient light. 
He looked around and saw the driveway off to the left. He moved back over to the 
driveway side of the house, but there were no cars in sight. There was an oversized 
garage set back from the house that looked like RV storage. He moved around and put 
his goggles back on as there was no light. There were several windows on the garage, 
and he could see motorcycles and other desert and beach toys. He moved to the back 
of the area when he heard a faint sound.

At first he thought it was an animal whimpering, but as he listened he realized it 
was human. He went around the rear of the garage as the sound grew louder. There 
were no other houses nearby, but he could see a small car parked in the front of the 
unit. He couldn’t make out its color, but as the sound grew louder, he could tell it was 
a human being and that it was young. He grabbed his small Mag-lite, removed the 
goggles, and shined the light through the window. The car had no front plate but was 
a faded red Honda fitting the description given by the kid at the scene in Reseda and 
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the one that almost hit him. There was a back door at the far end of the garage, and  
his frequency scanner picked up the alarm signal. Since he didn’t have all his  
equipment with him, he couldn’t disengage the alarm. So, he did the next best  
thing … he set it off.

From the living room where he was playing a card game with his son, Tom 
Marker heard the alarm going off. He started for the front door when the phone 
rang. It was the alarm company checking in, and after thanking them for the call, 
he asked if they could tell him which zone was tripped. “The rear garage door,” 
she told him. “That’s the sixth time this week,” he said. “No, I don’t need police. 
There’s obviously a fault. Can you send someone out to repair it?” As the alarm 
blared, he called out to his son to shut down the alarm while he discussed the 
situation with the agent. As the alarm went silent, he confirmed the appointment 
time and went back to the living room where his son was waiting for him. “I’ll be 
right back, son. I just want to make sure it was a false alarm.

He went out to the garage and opened the main door with the remote. The garage 
door opener lights were brighter than your common opener and lit the entire garage. 
He walked through the unit, looking around, when he heard sobbing coming from over 
near the car. He walked around the vehicle and pulled open the doors of a large white 
storage cabinet. Inside, on the floor, nude and bloody, was Gil Seabright. He shut the 
garage door and said, “I thought I was clear when I told you I wanted you to be quiet.” 
Then he reached down, removed his belt, and started striking the child. He cried out 
through a gag that was in his mouth, and Tom quickly struck him across the mouth. He 
reached down and grabbed Gil by the back of the neck and pushed him down flat on 
his stomach. His hands were tied behind his back, and he had large welts on his back, 
buttocks, and thighs. “I’m going to give you something to scream about.” 

Tom took off his shorts and underwear and moved to lie on top of the boy. “I 
fucked you an hour ago, but I see that you want more, boy, and he thrust himself 
down onto the screaming child with the full weight of his body. He started moving 
up and down as Gil screamed into the gag. “That’s right. Now I’m giving you 
something to scream about.” He was grunting and sweating when he heard the 
knock on the garage door and his son calling for him. Breathlessly, he called out, 
“Go back in the house, son. I’m just finishing up some work I left out here. I’ll be 
right in. Why don’t you make us some popcorn, and we can watch a movie.” He 
never stopped moving on top of Gil. Once he orgasmed, he got off the boy and 
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said, “I will be back in a few hours. In the meantime, keep your mouth shut.” He 
slapped him hard across the face, knocking him half senseless. His pupils dilated 
from the strike, and he fell over onto the floor of the cabinet. 

The Eagle was outside the building and heard the commotion but couldn’t make 
out what was being said or what was going on. He moved to the door and saw Tom 
stand up, nude from the waist down, speaking into an open cabinet. The Eagle turned 
the knob and walked in behind Tom. Once he saw the boy, he knew he was too late, 
that this guy had done something horrible. He could see Gil’s body lying face down on 
the floor of the cabinet and Marker speaking in a quiet but firm tone. “I’m closing you 
in again, and I will be back to fuck you again in a few hours.” He shut the doors and 
moved to push the garage door opener when his hand was grabbed from behind. The 
Eagle pulled him like a top until he faced him. Marker was six two and one twenty. 
He was caught off guard by both the presence of The Eagle and his own nudity. “Why 
the hell are you trespassing on my property? Who the hell are you?” He barely got the 
words out before The Eagle struck him hard in the groin. Marker hit the ground hard, 
unable to speak. The Eagle quickly bound his hands and feet and then moved to check 
on Gil. He was breathing but shallowly. The Eagle whispered, “I’m sorry I didn’t 
get here sooner. He can’t hurt you anymore. I need you to hang on, son. I’m going  
for help.” He pulled Gil out of the storage closet and put Tom in it. He kicked him  
in the side of the head with his boot, knocking him out. He picked up Gil and took  
him to the house. 

Will was in the kitchen making the popcorn when the power went out. He knew 
where the breaker box was and walked back to the storage closet to check it when he 
was grabbed by the arm and dragged into the living room. “What’s your name?” The 
Eagle asked in his disguised voice. “Will Marker. Where’s my dad?” “Get a phone!” 
Will did as instructed, and The Eagle told him to sit and not make a sound, or he would 
kill him. He dialed 911 and when the operator answered, for the first time in his history 
as The Eagle, he spoke with his disguised voice at a crime scene. “I need an ambulance 
now!” “What’s the nature of your emergency?” He said nothing more. He sat with the 
boys until he heard the ambulance, then he got up and walked out of the house. He 
walked back to the garage, grabbed Marker, and threw him over his shoulder, rushing 
through the darkness. He put a piece of duct tape over Tom’s mouth and then took off 
down the road to the freeway headed for Parson’s Trail. He was angry with himself. 
“I should have been in the garage. Why didn’t I get into the garage faster?” He said it 
several times as he drove back to the house with Tom in the back of his truck. He called 
Sara and asked her to meet him at the house on the hill. 
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Chapter Five
“It’s a mess, Jim; there are body parts in jars stacked ten feet high.”

S
ara’s car was parked behind the steel gate when The Eagle showed up with Marker. 
He pulled around to the side of the container, and Sara already had the unit open, 
lights on, and an IV bag hanging next to the table. He lifted Marker’s body out and 

threw the half-naked man onto the table. He cut the zip ties on his ankles and wrists 
then restrained him once again, this time to the table. Sara didn’t say a word; she went 
straight to work setting an IV and administering a small amount of sodium pentothal. 
The Eagle disappeared for a few minutes and returned in his white coveralls; Sara was 
dressed the same. The only difference between the previous victims of The Eagle and 
this recent one was neither The Eagle nor Sara wore a disguise. Once she was ready 
she asked, “What has he done?” “I told you about the body found in the park this 
evening?” She nodded. “Meet Mr. Thomas Marker, the killer.” Marker was starting to 
come to, but he was altered.

“Where am I? Who are you people?” Sara smiled and said, “My name is Doctor 
Sara Cook, and the gentlemen next to me is known as The Iron Eagle.” He looked 
around the container; it was all so antiseptic. “Where’s my boy?” The Eagle looked 
at him and asked, “Which one?” “My son; where’s my son?” “Well, based on the 
chatter I picked up from the police scanners while driving you here, he’s with child 
protective services. Aren’t you concerned about little Gilbert Seabright?” “Who 
the hell is Gilbert Seabright?” “Tsk-tsk. You don’t take the time to learn the names 
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of the children you abduct, rape, and murder?” He was silent. “Gilbert is the boy 
I caught you raping at your house in Whittier. That’s the boy’s name, and he’s 
going to be fine in case you were worried about him, but judging from your lack 
of knowledge of his name you aren’t.” “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
Sara walked over and picked up a syringe from a small steel table next to Tom. 
“Of course you do, Mr. Marker.” She stuck the needle into the IV and injected a 
large dose of the same drug, and he became very conversational. “I didn’t know 
his name. I grabbed him from a bus stop on his way home from school.” He was 
giddy. “Shhh. Don’t tell anyone, but he has a tight little ass!” “The Eagle walked 
up to him and put a small microphone onto the t-shirt he was wearing as Sara set 
up the remotes for the cameras. “I’m not wearing any pants…where are my pants?” 
“They’re on the floor of your garage in Whittier, Mr. Marker. Now, you and I are 
going to have a conversation about little boys.”

‘Cohen, Miller & Hyde, Attorneys at Law,’ was emblazed in brass letters across 
both the front of the office building they owned on Santa Monica Boulevard in Beverly 
Hills and on every level of the twenty-five story building that its office occupied. 
Each floor was dedicated to a different specialty in law. Howard Cohen, the founding 
partner, had been practicing law in California for nearly four decades. A commissioned 
mural at the main entrance to the building told the story of the firm. It walked the 
waiting clients through the founding of the firm in 1975 as a small personal injury law 
firm through its maturation into every facet of law. Howard had dreamed of having a 
firm that was a one stop shop for everyone. He had succeeded in building one of the 
largest, most powerful, and feared firms in the country. They had offices in all fifty 
states as well as around the world. Nothing was subbed out; everything was handled in 
house by people he trusted. His named partners on the “Wall of Fame,” as he called it, 
were Kenneth Miller, a former federal prosecutor now a criminal defense lawyer, and 
Sandy Hyde, the first female judicial appointee to the federal bench, retired and now 
practicing in business law.

Howard was known for living at the office quite literally. While he owned 
several beautiful homes in the Los Angeles area, he had a penthouse apartment on 
the twenty-fifth floor of the office building where he spent most of his time. He 
didn’t like being removed from his work, and he spent day and night at his desk 
working on cases for his clients. Howard was long past his personal injury days; 
he handled all of the high profile clients of the firm. From politicians to celebrities, 
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high powered business executives and their companies to sports superstars, and 
he was the attorney representing Molly Hoffman in her very low profile divorce. 
Howard and Molly went back a lot of years. They went through school together, 
from grade school to university. They had been engaged in their early college years, 
but they went down different roads after Howard moved to Boston to attend Harvard 
Law School. Molly went to Brown, but they rarely saw each other. Howard went 
on to become a legal power broker and Molly, while completing her doctorate in 
economics, married Steve Hoffman, and they started a life together. They never lost 
touch, and when Howard moved back to Los Angles to start his firm Molly was there 
to help him. It was all spelled out in the story of the company, and Molly played a 
prominent role in the firm’s history.  

Howard had finished for the night and went up to his apartment. He was met 
by Molly, who was sitting in an arm chair in the living room when he came up. She 
smiled when he came in and offered him a drink. He told her to stay sitting and made 
himself a gin and tonic and took a seat across from her. “How are you feeling, Moll?” 
“I’m a little tired.” “What time did the nurse leave?” She looked over at the clock in 
the living room. “Oh, I don’t know, Howard. She was here at six when I dozed off; I 
woke up about a half an hour ago, and she was gone.” He sipped his drink. “Did she 
get you your dinner?” “Yes.” “Did you eat any of it?” She shook her head. “I’m too 
sick from the medication. I don’t know why I have to do the chemo, Howard. It’s stage 
four breast cancer; there are only days left.” “You can stop anytime you like, Molly, 
just say the word.” She stood up a little wobbly and walked over to the bar and fixed 
her own drink. She was dressed in a soft pink robe, her hair was down, and Howard 
admired her beauty even in the face of inevitable death. “Are you going to let me tell 
Steve where you are?” She shook her head. “He knows, Howard. He won’t admit it to 
himself, but deep down he knows. I don’t want him to see me this way. You can call 
him when I’m gone.” “I feel bad for him, Molly; he’s been your husband for over two 
decades.” “You’ve been my best friend my whole life. There’s no one I would rather 
spend my last days with than you.” “Do you have any regrets, Moll?” She nodded 
while taking a drink of her beverage. “That I didn’t marry you. That we had to run 
around in secret all these years instead of being husband and wife. I regret not having 
children or grandchildren. I regret that I hurt the two men I loved most in this world. 
But most of all, I regret that I hurt you.” He finished his drink and walked over and sat 
on the arm of her chair.

“We made choices; you knew that the demands of my career would make no 
room for a formal family life. While I have always loved you, I love my work even 
more; though I have to admit the past six months have been great!” She smiled a weak 
smile and said, “For me, too.” “I pulled your file, so we can go over everything.” 
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“Thank you, Howard. You have always had my best interest at heart in life and now 
in death.” “Were you aware that John Swenson and Sara Cook are getting married?” 
“I had no idea.” “One of my employees who’s close friends with Sara received a 
wedding invitation.” “Well, good for them. I know that John has been through a lot; 
Steve had given me some history on him when he decided to bring him on at the FBI. 
Such a tragedy that happened to his wife.” He nodded. “You didn’t tell Sara about the 
divorce?” She shook her head. “Well, she knows now. One of the deposition packets 
got out before you put the brakes on the divorce. Evidently, it was lost in the mail, 
and she received it today.” “What does that do to my end of life plans?” “Nothing. I  
just mention it because it was a dagger in Steve’s heart. He had been keeping the  
whole thing under wraps, and now with Sara knowing so does John.” “There’s  
nothing I can do about that. I have to focus on me right now. What were you doing  
in your office so late?” 

He started chewing on a piece of ice. “I was going over the estate of one of my 
best and first clients.” “Really? And who might that be?” “Walter Cruthers.” “The 
hospital mogul?” “One in the same.” “Based on what I’ve read about him, he was a 
very, very sick man,” Molly said. “Oh, I think that is an understatement. The wrongful 
death suits are mounting against him, and since he is nowhere to be found I’m trying 
to protect what he has.” “Steve told me that he thinks Cruthers is dead.” “I’m almost 
certain of it; however, he updated his will six months before his death, and I’m trying 
to protect the assets of his estate, so the heir will get the inheritance when I can get 
Walter declared dead.” “When will that be?” “He has to be missing for a year before 
I can move the court to rule him deceased.” “What’s he worth?” “Billions.” “Did he 
have children?” “No.” “Did he have a trusted advisor that he is leaving the money to 
or a charity?” “There is a provision for a couple of charities; believe it or not, they are 
for battered and exploited women’s shelters.” “Oh, that’s just sick.”  “I don’t think so; 
I think somewhere in that sick demented mind of his he knew what he was doing was 
wrong, so he set aside a very large sum of money for that particular group of people.” 
“No one is going to take the money.” “Oh, you’d be surprised. His name will never be 
on the outside of a building or acknowledged as the donor, but the charities will take 
the cash, one, because they need it, and, two, it’s enough money that it will change the 
face of crisis work for abused and exploited women forever.”  

“Too bad I won’t be around to see that happen. Who did he leave the rest of his 
estate to?” “I love you, Molly, but I can’t tell you that. Attorney client privilege.” “I’m 
going to be dead in a few days; who am I going to tell?” He nodded his head sadly. 
“Well…does the person inheriting the money know he or she is his beneficiary?” “I 
can answer that question, and the answer is no, or at least I highly doubt it.” “Well, 
good. I hope the money gets used for good and not evil, the way Walter lived his life.” 
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“I think that this person will.” He leaned over and whispered in her ear. “That’s the 
heir?” He nodded. A smile grew across Molly’s face, and she yawned and said, “I 
have to get some sleep.” Howard walked her back to his bedroom where she had been 
sleeping.” “Sleep doesn’t come as easy anymore; I find myself staring out the window 
at the city late at night and to the sea on clear days. I fear sleep now, Howard. I fear 
death will sneak up on me, and I will miss my final sunrise or sunset.” “We all will see 
our last sunrise and sunset; we just don’t know when. Don’t be afraid. I will sleep with 
you tonight and watch over you; it will be okay.” She slid under the covers of the bed 
and asked Howard to open the window, so she could smell the night air. 

“I know it’s silly, Howard. I just want to hear the sounds and smell the smells of 
life as it goes on around me. I know that the world will continue to turn after I have 
gone.” “That it will, my sweet, but my world will be devoid of my best friend and 
lover. But I’m thankful that I had the opportunity to take care of you and spend these 
past several months together traveling and enjoying life.” “As am I, Howard, as am 
I.” She closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep. Howard rolled the IV stand away from 
the side of the bed. He called her oncologist, who was none too happy to be woken up 
in the middle of the night. “Molly will no longer do the chemo. She’s weak, and she’s 
dying. She wants her last days, however many she has, to be ones where she feels as 
good as she can feel. Make sure your nurses know. Just make her comfortable and 
keep her out of pain until it’s over.”  He hung up the phone and went to the kitchen 
and made himself a sandwich and stood staring out at the city, both thankful and sad.

Jim’s cell rang at five thirty a.m. He groped in the dark for it as Barbara said 
through sleep, “I knew there was a reason I divorced you, and it wasn’t just Jill.” He 
smiled as he got out of bed. “O’Brian.” “Jim, it’s Phil Defonzo with the Whittier Police 
Department.” “Detective Defonzo, to what do I owe the honor of being woken up 
before sunrise?” “We were called out on a 911 call last night. At first, it was looking 
like a medical emergency call, but the scene has changed. We have a serious situation 
here.” “Can you be a little more cryptic, Phil? I want to make fuckin’ sure I don’t have 
a clue as to what you’re talking about.” Jim grabbed his pants off the floor and started 
dressing as he listened. “Address, Phil. Give me the address.” He was typing it into 
his phone which he now had on speaker. He saw Barbara sit up in bed when the phone 
got louder. “It’s a mess, Jim; there are body parts in jars stacked ten feet high. This 
has to be the sickest crime scene that I’ve been on in my career.” Jim was putting on 
his shirt and had placed the phone down on the bed. “Well, Phil, I used to tell myself 
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the same thing. I don’t say that anymore because just when I think I’ve seen the most 
twisted cruelty that man can inflict on man, I come to a scene worse than the last one.”  
“I’ve got veteran officers puking their guts out, Jim.” “Yea…that comes with  
the territory, Phil. Pull your people back and secure the scene. I’ll call my team as  
well as Steve Hoffman from the FBI. He has a new kid who is really good with this 
stuff. I’m on my way.”

He was putting his holster on when Barbara spoke in a sleepy voice. “Honey, I 
love you, but you need to really think about retiring from this sick shit.” “I’ll retire 
when you retire; how’s that?” “You know I have five more years until I fully vest.” 
“Well, there you go; we have a time frame! Now go back to sleep, Mrs. O’Brian. 
I’ll call you later.” She kissed him and lied back on the bed. “Oh, don’t remind 
me. I can’t believe I did it again.” He laughed, pulling a cigarette out of his top  
pocket and pointing it in her direction as he pulled his shoes on. “Ah, but you  
did, my love. Ah, but you did.” She was still grumbling as he walked down the 
stairs and out to his car.

Jim called Steve en route to the scene and filled him in. “Shit,” came the 
response from Steve. “Okay, I’m on my way.”  When he called John, he sounded 
wide awake. “Shit, man, do you ever sleep?” “What are you talking about? I was 
sleeping.” John was looking at Tom sleeping on the table. Sara was cleaning up 
some equipment when she dropped a piece, and it clattered on the steel floor. 
“What the fuck was that?” “Sara just dropped something.” “Shit! She’s up, too? 
Are you two fucking vampires?” John looked at Sara as he responded. “No, Steve, 
we’re not vampires. Sara is up because she has to be at work early, and I’m up 
because my cell phone rang…and guess what? It’s you. What’s up?” John put the 
phone on speaker and laid it on Marker’s chest. “Jim just called about a crime 
scene in Whittier. He thinks it’s the child killer you were talking about.” “Okay. 
Are you on scene?” “No, I’m en route. I want you to come down and work the 
scene. Jim said the Whittier Police are puking their guts out.” He looked at Sara 
who was removing the microphone from Tom’s shirt. “No doubt.” “What?” “I’m 
sorry. I was talking to Sara. I’m en route.” He hung up the phone and started to say 
something when Steve called again. “John?” “Yea, I’m here.” “How the hell can 
you be en route when I haven’t given you the address?” He rolled his eyes, and 
Sara started to giggle. “I’m sorry. I got so excited I didn’t get the information.” 
“You get excited over the weirdest shit, John.” He gave him the address and hung 
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up. They looked at each other and then at Marker.  “We already know what he’s 
done. How are you going to act surprised?” He was pulling off the white jumpsuit 
covered in Marker’s blood.

“Hey, I’m always surprised when I get a firsthand look at the reality of the 
confession of one of these sick people.” “What do you want me to do with him?” 
Sara asked. “How long will he be out?” “A while.” “Okay, leave his IV in. When 
he wakes up, he will be confused as to where he is.” “Not to mention the trim you 
gave his cock.” “Yea…that’s going to hurt like hell.” “Please seal the container and 
set the alarm. What time will you be off tonight?” Sara looked at her PDA. “Six, 
unless something unusual happens.” “Okay. I have a packed day ahead of me, but let’s 
plan on meeting here at six thirty. I will have more crime scene evidence that we can 
share with Mr. Marker, and then we can conclude his sentence.   He still has a lot of 
punishment coming for the things he’s done.” She nodded in agreement. “This sick 
bastard deserves to feel what his victims felt.” “Well, we’re off to a good start,” John 
said while pointing to what was left of Marker’s penis.” “I will call you later. What 
time do you go on duty?” “Nine, but you can reach me by cell or text.” “Do you have 
the encrypted phone with you?” She nodded. “Okay. Keep that one on you. This is 
going to be a very busy day.” He kissed her and then went into the house to change 
clothes. By the time he returned, Sara had closed the container and was getting into 
her car. “Have a nice day, sweetheart.” “You too, honey…be safe.” He followed her 
down to the 118 Freeway where they separated at Balboa as John went on to the 5 and 
Whittier, and Sara went home to shower and change for work.
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Chapter Six
“He only kills other killers, and not your  

average killers; he hunts the worst of the worst.”

J
im was standing in front of Marker’s home smoking when Steve pulled up. “Well, 
what do we have?” Jim dropped the smoke and put it out with his right foot. “One 
sick fuck is what we have, Steve; one twisted sick fuck.” He followed Jim into the 

garage behind the old red car. He could see an attic ladder had been lowered from 
the ceiling and several boxes sat on the floor in front of the rungs. Jim handed him 
a pair of gloves, and he took a pen out of his pocket and began to poke through the 
contents of the box. “Clothing?” He looked at Jim confused. “Look closer,” he said. 
It looked like a high school memorabilia collection. Letterman jackets and class rings 
bundled on string cords. Pieces of clothing that had been cut with precision while other  
pieces appeared torn. “How much of this have you recovered?” “Oh…this is nothing. 
Shall we go upstairs?” 

When they reached the top, Steve couldn’t believe his eyes. Two thousand square 
feet of storage space set up as a work shop. There were three wooden tables, all 
blood-stained, with steel restraints bolted to them. The attic was climate controlled 
and well lit. There were no windows. There were shelves with clear jars, and each jar 
contained male genitals. “He kept them in formaldehyde,” Jim said. Steve walked 
amongst the jars and said, “I’ve seen my fair share of serial killer trophy collections, 
but this one takes the cake.” “It gets worse.” Jim told him that the owner of the 
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house, Thomas Marker, worked as a freelance embalmer. “I got a call this morning 
from Jade at the coroner’s office. The body found in the park last night was that of a 
fourteen-year-old boy. She told me that when they started the autopsy they cut into 
the body and a blood-like substance came out.” “Blood- like?” He nodded his head. 
“It was embalming fluid. She said the kid had been killed by a blood transfusion. 
Or should I say embalming fluid transfusion?” “Are you telling me that this guy 
embalmed his victim alive?” They heard John’s voice coming up from below. Jim 
called out, and John came up the ladder into the attic. “So, what do we have here?” 
he asked. “One of the most horrific cases I’ve ever worked on,” Steve said in a low 
voice. They brought John up to speed, and he said, “This guy takes torture to a 
whole new level.” Jim walked over to one of the tables which had fresh blood on it. 
“What do you see, John?” He walked around the table looking at the steel restraints, 
IV bags, and syringes on a surgical table next to the wood one. “This killer is very 
sophisticated. What he did to his victims was not just cruel and painful; it required 
a place of silence.”  

Jim looked at him and said, “This is a pretty quiet place.” “No…his victims 
would have been screaming in agony. This room is sound proofed.” He looked around 
the room and saw a queen-sized bed at the far end of the attic. He walked over and 
examined it. “He brought his victims here for his final time with them.” “Final time? 
Are you saying he abused his victims elsewhere?” He nodded. “He only brought 
them here when he was finished using them. He raped them here one last time then 
restrained them to the table to begin the procedure.” Steve spoke up. “If he was raping 
these boys in public areas, someone would have heard it.” “No,” John said, “they 
would have remained silent. He would have promised to let them live as long as they 
allowed him to do what he wanted.” “So, this guy got off on the fact that he could 
have been caught?” Jim asked. “Exactly…that was the thrill for him. First, it was the 
hunt and capture. The first few times he got an adrenaline rush, but as his fervor for 
his behavior grew he needed to enter into more and more risky behavior, even if that 
meant getting caught.” 

“That makes no sense,” said Steve. “If that were the case then his own desires 
would have spun him out of control, and he would have been caught a long time ago.” 
John shook his head. “He knew he was on a slippery slope with his behavior. That’s 
how he got caught.” “We didn’t catch him, John. We have an APB out for him but 
don’t know where he is.” John got a surprised look on his face. “He’s still out there?” 
“As best as we can figure.” “Was there anyone else here when the police arrived on 
scene?” Jim piped up. “Yea…one of his victims, who was in pretty bad shape but is 
going to be okay, and Marker’s son.” “Did the kid make the 911 call that I heard about 
on the scanner driving over?” “We don’t know; the kid is catatonic. He hasn’t said 
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a word to anyone.” John walked back to the blood-soaked table. “He restrained his 
victims here,  emasculated them, then cauterized the wound with that waffle iron. His 
victims were alive and conscious through the whole thing.” 

The smell of formaldehyde was heavy in the air. Jim and Steve chalked it up to 
the jars. John took the end of one of the IV tubes and smelled it. “Do we know what 
this guy did for a living?” “He was a freelance embalmer,” Jim said. John nodded 
his head. “I haven’t seen an autopsy report on last night’s victim from Reseda Park, 
but I would venture a guess that he will have formaldehyde in his veins.” Steve and 
Jim looked at each other without expression. Steve said, “Jade, from the coroner’s 
office, just told us the victim did have embalming fluid in his veins.” “That was an 
experiment.” Jim looked at John and said, “What the fuck do you mean?” “The other 
bodies that were found didn’t have that in them, did they?” Steve said, “If it had been 
in the body, it would definitely have made it to one of our desks, so, no.” John was 
looking down at the table. “This guy has killed many, many boys. If he’s a freelance 
embalmer, then he could work all over the state, even the country. He was bored 
with his typical kill pattern, so he decided to change it up. He thought that he could 
use embalming fluids to preserve his victims. If it had worked, he would be able to 
literally collect the whole bodies of his victims. He could redress them in the clothes 
he abducted them in and keep them like mannequins for his own personal desires.” 

Steve cleared his throat. “So, what do you think happened?” “He restrained 
the Reseda victim on this table, removed his genitals, and stopped the bleeding. He 
hooked him up to the IV containing embalming fluid and ran a catheter out of his groin 
to bleed him and started the infusion.” Jim coughed and said, “He would have known 
that it wouldn’t work.” John nodded. “He knew, but he wanted to hear the screams as 
the toxic fluid ran into his victim’s veins. It would have taken several minutes to kill 
the kid, and all the while he got to enjoy the music of his screaming.” Steve finally 
interrupted. “John, I don’t know how you can imagine the scenes the way that you 
do and with the accuracy that you do, but if you’re right about this killer we have to  
find him NOW!” He had no sooner said that when there was a yell up into the attic.  
“Is Special Agent Hoffman up there? There’s a call for him from Hope Medical 
Center.” The three men started down the stairs, and Jim said, “That’s where they  
took both of the boys.” 

Steve walked down, and they handed him a cell phone. He identified himself, and 
the voice on the other end of the line said, “Agent Hoffman, my name is Doctor Sonya 
Bryant. I’m a psychiatrist at Hope Medical Center.” “How can I help you, doctor?” 
“One of the boys has started talking, and I thought I should tell you what he said.” 
“I’m listening. Which boy?” “Mr. Marker’s son. He said his father had gone to the 
garage because the alarm had gone off and had been gone for a while, so he went out 
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to see if he was okay. His father told him he was fine and instructed him to make some 
popcorn, and they would watch a movie. He did as he was told, and about ten minutes 
later, a large man dressed in black came into the house carrying a small boy. He asked 
for a phone, called 911, and stayed with them until he heard the ambulance coming.” 
“I see,” said Steve. “He was rambling, but I thought you should know. Does it mean 
anything to you?” “Yes, doctor, it means a great deal to me. I’m going to send a field 
agent down to speak with the boy. Will that be all right?” “Of course. He is calming 
down and becoming more lucid.” “Thank you, doctor.” He handed the phone back to 
the detective and turned to Jim and John with a stunned look on his face. 

“We need to pull out of the scene.” Jim asked why. “Because Marker’s kid is 
talking, and the doctor said a man came into the house with a young boy in his arms 
and called 911 and then left when he heard the ambulance.” Jim didn’t flinch. “The 
Eagle.” Steve nodded. “Then, let’s comb the scene,” John said, “if The Eagle was 
here, he had to have left his calling card somewhere.” They pulled everyone back as 
they searched the garage and attic but found no calling card. “I don’t get it. Nothing 
to show that The Eagle was here?” John said. Steve sat down on the hood of his car 
with Jim and John around him as he allowed the investigators back into the scene. 
“The Eagle left a calling card,” Steve said, looking up at the morning sky. Jim and 
John stared at each other. “He saved the kid before Marker took him up into the 
attic.” “Then, what about Marker?” John asked. Jim lit a cigarette and took a hit 
off of it before responding. “Marker? Oh, Marker’s screwed.” “How so?” asked 
John. Jim pointed to Steve, who was still looking at the sky as he spoke. “The Eagle 
has him. I’m certain of it. It’s just how and when he decides to release the body to 
us. I wouldn’t want to be Marker.” Jim nodded. “Especially if The Eagle knows 
what he’s done to these kids.” John looked at his watch; it was nine a.m. “Are we 
done here? We have a meeting, don’t we, Steve?” He nodded his head and yelled 
some instructions to his team. The three took separate cars but all ended up at FBI 
headquarters on Wilshire at nine thirty.

Ryan was barely five nine, thin, graying, with a gaunt face and deep set eyes and 
was at his desk when the three men arrived. Steve always said he looked like he never 
slept. Jim walked in behind Steve and John, and Ryan asked, “What the hell is he 
doing here?” while pointing at Jim. “He wanted to come.” “Why are you here, Jim.” 
“To support my friend.” Ryan just shook his head. “I should have you ridden out of 
here on a rail.” “Do they still do that, Ryan? I thought that was just an ancient figure 
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of speech.” He just shook his head. “Okay, Steve, what’s so urgent that I had to stop 
my morning to meet with you?” “John brought something to my attention yesterday.” 
“Okay.” “John, you want to tell Supervising Special Agent Skillen what you know?” 
John looked confused. “I thought you were going to tell him?” “I thought about it and 
decided that I have no desire to rat myself out.” “I’m not ratting you out; I just think 
that this should have been disclosed when Molly vanished.” “What are we talking 
about here, gentlemen?” Skillen asked. “Agent Hoffman and his wife were in the 
process of a divorce at the time she went missing.” 

Ryan acted shocked. “Jesus Christ! Steve, is this true?” He nodded. “Shit, Steve, 
now I know why Jim came along.” John looked over at Jim who was taking out his 
handcuffs. “Jim, I got your message. Did you get the arrest warrant?” “Yes, sir.” “I 
can’t tell you how disappointed I am that this whole situation got to this point.” Jim 
was playing with his cuffs behind Steve when John said, “I don’t understand, Agent 
Skillen. Steve is entitled to due process. There’s no way that you were able to issue 
a warrant for his arrest overnight; there is no basis.” “Agent Swenson, there is basis, 
and you know damn well what it is. I don’t have time to have rogue agents running 
around in this social media climate. What happens if this gets leaked out to the press? 
That’s why the Patriot Act was put into place; it gives federal and state authorities 
broad power to apprehend and hold any suspect for any reason without being charged 
and without due process.” He folded his hands on his desk and looked over at Jim and 
said, “Let’s get this over with. Cuff him and get him down to holding; use the back 
elevator, so no one sees you. Steve, I’m really sorry about this. If there was another 
way, I would do it.” “I understand.” 

Jim walked up behind Steve, then moved over behind John, grabbed his right arm, 
and placed a cuff on his wrist. John’s eyes got huge, and he said, “Wait…what’s going 
on?” “Just relax, John. Let me get you cuffed up and down to secret holding, and we 
can discuss it,” Jim said while reaching for John’s left wrist. “Wait…what the…” “It’s 
the only way, John,” Ryan said, “I can’t have a senior agent of Steve’s reputation being 
brought into the limelight for withholding information in a high profile disappearance. 
You have to go down, man.” He was just standing there in shock when Steve couldn’t 
hold it together anymore and started laughing. Ryan followed, then Jim, and the three 
men laughed as John stood there in hand cuffs. “Um…does someone want to let me in 
on the joke?” John asked calmly. 

Jim took off the cuffs, and Ryan explained that Steve told the Bureau everything 
when Molly went missing, but they had scrubbed that information from the file. He 
explained everything, and John’s face became relaxed and angry at the same time. 
“So, you two knew this all along, and you played me?” Jim was laughing and nodding; 
Steve was laughing and looking at his watch. Ryan laughed coolly as well and said, 
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“You’re a rookie, John; we have to bust your balls. The fact is we have a good idea 
where Molly is, and we have been in contact with her attorney.” He sat stoic. “If you 
know where she is, why are we still listing her as missing?” Steve stopped laughing 
and said, “It’s a long story, John. She is being taken off the list today. Up until a week 
ago, we didn’t know for sure where she was, though I had my suspicions.” “I don’t 
understand. Was she ever really missing?” “Yes and no,” Jim said. Ryan stood up and 
said, “I’d love to chat all day, but I have business to attend to. Steve, I knew you were 
going to be tied up when I heard about the Marker case, so I sent a car to LAX to pick 
up Gail and drop her at your house. Jim, as always, thanks for being the straight man. 
Too bad we can’t say that about your wife.” Jim roared! 

Ryan walked around his desk and put his arm on John’s shoulder. “Jesus, you’re 
a big son of a bitch. Tall, too! Listen, John, there are two things you must have in our 
line of work in order to survive it. A very good sense of humor, and most importantly, 
a healthy respect for your colleagues, much like the code you lived by in the Marine 
Corps. The Bureau as well as the rest of law enforcement lives by a code, a code of 
ethics and conduct. There are a few bad apples out there, but you have been handpicked 
hands down by the best FBI special agent in the country. He obviously admires a level 
of incorruptibility in you, and I see it as well. He cares a great deal for you as you do 
him. We cover each other’s backs, son. If we don’t do it, who will?” 

He was ushering them out of his office when he asked John about his thoughts 
on The Iron Eagle. John’s face reflected surprise at the out of the blue question. “I’m 
still early in my profiling, sir. I don’t know that I’m prepared to make a comment.” 
Ryan got a serious look on his face and said, “The hell you’re not. Jim told me about 
your work on the Marker scene this morning over the phone on his way here. What 
do you think motivates this guy?” He could see all eyes were on him. “Vengeance, 
sir.” “For what?” “When I first started to investigate The Eagle after Agent Hoffman 
brought me over to the Bureau, I, too, felt as he did that The Eagle was a sociopath, 
and I still believe that he is. However, as I look at some of the most recent crime 
scenes, I see a pattern emerging. He only kills other killers, and not your average 
killers; he hunts the worst of the worst.” “I see your point, John, but what about the 
last two cases? Roskowski and Cruthers. These guys weren’t on anyone’s radar. No  
known body count, no criminal histories. I don’t know about Marker yet.” Jim butted 
in and said, “No wants or warrants on Marker, and he has no criminal history in  
the state or the NCIC.”  “See, John, that’s what I’m talking about. How does The  
Eagle find these guys?” 

John looked at the faces looking back at him, waiting for the magic answer. 
“Agent Skillen, I myself don’t know. I think some of it is dumb luck, like Billy the 
Kid. That guy was stupid enough to try to rob The Eagle. The fact that he was Agent 
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Hoffman’s agent’s killer was just fate. As for the others, I think that this is a man who 
pays attention; he’s vigilant, and he watches body language and other markers, and 
when he confirms that he has a killer on the hook he pulls the trigger.” “Why doesn’t 
he call the police?” “That’s not his way, sir; he metes out justice in his own way. Based 
on the files I’ve read, he makes sure his victims feel everything that they meted out 
on their victims.” “But why? Why not let the law do its job?” “May I speak freely?” 
He nodded as did the other two men. “In my opinion, he doesn’t feel that the judicial 
system’s punishment is enough for killers like these. I think that he’s found these 
killers because he’s looking for someone, someone who harmed him or someone that 
he loved. I think that he’s decided that if these types of animals exist in the world they 
deserve to leave it in the same manner, if not worse, than the people they harmed.” 
“Thank you, John. You’ve given me a lot to think about.” “You’re welcome, sir.” 

He walked them to his office door, and they were just getting ready to leave when 
Ryan called to John and said, “Agent Swenson. Two questions.” He nodded. “First, 
do you think he’s a shield?” “Steve and Jim seem to think so.” “You didn’t answer 
the question, agent. Do YOU?” “Yes, sir.” “Do you think he will ever stop killing?” 
“That’s a hard question to answer, sir. I haven’t gotten that far into The Eagle’s head.” 
“Give me your gut feeling.” He shrugged. “Flip a coin, sir. He doesn’t kill for the thrill 
or the fun of it; he feels he’s serving society. I think he feels he’s saving the taxpayers 
money and the victims’ families from the torment of trials and long prison sentences.” 
“Well, that’s not his job, is it?” He shook his head. “But he thinks it is, sir. He believes 
what he’s doing is right, and I can’t argue with that. It’s my job to catch him and 
put him behind bars.” Jim spoke under his breath but loud enough for all to hear. 
“Personally, I hope the guy keeps cleaning the streets.” Ryan frowned. “Thank you, 
Agent Swenson. I would like to speak to you more about The Eagle when your profile 
is finished.” “Yes, sir. I’m sure Agent Hoffman will let you know when I’m done.” 

After leaving Ryan’s office, Jim asked if Steve and John thought the impromptu 
question and answer session seemed strange. Steve’s mind was elsewhere, and he 
just shrugged, but John nodded in agreement. When they got to the main lobby, Jim 
said, “I’m going back to my office to start the mountain of paperwork on this new 
case. What about you two?” John said, “I’m going back out to Whittier and then to 
the hospital to interview Marker’s son.” Steve was staring off into space when Jim  
said, “I will lay a bet that Steve is heading for home and Gail!” That snapped Steve 
back to attention. “Yea…I’m going home to check on Gail. Why don’t we meet  
at Santiago’s at eight and compare notes on this new case?” They agreed and  
went their separate ways.
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Chapter Seven
“You didn’t tell him you were going to pull a  

Houdini on him in the last few months.”

J
ohn got back to the Marker home at half past one. There were only a few officers 
there, and they were just safe keeping the scene. He showed his ID and walked 
under the crime scene tape into the garage. As he did, the UPS man pulled up 

in front of the house. He walked out as the officers were sending him away. John 
stopped him and asked what he had. “I have a delivery for Mr. Marker from The 
Bellington Company.” “Does it require a signature?” “Yes, sir.” He showed the 
driver his badge and ID and told the driver it was evidence. The driver started to 
argue with him, and John told him he could either leave the package, or he would 
take him downtown, and they could go in front of the judge. The driver threw 
his hands up and said, “I don’t have time for this shit. It’s not a load of heroine, 
man; it’s embalming fluid. Mr. Marker’s a mortician.” “How well do you know 
Mr. Marker?” “I don’t. We spoke once or twice. I’m relatively new to the route. 
I thought that he was getting car parts because of the name of the company, and 
he explained that it was for his work in the funeral business.” He handed John the 
box and drove off. 

John went back into the garage and began to count and categorize each of the 
victims in the jars. While he and Sara had done a great job of extracting a confession 
out of him, Marker himself had clearly identified each of his victims by placing name 
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plates on each of the jars in his attic. Marker had been meticulous. Each jar included the 
name, age, date of birth, city of abduction, method of torture, and date of death. “This 
guy did all the work for us,” he said as he walked the scene. He went through a lateral 
file that Marker kept which showed all of the mortuaries he contracted with throughout 
the state and across the country.  He had been in the funeral business for over twenty 
years, and John had a good idea that Mr. Marker had been inspired by someone else in 
his new manner of execution with embalming fluid. He took photographs as he went, 
and when he was finished he loaded the box from the Bellington Company into his 
truck and drove to the coroner’s office to speak with Jade.

Jade Morgan had been an assistant coroner in Los Angeles County for five years. 
She was very good at her job, and she and John knew each other only in passing as their 
two jobs only overlapped in recent months. As a junior detective with LAPD, he didn’t 
speak with the coroner’s office; that was handled by his boss. However, now that he was 
a special agent and responsible for profiling killers, he had more direct contact with their 
offices. He pulled up to 1104 N. Mission Road in LA and parked in police parking. He 
walked up to the double glass doors and looked up to see the words ‘Los Angeles County 
Coroner’ above the door. He entered and asked the receptionist to page Jade. “It doesn’t 
work like that, sir,” said the receptionist. He showed his ID; she rolled her eyes. “Fuckin’ 
feds…you guys are a pain in the ass.” She called back for Jade and a few minutes later 
she appeared in the lobby. He watched her walking toward him and commented as she 
approached on how attractive she looked when she was not in uniform. She smiled, 
and they walked back to her office. As they walked, he noticed her sandy blond hair 
was down to the middle of her back. She had deep dark brown eyes that were almost 
black; they were mysterious and attractive. She was dark-skinned; he guessed born of 
interracial parents and was wearing a pair of tight jeans and a pink blouse. When they 
got to her office, she invited him to sit down as she sat down behind her desk. Her blouse 
was open, and he could see a generous amount of cleavage. She caught his stare and said, 
“My eyes are up here!” He smiled. “I’m a man, Jade. The few times we’ve met have all 
been on crime scenes, and I had no idea you were so attractive.” “Are you hitting on me, 
Agent Swenson?” She batted her eyes and held up her left hand showing off her wedding 
ring. “No…simply complimenting you.” “What can I do for you?”

“Your office received the body of a fourteen-year-old boy last night that was 
found in Reseda Park.” She nodded. “Jim told me that you found embalming fluid 
in the body rather than blood.” She opened a chart. “It is not unheard of to have 
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someone killed by embalming fluid.” “It’s not?” “Well, yes and no. This is the first 
case I have seen where a person was killed with it. Embalming fluid is a carcinogen. 
I’ve seen a lot of accidental deaths due to abuse of the product by people trying to 
get high off of it.”  “You’re talking about smoking, ‘wet?’” “Yes. Crazy name for 
a dry cigarette, but that’s only one of a dozen street names for cigarettes soaked in 
embalming fluid then dried out.” “You’ve not seen this type of situation before?” 
“Well yea…if you count growing up in a funeral home. I’ve seen thousands of 
bodies that have been embalmed, but, no, I have never seen one that was done 
alive.” “Given your expertise in this area, what would a person feel while being 
injected with embalming fluid?” “A nightmare … embalming fluids are made up 
of formaldehyde, methanol, ethanol, and other solvents. To inject that into the  
living flesh would be like injecting battery acid into your veins.  
It was a gruesome death.” 

“How long would it take?” “It depends on the delivery system. In the case of 
the Reseda victim, he was alive, and his organs were intact. The killer treated the 
infusion like you would a blood transfusion. He ran the blood out of the victim 
and the fluid in. Since it went into a regular vein, it probably took several long, 
agonizing minutes as the chemicals burned their way to his heart and on to his 
brain. He felt it all.” “Based on your inspection of the body, did the fluid reach other 
organs?” “Not really. There were heavy amounts of the compounds in his lungs 
and stomach, but the drug hit his heart then lungs and brain.” “Are you familiar 
with the Bellington Company out of Rhode Island?” “Oh, yes. They are a highly 
reputable company in the funeral business, one of the number one suppliers around 
the country and the world. My family made its own embalming fluid for several 
generations but stopped many years ago because it was much more economical 
to buy the product pre-made and mixed.” “Your family made embalming fluid?” 
“Yes…it’s an old practice that very few funeral homes still do because of the cost 
of the raw ingredients. I mean, it’s not like mixing a cocktail or food menu item 
for human consumption. Embalming compounds were invented for the purpose of 
preserving the body after death, so people could see their loved ones as they looked 
in life. It slows and, in the right concoction, can stop the decomposition process.”  
“So, in stopping the process you’re talking about mummification?” “Yes. Those 
processes are rarely done in Western cultures.” 

John had a thoughtful look on his face. “So, this child suffered at the hands 
of his killer?” “Yes…a great deal. Torture, emasculation, and cauterizing aside, 
he was made to suffer an unimaginable death. Determining the time of first 
administration of fluids until death is hard to say.” “Thank you, Jade. I’m sorry I 
took up your time.” “Not at all. You think I’m attractive; you’re pretty easy on the 
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eyes yourself!” He smiled a bashful smile and thanked her again. He walked back 
to his truck and looked at Marker’s UPS box once more. “This guy has taken torture 
to a whole new level. He had to have gotten the idea from someone else, and I’m 
going to find out who.”

Molly’s breathing had become shallow, and she was panting when Howard came 
into the bedroom. The hospice nurse was checking her vitals when he arrived. “How 
much longer?” he asked in a somber voice. “A few hours…not much more.” “Is she 
alert?” “She will respond if you speak to her. I haven’t given her the morphine yet.” 
“Is she in pain?” “Yes.” “If you will give us just a few moments alone, I don’t want 
her to suffer.” “Of course.” She left the room, closing the door behind her. “Moll…? 
Can you hear me?” She opened her eyes and smiled. “Hey Howie. Why do you look 
so sad?” “My best friend is leaving me; how would you feel?” Her smile faded, and 
she put her hand on his cheek. He told her he wanted to call Steve, but she shook her 
head. “Molly, the nurse says you might have a few hours left. Don’t you want to say 
goodbye to the love of your life?” She nodded and said, “I am…you’re here with me.” 
“It doesn’t seem right, Molly. You and Steve spent a lot of years together. I’ve never 
asked why you’ve chosen this way to leave the world, but I need to know … are you 
angry with him? Did he hurt you physically or emotionally?” She took a deep breath 
and exhaled slowly. “No. I love Steve very much, so much that I can’t put him through 
this. He sees so much death and tragedy; we spoke about the end when I learned of 
the diagnosis and prognosis.” “You didn’t tell him you were going to pull a Houdini 
on him in the last few months.” “I think he knew I was going to leave him before I left 
the world. He knows where I am Howard; you and I know that. He is letting me go. If 
he really needed closure outside of our conversations, he would have been here a long 
time ago.” “So, do you want me to call him after you’re gone?” “Yes…he and I made 
the funeral plans right after we found out. I gave you the card for the funeral home. 
All you have to do is call them, and they will come for me, then call Steve and tell him 
where I am.” He nodded and leaned down and kissed her hand.

“I’m going to have the nurse come in and give you your pain medication; after you 
take it, you won’t wake up again.” She nodded; she could see his heart breaking as he 
called for the nurse. “It’s okay,” she whispered, “I’m going to be just fine.” He wiped the 
tears from his eyes and said, “I know you’re going to be just fine. I’m breaking inside.” 
She didn’t get emotional until the nurse came around with the medication. A tear fell 
from her left eye and landed on his hand. “This is the hardest thing I’ve ever had to do, 
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Howard. Thank you for letting me do it my own way. Steve will be angry when you first 
speak to him, but it will pass. You have the letters I gave you?” He nodded. “I’m hurting, 
Howard, and I’m tired. I’m ready to go to sleep and then home.” He nodded, and the 
nurse placed the morphine inside Molly’s cheek as she could no longer swallow. “I’m 
going to stay here until you go, okay?” he said softly. She nodded; her eyes were getting 
heavy. “Can I talk to you as you drift off to sleep?” “I would really like that!” The nurse 
left, and, as she did, she heard Howard speaking to Molly softly about the scene outside 
the bedroom window as the sun was setting into the Pacific Ocean. The last words the 
nurse heard Howard say before closing the door were, “Thank you for being my friend, 
Molly, for always being there for me. And thank you for letting me be here for you now.” 
He was still speaking as the door closed to the room and on the life of Molly Hoffman.

Steve had been home to see Gail earlier in the day and then went back to work. 
He pulled into the driveway, and Gail greeted him at the front door with a gin and 
tonic with a wedge of lime. She had one of her own, and the two sat down on the 
sofa, sipping their drinks without talking. Her suitcase was next to the stairs as if to 
say, ‘where do you want me?’ The sun had just set, and the darkness of winter had set 
in. “Are you hungry?” he asked. “Yea. Do you have anything particular in mind?” He 
took a drink after asking the question. Gail just smiled and said, “I’m up for anything.” 
She asked if he wanted to order in or go out. “Let’s order in. I have a sad feeling 
tonight.” She took his glass over to the bar and poured two more drinks. “Me, too. I 
can’t put my finger on it; there’s just something in the air.” “How about Thai food?” 
he asked. “Sounds great.” He walked over to the menu drawer, as Molly always called 
it, and pulled out a menu. They scoured it, sitting together on the couch side by side. 
They chose their meals, ordered, and Steve said, “I need to shower before the food 
comes.” He walked toward the staircase and Gail’s waiting bags. He picked them up 
and carried them upstairs. She saw him do it but said not a word.

The food was there when he came down from the shower. They ate their meals 
while making small talk. “After dinner, if it’s okay with you, I just want to take a 
shower and go to bed. I’m beat,” she said. He smiled. “I bet you are, you poor thing. I 
woke you in the middle of the night, and then you flew across the country. You haven’t 
had a wink of sleep in nearly twenty four hours.” He finished his Pad Thai and said, “I 
put your bags in the master suite in Molly’s closet.” She smiled and told him she was 
glad. “You packed pretty light. Are you planning a short visit?” She started picking up 
the dishes and bringing them to the sink without answering. She stopped in front of the 
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sink with her back to Steve and her arms spread with her hands on the granite counter. 
“My desire, Steve, is to never go back to New Jersey. My desire is to stay here in this 
house and start a life with you. I packed my night shirt, a pair of shorts, a tank top, some 
underwear, and my black dress.” “You’re planning on a funeral then?” She didn’t turn 
to look at him; she just nodded. “And you’re afraid that if that funeral comes …” Gail 
interrupted him. “When that funeral comes.” A lump grew in his throat, and she could 
hear it when he spoke again. “When that funeral comes and it’s over, you’re afraid I 
won’t want you?” She put the dishes in the sink and turned around, tears streaming 
down her face. She couldn’t speak; she just nodded emphatically. 

He got up from the table and walked over to her. “I know where Molly is.” “I 
know.” Steve sighed. “I have made a conscious choice to follow her final wishes.” 
“Molly loves you very much, and she wants only the best for you.” “She also knows 
how much I love you, Gail. Neither one of us could have seen what happened with 
Bob coming.” She nodded. “Molly is passing away as we speak, and it tears my heart 
out when I think about it. It has taken every ounce of my being to honor her wishes 
and leave her with Howard. I know, though, that Howard and Molly love each other 
in a way that neither of us can understand. They grew up together; they lived through 
so much by leaning on each other. When she told me that she wanted to spend her 
last months with him, I was devastated and angry. She knew I wasn’t going to just 
let her go. When she invited you out to stay last summer, I had no idea what was on 
her mind. The one thing I can tell you is while it was in some ways the worst two 
weeks of my life, in others it was the best. I’m not just talking about the sex; it was 
GREAT! I’m talking about getting to know you on a mature and emotional level. 
You endured so much, yet you kept your sense of humor, your humanity, and your 
faith just the same. I’m jaded by my work. You helped me laugh, and Molly knew 
that would happen in the face of the adversity that she was going through, and I was 
dealing with as well. I won’t turn my back on you, Gail; I want you here with me 
now and forever.” She broke into tears and threw her arms around his neck and held 
him tight, and, as she did, his cell phone rang.

Jim had just pulled into his driveway when his cell rang. “Oh, what the fuck?” 
He grabbed it off the passenger seat and yelled, “WHAT, WHAT, WHAT, WHAT?” 
His face grew grim as he listened and said, “I’m sorry. I’ll let Barbara know.” He 
closed the phone as he walked through the front door. Barbara was arranging winter 
flowers in a vase on the kitchen table. Jim didn’t have to say a word, but she knew 
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by the look on his face. She kept arranging the flowers in a haphazard way as if to 
distract herself. The tears came spontaneously from her eyes; she didn’t need to be 
told that Molly was dead.
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Chapter Eight
“Take the night off; the killers will still be killing tomorrow.”

T
he day fit the occasion; umbrellas lined the graveside as the drops struck the silver 
casket and spray of roses, lilies, and white tulips. John and Sara stood away off in 
the distance; these were occasions that neither handled well. Sara huddled against 

him under the umbrella and watched motionless and emotionless at the goings on in 
the distance. Steve and Gail stood together under the same umbrella in front of the 
casket. Howard Cohen was finishing up her eulogy as the rain began to fall harder.  
“Molly loved life; she loved her husband, Steve, and her best friend, Gail. She loved 
to give of her time and efforts for those less fortunate. When she learned that she was 
dying, she didn’t curl up into a lump. She stretched out her arms and embraced the 
life she had left with gusto. I hope it doesn’t sound selfish or disrespectful, but I am 
so thankful to Molly for choosing to spend the last months of her life with me. We 
were … no, we are best friends; she embraced me for who I am as I embraced her for 
who she was. As Steve said a few moments ago, Molly was a person of love, and she 
made her wishes known. She was a strong-willed woman who marched to the beat 
of her own drum. Growing up together, she and I traversed a minefield of adversity, 
but she made it bearable with her gentle smile and soft voice, quick wit, and pit-bull 
personality. She could be friend and confidant one minute and harbinger of hell the 
next. The one thing anyone who knew Molly will attest to is her brutal honesty and her 
unwavering loyalty.” Heads nodded all around the casket. “So, I say goodbye to my 
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friend for the last time and say thank you, Molly, for making me a better man and more 
comfortable with who I am as a human being. I hope that when I cross that threshold 
into death, if there is anything beyond this life, that you’re there to show me the ropes 
and allow me to see your bright and loving smile again.” And with that, he folded the 
piece of paper he had been reading from and dried his eyes. He walked over to Steve 
and hugged him, and Steve hugged him back. He hugged Gail, too, then walked off 
away from the mourners and disappeared into the rainy morning. 

There were a few final words, and everyone went their own direction. John and 
Sara approached Steve and Gail, and John said, “I’m sorry for your loss, Steve. 
I’m sure Molly was a wonderful person.” “Thank you, John. Thank you both for 
coming. I know this has to be hard for you.” They shook hands, and Sara and 
John left the cemetery. Jim and Barbara were off on their own; Steve greeted and 
spoke to a few more people before he walked over to Jim and Barbara, standing 
on the porch of the chapel where the funeral had been held. “There aren’t words, 
Steve, so I’m not going to try.” He smiled at Jim. He looked so small and sad even 
with Barbara on his arm. “Well said,” was Gail’s response, “now why don’t we do 
what Molly and I would do in this situation; let’s go get drunk.” There was a little 
laughter, and the two couples walked under their umbrellas to their cars as Jim  
said, “To Santiago’s. Where we’re all family.” Barbara knew where Jim was talking 
about but Gail didn’t. “What’s Santiago’s?” “Home…my child…”  

When they arrived, Javier was standing at the bar with Valente pouring drinks. The 
whole bar grew silent with their presence. Javier walked over to Steve and hugged him 
and gave him a kiss on both cheeks. “Valente, the drinks are on us…let us celebrate 
life not mourn death!” He brought them to a table and brought over the usual bucket of 
beers, then brought over a bottle of Patrón and poured shots for everyone, themselves 
included. Javier raised his glass and said in his thick Mexican accent, “We live; we 
die. The memories … they live on for each of us. They are what you turn to when the 
sadness comes. To the life of Mrs. Molly Hoffman!” ‘Here, here,’ was the salute from 
everyone in the bar. He left the bottle and said no more.

John and Sara went back to the house on Gothic Avenue and changed. They didn’t 
talk. When they had finished, they jumped into John’s truck and headed for Parson’s 
Trail. The rain made the road both river and moat. He put the truck into four wheel 
drive and made his way to the steel gate and to the house on the other side. They 
changed into their white jumpsuits, opened the container by remote, and Sara greeted 
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Mr. Marker with a smack on the genitals with a piece of barbed wire. The Eagle was 
carrying two boxes in his arms that Marker couldn’t see. Marker screamed, “Have you 
no mercy? How long have you kept me here?” “Time is no longer relevant for you, 
Mr. Marker; we need to have another chat.” Sara walked over to the table and put the 
black microphone onto his t-shirt. “Oh! You’re getting a little gamey, Mr. Marker.” 
Sara walked back next to The Eagle. “You two are out of your minds. Release me.” “I 
fully intend to release you today, Mr. Marker. On that, you have my word. I just have a 
few more questions. A lot of things have been cleared up about your last dead victim, 
but with the answers come even more troubling questions.” 

He resisted the restraints on the table but to no avail. “What could you possibly 
want from me now?” “Believe it or not, Mr. Marker, I have been very kind to you up 
to this point.  Where did you get the idea to embalm someone while he was still alive?” 
His face went flat as did his movement. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
“Oh, Tom, I hate liars, and you’re lying to me.” He walked over to one of the boxes, 
and Tom could hear the cardboard tearing with The Eagle out of his sight. When The 
Eagle returned, he was holding a white bottle with pink liquid. Tom’s eyes grew wide 
and wild when he saw it, and he started screaming and thrashing against the table. 
He moved his head so hard he almost knocked himself out. “Oh…God…Oh God…
Please…No…Please. I’ll tell you anything you want to know.” “I’m counting on it.” 

The Eagle handed the bottle to Sara, who was removing an industrial hand pump 
pressure sprayer from its box. She was doing it all in Tom’s line of sight. She loosened 
the lid by turning the black top counterclockwise, and out came the assembly. She 
moved a box of the embalming fluid over to where she had the sprayer and began to 
open bottles of the liquid. The smell was powerful, and The Eagle opened the container 
door. Tom screamed and began to cry when the odor struck his nostrils. “So, Tom, 
where did you come up with the idea of embalming living children?” He was watching 
Sara as she dumped the pink contents of the bottles into the sprayer. The Eagle asked, 
“Tom…” he snapped his fingers. “You need to look at me, not Doctor Cook. If you 
want to keep her from using that on you, you need to answer my questions.” He looked 
at The Eagle, though he couldn’t help but look over at Sara as well. “I met a man about 
ten years ago who owns a funeral home in Santa Monica.” “Names please.” “Barstow 
Funeral Home and Mortuary on Ocean Boulevard before it turns down toward PCH.” 
“Who inspired you there?” “Bradley Barstow, Jr.; he was the son of the founder. He 
had me come in to do some embalming when I first started freelancing. We became 
good friends with a lot in common.” “Like rape and murder?” “He showed me things 
that I could do with a corpse. I liked it; it felt natural.” “So, you’re talking necrophilia?” 
“Yes…he taught me how to have sex with dead people.” “Go on.” Tom looked over at 
Sara who was sealing the sprayer. 
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“One night he called me really late and asked if I could come by right away; he 
had a rush job. When I got there, he had a young woman on the slab and asked me if I 
could prepare her. He said that she had died of cancer and that the body had just come 
in, and her parents wanted her prepared for a viewing by morning as they had planned 
for a service and burial within twenty four hours of her death. I did as he asked and got 
her done really fast.” “So, what’s strange about that?” Sara asked while pumping the 
container. “She wasn’t dead.” “Go on,” said The Eagle. “When I started to prep her, I 
noticed that she was still very warm. I commented on it, and he said that she had just 
died, not even a half hour ago. I did as I was trained to do and checked for a pulse and 
respiration, but I couldn’t detect anything. She was about twenty five and had a nice 
body. She was so warm…I asked if I could have a little time with her alone. He said 
sure and left me with her. When I was finished having sex, I started to embalm her. I 
was so caught up in the emotions that I started to drain her blood and put in the fluid 
before I had opened her up to remove the organs. When the fluid started going into her 
veins, she began to move; she was moving slowly, but she was moving. I called Brad, 
and he came in, and I showed him that she was still alive. He smiled and said, ‘Only 
for a few minutes. Let’s watch what happens when the fluid starts to fill her body.’

“He told me while we watched that he had picked her up near a local restaurant 
and brought her back and raped her. He told me that he had a foolproof system 
for getting rid of bodies, and he never had to worry about ever getting caught. 
He also told me that he had sedated her very heavily before sex, so it felt more 
natural to him. We watched her die slowly over nearly an hour. While she couldn’t 
scream, you could see the agony in her face. When I knew she was dead, I started 
to finish, and he told me not to bother. He paid me in cash and that was it.” “So, 
if this happened so many years ago and you liked it, why are you just now doing 
it to your victims?” The Eagle asked. “I’ve been doing it to my victims for years. 
It’s quite a rush. I stopped sedating them years ago, and I started using live boys 
between twelve and fifteen because they are so much more animated. I also could 
enjoy sex with them alive and dead.” Sara could be heard throwing up outside 
the container. “So, what changed the way you kill?” asked The Eagle. “Brad died 
last year, and I couldn’t use his crematorium anymore to get rid of my victims.” 
“That’s why you couldn’t tell me where the remains are?” “Yes. So, I kept detailed 
information on all of my kids on their jars.” The Eagle leaned in so the microphone 
would clearly pick up his question. “What happened to the funeral home when 
Brad died?” “His son took over, but he’s a weird dude. He wouldn’t let me use 
the crematorium anymore.” “Did he know what you and his father were doing?” 
“Yes.” “Did he do anything like what you two did?” “I don’t know; I don’t know 
him very well. He’s not a nice guy.” “Unlike you,” The Eagle said while walking 
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over to the container of fluid. “Yea…unlike you and Brad. What’s his son’s name?” 
“Simon…Simon Barstow.” The Eagle pulled out some IV tubing that he had in a 
cabinet next to the table. 

“What did you do with the remains after you cremated them?” “Brad and I would 
take turns crushing them up. I would take my sex partners’ remains and dump them in 
the storm drains around the city. He was more creative; he would grind the bone and 
leftover cremated parts of his victims into a fine powder; he wouldn’t tell me what 
he used the powder for. Brad was a very successful businessman with many different 
business interests.” The Eagle frowned. “And you don’t know what those interests are, 
or how he used the powder?” “No, I swear. I figure it made it easier to dispose of the 
remains. The remains I had were chunky; his were very, very fine.” The Eagle said, 
“You and I are going to talk more about Mr. Barstow’s other business interests. I know 
that you know what he did with those finely ground remains, and you’re going to tell 
me.” Sara had started screaming, and he heard her run back to the house. The Eagle 
looked over in her direction and then back at Marker. “Well, Tom, this has been all 
very enlightening. I need to step out for a moment and assist Doctor Cook. You just 
relax, and when I come back we will finish up, and I will release you as promised.” He 
followed Sara into the house and found her huddled in a corner of the bedroom. “Oh, 
my God. Oh, my God. Oh, my God,” she was saying. John knelt down in front of her 
and said, “This is a disturbing one, isn’t it?”  

 

Simon Barstow was working patiently with a grieving young woman who had just 
lost her father to a sudden heart attack while driving to work. He was gently walking her 
through the price list for funeral services. This was a relatively new practice required 
by the federal government to stop predatory practices by funeral directors who were 
known for taking advantage of people when they were at their most vulnerable.  There 
were tears running down her face as she went over the price list with Simon. He took 
a box of Kleenex from the end of the conference room table and handed it to her. 
“Ms. Martinez,” he said softly as she dried her eyes, “I’m here to help you through 
this. Trust me. I am going to be with you through every step, and I’ll make it as easy 
as is possible.” She smiled, and he smiled back. She was a very attractive Latino 
woman. He guessed her to be in her mid-thirties. She was well dressed, well spoken, 
and well educated. He pulled out the death certificate paperwork and started to ask 
her questions about her father. “This is all routine and required by law. What was 
your father’s full name?” “Marco Jesus Martinez.” She started to tear up again, and 
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he put his arm on her shoulder in a reassuring manner. When they were finished she 
said, “You are so sweet, Mr. Barstow.” “Simon. Please call me Simon; my father was 
Mr. Barstow.” She looked at him compassionately. “Is your father deceased?” “Yes. 
He passed away a year ago.” “Oh…I’m so sorry.” He smiled. His white teeth were 
set off against his tan skin and deep-set brown eyes. “It is quite alright, Ms. Martinez. 
My father was the second generation in this business, and we knew it was coming, so 
we had all of this resolved when he passed.” “Oh…please call me Maria. This is all 
just a shock. My father was my life and I his. We have a law practice in Mar Vista.”  
“Really? Whereabouts?” “At the corner of Airport and South Centinela Avenue.”  
“Are you in the aviation litigation business?” he asked softly. “No. Personal injury  
and medical malpractice litigation.”

“Well, since you do not want a viewing and are requesting a cremation, we can take 
care of this today.” She got weepy and nodded in agreement. “It is best to get this part 
of the loss behind you, so you can move forward in life, especially if there is no funeral 
or visitation. It will also give you some sense of closure and allow you to both grieve 
and heal.” “You are so wonderful, Simon. I don’t know how I can ever thank you for 
what you have done.” “You already have, Maria; you already have. Would you like to 
be present at the cremation?” “I would, but I didn’t know if it was allowed.” “It is not 
standard practice, but it is not unheard of. Most folks like to pick up their loved one’s 
ashes the following day, but you can be there if you wish.” “Yes. I would really like to 
be there.” “Okay then.” He took out his PDA and pulled up his calendar and said, “We 
can do this at three p.m. if that will work for you.” She nodded and looked at her watch. 
“That will work since it’s just after eleven. It will give me time to stop by the office 
and then change clothes.” “You look great to me just the way you are, Maria.” She was 
dressed in a low-cut burgundy dress suit and showing a great deal of cleavage. Her short 
skirt also revealed a very sexy pair of legs. She was about five two and a hundred and 
forty pounds with curves in all the right places. He was visibly enthralled with Maria. 
She smiled. “Thank you, but I think that black would be more appropriate.” 

She told Simon that she was in court the previous day when she got the call and 
had been running ragged ever since. “You are very sweet, Simon. Where shall I go for 
the cremation?” He stood up, his six foot two inch frame towering over her. He pulled 
his suit coat taut and said, “If you would like, you can meet me here, and we can ride 
together to the crematorium. It is just around the corner but still on our property.” “I 
would like that. Thank you.” He bent down and kissed her left hand; he noticed there 
was no ring. She looked into his eyes and said, “You have the kindest eyes; it’s as if 
you can see into my soul.” “No, Maria. You’re just distraught, and I’m here to help 
you. That feeling will pass when we have finished our business.” She stared into his 
brown eyes as she was leaving and said, “In a strange way, I hope you’re wrong.” 
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As soon as he saw her leave the lot, he yelled to one of his workers, “Get number 
seven out of the cooler; wrap and box him; we’re cooking him at three.” He walked 
back to his office with the file and the information on Maria and her father, though 
Maria was who he really had his eye on. Sergio, the head of operations, came into his 
office and asked for the paperwork. He handed it off. “Let me guess. You’re going to 
have a date tonight?” Simon grinned. “A date? Sergio, my good man, I think I laid 
enough good feeling on Ms. Martinez that I will get to lay her tonight.” He shook his 
head as he walked out of Simon’s office. Simon yelled at Sergio as he walked out, 
“Make sure to keep me on task. I need to be here at two forty-five, so I can ride with 
that fine piece of ass over to burn her old man, and then see if I can burn the panties 
off her!” Sergio made an unintelligible noise as he walked back into the morgue, and 
Simon pulled up his email to see what other prospects he had for the day.

Jim and Steve were pretty well lit when the cab came for them. The girls were 
tipsy, too, but still able to hold a conversation. Barbara was telling Gail about her 
relationship with Jill Makin and her death. Gail and Barbara were leaning on each 
other, and Jim and Steve were both slumped over the bar stools when Javier announced 
their taxi had arrived. They made their way out to the cab, and Steve instructed the 
driver to take them to his house. Jim didn’t argue, and since Barbara and Gail were 
involved in a deep conversation, he didn’t give it much thought. When they arrived, 
they were all a little more alert, and Steve let them in and promptly fell onto the sofa 
in the living room, with Jim following suit. The girls fixed themselves a drink and 
went into the kitchen in full-on conversation. Steve asked Jim, “Do you want another 
drink?” Jim looked at him with the eyes of a mad man. “I’m Irish, damn it. I always 
want another drink.” They laughed, and Steve poured them both a scotch, and they sat 
on the sofa in silence. “I can’t believe she’s gone,” Steve said as he took a sip of the 
scotch. Jim sat on the other end of the couch staring down into his glass. “Yea…I know 
what you mean. I don’t know what you feel from the standpoint of the permanency of 
Molly’s departure, but if it is anything like my divorce, you will find yourself calling 
her name to empty rooms that won’t respond.” “You could still call Barbara; Molly’s 
gone, Jim. Forever. I will never speak to her again.” He looked around the room. 
“Everywhere I look, I see her; there isn’t a thing in this house that she hasn’t touched.” 
Jim didn’t say anything, he just sipped his drink. Steve got up and picked up a picture 
of him and Molly. He held it in his hands and began to tremble, and the tears started 
rolling down his face.
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Gail and Molly entered from the kitchen, out of sight of Jim and Steve. Gail 
moved to go to him, but Barbara put her hand on her shoulder and whispered, “Let 
him be; he needs to grieve.” Gail stood still next to Barbara with tears in her eyes but 
heeded her advice. Barbara looked over at Jim who was staring down into his glass as 
if waiting for an answer to come forth. Steve said through tears, “I’ll never hear her 
voice again; I’ll never feel her touch; I’ll never get yelled at, scolded, or loved the way 
she loved me.” Jim sat silent, and Barbara and Gail remained in limbo between the 
kitchen and living room. “I should go home,” Gail whispered to Barbara. Barb grabbed 
her arm, and pulled her back into the kitchen. Once they were out of earshot, she said, 
“The hell you should. He needs you. That man loves you. You’re not a replacement 
for Molly, my dear. You two are about to start a new chapter in a life yet to be lived. 
He’s suffering the pains of hell right now, and he’s going to for a while. You need to 
be right here by his side, loving him and supporting him. That’s what Molly wanted 
for the two of you; she said as much in her letter to you.” “How’d you know about the 
letter?” “Letters,” she said. Gail sat down and Barbara poured her a full glass of wine. 

“Molly and I went back a lot of years. Her friend, Howard, who she spent the 
past several months with before she died, is an old friend of mine as well. We all grew 
up together in Chicago. We were platonic playmates. While we grew apart over the 
years, we always kept tabs on each other. Howard became a hell of a lawyer; I went 
into law enforcement, and Molly, well, Molly fell in love with Steve, who was already 
in love with the Bureau. When Molly learned she was dying, she called Howard and 
me and asked us to lunch. We met in a cozy little place, Stewart and Gray’s, in Santa 
Monica. It’s a lovely little restaurant and bakery. Do you have one on the east coast?” 
Gail shook her head. “Anyway, we met for lunch and talked about Molly’s impending 
death. She told us that Steve wasn’t taking it well, and that she was going to spend the 
last few months with Howard. She told us that she had written letters to you and Steve. 
Gail, you should have heard her talk about how much she loved you, and how much 
she wanted you and Steve to be together after she passed. It was very touching. She 
didn’t think that it would happen because of your relationship with your ex. She was 
sure you two kids were forever. She told us she was going to have you out, and that 
you had both discussed fulfilling one of Steve’s fantasies about having sex with two 
women.” Gail was drinking her wine and said, “That’s every man’s fantasy!” Barbara 
smiled. “She told us that she had written you both letters and handed them to us to 
read. I cried when I read them. She was really intent on you and Steve being together. 
I’m sure she would have been both devastated and excited if she knew that there was 
a chance for you two to be together. She wanted you with Steve. She knew he would 
love you and take care of you the way that he loved and took care of her. She also 
worried about the age difference between you and Steve.”  Gail shook her head. “That 
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means nothing to me. I have had a crush on Steve since the first day I met him. I told 
Molly many times that I liked the fact that Steve was older and wiser. I also told her 
that I envied their relationship. I tried to mimic that with Bob, but it never worked.” 
“The long and short of it is you need to tough it out with Steve. There will be more 
bad days than good ones for a while, but in time it will smooth out, and you two kids 
will be fine.” Gail finished off her wine and said, “Then I need to be with my man, and 
you need to be with yours.” Barbara swigged the last of her wine, and the two walked 
back into the living room. 

“James, it’s time that we leave.” He stood up, swigged the rest of his drink, and 
said, “I’ll call a cab.” He walked off into the foyer with his cell phone in hand. Barbara 
sat down next to Steve. “I’m going home, my sweet. This young lady is going to be 
here with you, and she’s going to let you cry, yell, scream, rant, and rage at the face of 
God. I hope that you will look over at that face now and then as you grieve because 
she has the face of an angel – your angel.” A car honked, and Jim called her, saying 
the taxi was there. She hugged Steve hard, then Gail, and walked out the front door. 
Jim shook Steve’s hand and pulled him in for a hug, as tears filled both of their eyes. 
He said, “Take the night off; the killers will still be killing tomorrow.” He hugged Gail 
and said, “Hang in there, sweetheart. Barbara is right. You have the face of an angel.” 

When the house was quiet, Gail stood in the doorway and looked at Steve in the 
foyer, standing still after watching the taxi drive away. There were several moments of 
silence until Steve turned to face her with tears in his eyes and opened his arms in an 
invitation for her to join him in his grief, their grief. And the two held each other in a 
silent tearful embrace.

Simon Barstow was waiting at the entrance of his funeral home when Maria 
Martinez pulled into the driveway and parked her Mercedes. He saw her looking at 
him as she closed her car’s door and began to walk toward him. He knew for her it 
was the last long walk to the end of her father’s life. For Simon, Maria’s walk toward 
him was her walk into his waiting arms, and the pleasure he was going to take in 
her suffering. Sergio looked on as the two entered the company limousine to go to 
the crematorium. He almost felt sorry for her, but then realized it wasn’t sorrow, he 
was just hungry. As he opened the refrigerator to get his lunch, he said, “I must let  
Simon be Simon. He must follow in his family’s footsteps, even if it’s a twisted  
and freaky way to live.”
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Chapter Nine
“I’m sorry to wake you so early, but you know  
what they say, the early cop gets the corpse.”

T
he hearse was backed into the crematorium when Maria and Simon pulled into 
the parking lot. A coffin shaped corrugated box was on a steel gurney when 
they entered. The crematorium was a huge green steel monstrosity that, for the 

moment, sat silent. “Would you like to see your father one last time?” he asked in a 
soothing voice. She nodded, and he removed the cardboard cover, so she could see her 
father in the box. He was wrapped in a sheet all the way up to his face. “He looks so 
peaceful,” she remarked. “That’s because he’s at peace, Maria.” He motioned for an 
attendant to come forward and put the box into the oven. “What happens now?” she 
asked. “Mario will move your father’s body into the crematorium, and then he will be 
cremated.” “How does it work?” “Well, first let me say that there is nothing to fear; 
your father is with God now.” She looked on at the box now inside the giant machine. 
“We don’t believe in God, Simon. We believe that dead is dead.” “It is not my place to 
tell anyone what to believe, and I’m sorry if I spoke out of turn.” “No, not at all. I’m 
sure you get a lot of people who believe. We just don’t. He didn’t, and his logic on the 
subject rubbed off on me.” 

He pointed to a red and black button on the side of the machine and asked if she 
would like to push the button. With tears in her eyes, she nodded and pushed it with her 
index finger. The machine came to life. A large steel door slowly closed, enveloping 
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her father’s box and body. She heard a locking sound and then something familiar, 
like a furnace, as the flames started to burn in the unit. “Is that it?” she asked. “No…
the furnace has lit, but it will take several minutes before the thermostat is tripped, 
and the blast furnace ignites, starting the cremation process.”  “How long will it  
take?” “To cremate your father? About three hours. You will be able to retrieve  
his remains tomorrow after three p.m.” He pointed to the entrance of the crematorium 
and the waiting limo. 

She walked with him to the car. He said, “It’s best that you not be here when the 
furnace begins to run; it gets pretty loud, plus my workers have to do their jobs.” She 
looked at him with a strange look. “What do they have to do?” “I don’t know that 
you really want me to go into detail on the whole process.” She got into the car, and 
he joined her. “It’s okay, Simon. Please explain the process.” He looked down at his 
watch; it was three thirty. He asked if he could buy her an early dinner, and she said 
yes. “Do you have a preference?” She shook her head. “I’m hungry, but you choose.” 
He called up to Antonio, his driver, and said, “Angelo’s. And call ahead and ask Tony 
to have my table set.” Antonio nodded and raised the privacy screen. “Well, if I’m 
going to explain what we do in the cremation process, I should do it before we sit 
down to eat.” He grabbed a decanter from the bar in the limo and offered her a drink. 
She nodded, and he poured a glass for her. She went to take a sip when she commented 
on its unusual odor. “What is this, Simon?” He laughed. “An old family recipe for 
the grieving. Call it a grieving elixir; it soothes the soul.” She took a sip and smiled  
and commented on how sweet it was. “Sip it slowly; you will feel it start to warm  
you from the toes up.” 

He moved closer to her on the black leather bench seat. “Once the cremation 
begins, there are several steps to concluding it. About an hour into the process, the 
oven will be shut down and the unit opened. One of my workers, using a long rake-like 
object, will turn the remains in the oven, so that they burn evenly. This takes only a 
few minutes. The oven is then closed, and the process starts again. When the cremation 
is complete, not every part of the human body burns up.” Her face got grave. “Are 
you sure you want me to explain this to you right now?” She nodded, taking another 
sip of the beverage. “Bones, teeth, and other fragments remain after the cremation is 
done. The ashes and bones are placed in steel buckets and then dumped into a grinding 
unit. Unlike other funeral homes, we have a patented system that grinds the remains 
into a very, very fine powder, which is then placed in a very heavy plastic bag before 
being placed in the urn.” She was hanging on his every word. “So, do you still want 
to have dinner with me?” She laughed and said of course. “You explained what you 
do in the same way I explain legal questions to a client. It may seem strange, but by 
understanding the process I feel better.” Her speech was slightly slurred as she spoke. 
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“It’s not strange at all, Maria. Everyone is different. Some folks just want it done and 
don’t want to know a thing; others stay for the whole process. I’m not supposed to 
allow that, but I break the rules every once in a while if it is someone I know.” She sat 
back in her seat and smiled while looking out the window. “You know what they say 
about rules, Simon. They were made to be broken!” He smiled at her and said, “I’m 
so glad you feel that way…some people can be so rigid.” The limo sped down Ocean 
to Angelo’s, and, as it did, the two talked about her career, her life, and the life of her 
father. He was mesmerizing to her; he could see it in her eyes. She said, “You have a 
quiet and reassuring way about you. Are you married?” He shook his head. “I haven’t 
met the right woman yet. But hey…the day is still young.” She smiled and said, “My 
father would have liked you.” “Well, I hope his daughter feels the same.” She chuckled 
and patted him on the knee as she finished off the beverage in her hand.

The Eagle got Sara calmed down and asked if she was able to help him finish up 
with Marker. She stood up and said, “Yes, goddamn it…this sick freak must die, and I 
want to hear his screams.” He took her by the hand and walked her out the front door. 
Her excitement at killing Marker bothered him, but at the same time he understood 
it. The two entered the container, and Tom was staring at them. “So, you are going to 
release me now?” “As promised!” The Eagle said in an enthusiastic voice. Sara didn’t 
speak. She walked over to the sprayer and replaced the spray hose with a large piece of 
plastic tubing. She had to do a little creative work to the end of the tubing, so it would 
hold a sixteen gauge needle. Tom was watching Sara work and didn’t notice the five 
gallon canister with IV tubing to accept his life juice. Sara took a tourniquet from the 
pocket of her jumpsuit and wrapped it around Tom’s arm. He started to scream as she 
cinched it extremely tight, and The Eagle stuffed a rag in his mouth. “I’ve heard all the 
whining I can take from you for now. You have answered all of my questions, and I 
have a pretty good idea how Barstow uses the remains, so it’s time for you to take your 
medicine, Tom. You must die as your victims died.”

He was screaming into the rag and tears were running down his face as Sara 
slapped his arm hard to raise a vein. “Oh!” she exclaimed. “You have great veins. So 
many choices.” She pointed at one very large one and said, “Nope, can’t use that one. 
The fluid will get to your heart way too fast, and we don’t want that.” She jammed 
the needle into a smaller vein and pushed it deep, nearly three inches, to make sure 
she had a good fit. She pulled back on the syringe and got nice deep red blood. She 
separated the syringe and hooked up the makeshift IV tubing. She taped it off, all the 
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while smiling at him. She walked over to where The Eagle was placing the IV tubing 
to drain the blood and ripped the IV out of Tom’s arm. He cringed in pain. “That needle 
gauge is too large, honey. He will bleed out too fast.” It was a nineteen gauge, but she 
insisted on a twenty. He allowed her to do it her way and had never seen this side of 
her. She was calculating the most pain she could inflict on Marker. “Well, I have to 
tell you, Tom, Doctor Cook is setting you up for one long and painful evening.” Tom 
was covered in sweat and still trying to scream but had weakened himself. “You might 
as well relax, Mr. Marker. This is going to take an hour or two,” Sara said. Marker’s 
eyes grew wide as she moved over to the spray canister and started to pump the handle 
to build pressure in the unit to release the embalming fluid into the IV. She had put a 
saddle valve into the tubing with an air release, so she could bring the pink solution 
right to the edge of Marker’s vein, so he could see it before she released it into his 
body. She pumped up the unit until she could pump no more. The Eagle walked over 
and pumped it a few more times and said. “This thing is going to shoot into him fast.” 
Sara smiled and said, “No…I trimmed the tubing down in increments when I was 
splicing it together. It will regulate the pressure, so we should not have to pump the 
unit again while we administer the fluid.” 

He looked at her and said, “I killed Cruthers and all the others. This will be your 
first kill. Do you want me to just let you do the work?” “I want to kill this sick raping 
child killer.” The Eagle looked at Tom and said, “Well, you heard it. You are now in the 
hands of Doctor Cook.” Sara walked over and released the valve on the IV, allowing 
the pink embalming fluid to rise into the tubing. She shut it off right at the entrance into 
his vein. He was screaming through the makeshift gag, but it had no effect on her. The 
Eagle clicked the remote control to record the killing of Marker and said, “Thomas 
Alan Marker, you have pled guilty to the rape, torture, and brutal murder of forty-five 
children, and you used embalming fluid in the bulk of those murders. You shall now 
receive the same treatment. Embalming fluid shall now pass through your veins until 
you are dead.” “May God NOT have mercy on your soul.” 

Her tone was cold, emotionless, and far too calm for The Eagle’s liking. She turned 
the valve, and the fluid began to enter Marker’s body. The scream was immediate. She 
walked over and set the release on the blood from his body, and the IV tubing filled 
with red blood and started to enter the container. The sound of the blood leaving his 
body could be heard hitting the sides of the container in a steady stream. “Mr. Eagle, 
will you remove his gag, please? I want to hear him beg.” He did as she asked and 
his pleading was loud and unintelligible as the pain of the fluid entering his body 
overrode his ability to speak. “You see, sweetheart, you want to set the release of 
blood at a much slower rate to make sure that he feels every drop of the toxic liquid 
entering his veins and moving to his heart and brain. We want Tom here to feel the 



56 • Chapter Nine

same agony his young victims felt.” The Eagle smiled and walked over to stand next 
to her. “Man, you’re screwed!” The vein in his arm was enlarging as Sara had left the 
tourniquet in place. “Oops…I don’t want to blow out that vein.” And with the flick 
of her wrist, the tourniquet was released, the swelling went down, and the embalming 
fluid began to course through Marker’s body. His screams were deafening, and he 
rambled incoherently as the pain overpowered his senses. The Eagle looked at the 
clock on the wall; it was four forty-five p.m. They watched Marker until he took his 
final frothy breath, as blood mixed with embalming fluid burned its way through his 
nasal cavity and dripped out of his nose and mouth. It was six ten p.m. when Sara 
pronounced him dead and ready for viewing.

 

Steve and Gail had fallen asleep in each other’s arms on the sofa, both still dressed 
from the funeral. Only their shoes were missing. He was roused by the rain on the 
roof and looked around the now pitch black room. There was only the faint glow of 
the grandfather clock; it was eleven thirty p.m. He moved his arm from under Gail’s 
sleeping head, but she didn’t move. “She’s one tired kid,” he said as he staggered to 
the bathroom. He clicked on the lights, which were blinding, so he turned them off 
right away. “Oh, hangover…never again, never again… scotch, tequila, beer, wine, 
and gin. What the fuck was I thinking?” At least he didn’t feel like he was going to 
throw up. He made his way into the kitchen and found the largest glass he could and 
filled it with water. He pressed the light button on the range hood, and the light cast a 
glow over the room. He sat down at the table and drank the water and listened to the 
falling rain. It had let up for a while but was back with a furor. As he drank the water 
he said, “There could be no more fitting of a day than this day has been.” He looked 
at the counter where three ruby red pinstriped dish towels were lined, placed there by 
Molly the day she disappeared.

He looked around the kitchen and started to notice that things weren’t where they 
were supposed to be. All of the organizational things that Molly had always had in place 
were suddenly disorganized. He got up with his glass of water and began walking room 
to room in the lower part of the house. Everything was wrong. Favorites of Molly’s were 
gone; there were voids where things she was passionate about had been. The china hutch 
was empty. Pictures and photographs were not on the walls. He walked quickly to the 
entryway and looked at the wall. It was blank. All of the photographs Molly had taken and 
so proudly hung year after year were gone. All but one. In the middle of the empty wall, 
among the nail holes and empty picture hangers, was a single framed photograph. Steve  
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and Molly on their wedding day. He walked over to it and took it off the wall and 
holding it in his hands said, “If you wanted to wipe your memory from this home we 
shared all of these years, why did you leave this?” 

He heard the tinkle of glass coming from the den. He walked across the foyer 
into the dark room and turned on the banker’s lamp on his desk. The room was only 
partially lit. He heard the tinkle again and felt a cool breeze carrying the smell of the 
rain. He saw the side window was cracked open and walked across the soaked carpet. 
As he moved to crank the window closed, he saw the source of the noise. It was a 
glass wind chime that Molly had purchased in Napa on their honeymoon, and a small 
piece of paper twirled in the wind on the clapper. He cranked the window closed and 
took down the chime and sat down at his desk. He carefully removed the small slip 
of paper that was rolled up. He reached into his desk drawer and pulled out a pair of 
latex gloves and put them on. He slowly unfurled the small paper banner; there, in 
Molly’s handwriting, was a single sentence, ‘Thank you for loving me, Steven! Moll. 
XXXXX.’ He dropped his hands on the desk and broke into tears. “You always had to 
get the last word,” he said out loud. He knew that she left him the final note, the turning 
point for his life. It was okay to move on. She loved him loving her and vice versa. He 
turned off the banker’s lamp and wept in the darkness.

Jim and Barbara were in bed and fast asleep when his cell phone started buzzing. 
“Jesus Christ, Jim. Are you the only fuckin’ detective in the county of Los Angeles?” 
“It’s sure as hell starting to feel that way!” He groped the nightstand for the glowing, 
buzzing phone and hit the speaker button and said, “It’s three o’clock in the goddamn 
morning. Someone better be dead!” He recognized the voice on the other end of the line 
immediately. It was The Eagle, and he was suddenly very, very awake and sober. “I’m 
sorry to wake you, detective; however, I thought you should be the first to know… Mr. 
Thomas Marker has returned home.” Barbara shot up in bed as the caller spoke. “He’s 
home…is he alive?” “He’s ready to be viewed.” “Why are you calling me?” “I owe 
you one for abducting your lovely wife. I know I’m on speaker and can hear Barbara 
breathing heavily in the background. Have no fear, Mrs. O’Brian; I have no intention 
to call upon you again.” He could hear her breathing calming down. “Well, I must be 
off. I’m sorry to wake you so early, but you know what they say, the early cop gets 
the corpse.” “Why did you kill him?” “All will be explained at the scene, detective. 
He was quite the devil; if you believe in that sort of thing.” “What the fuck does that 
mean?” “Go to the scene; all will be answered.” There was some fumbling on the other 
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end of the line like The Eagle was hanging up, then he suddenly said, “How rude of 
me. Congratulations on your nuptials. Renewed and rekindled love is inspiring.” Jim 
started to ask another question as the line went dead. 

Barbara had turned on the light while he was talking, but he hadn’t noticed until 
that moment. He looked over at her face; it was both calm and scared.  “You okay?” 
he asked. “No…I’m not fucking okay. You just got off the phone with a serial killer 
who abducted me, and who obviously called to tell you that he’s killed someone else, 
and who assures me he’s not coming after me again. How the fuck can I be okay with 
that?” Jim rolled out of bed looking for clothes and was fumbling around on the floor. 
“Well, he congratulated us.” She got out of bed and headed for the closet. “You’re 
right, asshole. I should feel warm and fuzzy.” She opened the closet and grabbed 
a clean pair of jeans, a sheriff’s polo shirt and wind breaker, and some socks and 
underwear that she had washed and put away for him years earlier. “Oh, for God sake, 
Jim. You’ve been wearing the same clothes for a week. You don’t know how many 
people asked this week if I took you back for pity because you were homeless after 
the divorce.” He was starting to put on the now graying t-shirt and asked, “Well, did 
you?” She shook her head and laid the clothes on the bed. “Go take a fucking shower 
then put these on. You smell like a homeless bum.” “I have to get to Marker’s house.” 
“Based on the conversation you just had, Mr. Marker will be there when you get there. 
I’ve seen you shower. You’ll be done and dressed in five minutes. You think your hand 
is a washcloth and that shampoo is soap.” “It is soap. Do I have to shave? That takes, 
like, ten minutes.” “It would be nice, but it’s not required.” He smiled and gave her a 
kiss on the lips. “How did I live without you?” She shrugged. “Beats the hell out of 
me. You can get rid of that flea trap apartment now. This is home.” 

He smiled as he ran and started the shower. Barbara came into the bathroom as he 
was stepping into the water. “Oh, and on that note, put your clothes in the dumpster 
and leave everything except your toothbrush.” As she turned to leave, she added, “On 
second thought, don’t even bring the toothbrush. I’m off today, so I will go shopping 
for you. You do still have your American Express, right?” He nodded as he washed his 
body. “But you don’t know my size?” he called out. “I shopped for you for decades. 
I know your size. I’ll take care of it.” “I love you, Barb. You’re my go-to girl.” He 
thought she was out of earshot, but she wasn’t. She poked her head in; her eyes were 
bloodshot, and she was unkempt from the earlier day’s event. “Look at me. You see 
what I look like right now?” He nodded. “This is the way you look on a good day at 
work. I’ll take care of you, but I’ll be damned if you’re going to live like a pig, eat the 
shit you always ate, and dress and smell like a homeless man.” She started to leave 
but stopped and said, “Oh, and we’re giving up smoking!” He laughed as she left. “I’ll 
do some of those things, old woman, but I ain’t gonna stop smoking. I’m hoping the 
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damn things kill me before you or the job does!” He howled as he started to shave and 
said to himself, “I’m a lucky man. I better do what she wants this time, or I’ll be living 
on the streets.”

It was three fifteen when he hit the kitchen, clean and shaven. “Jesus Christ! You 
look like a new man, but you need a haircut.” “Hey, I’m a stud. What can I say?” She 
handed him a bag with a bacon and egg sandwich, a thermos of coffee, and a cup to 
drink on the road. She kissed him and said in a serious tone, “I love you; be safe. I 
want to see your ugly mug walking through the front door at some point in the next 
twenty four hours.” He kissed her back with the dopey smile of a teenager in love. “I 
love you, too, Barb. I will call you later and let you know what I find.” “I know what 
you’re going to find. Are you going to call Steve and John?” “Yea, when I’m on scene. 
This will be the first time in nearly a decade that I will be the first person on scene. I 
want to take it in.” She shook her head. “You’re twisted, Mister.” “That’s what you 
love about me!” She watched him walk out the front door and drive away. “It won’t be 
today.” She said to herself, “He’ll come back home today.”
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Chapter Ten
“I’m up to my ass in alligators here,  
so call John and ask him to join us.”

W
hen he arrived at Marker’s residence, it was four fifteen a.m. He parked in 
front of the house prior to entering, and the first thing he noticed was that there 
was no visible armed police presence guarding the house. There was a LAPD 

cruiser parked in front of the residence, but it was the only one. He walked to the 
front door and called out, but there was no response. “Why do I have a really bad 
feeling?” He had his radio on his belt, along with the rest of his weapons. He looked 
around the living room; it was neat and tidy. There was a light on over the kitchen 
stove and a bowl of popcorn sitting on the counter. He called out again, and again 
there was no response. He drew his weapon and moved toward the garage. Its main 
doors were closed and sealed with crime scene tape.  He walked around to the side 
entrance, which also had crime scene tape, but it had been removed and was rolled up 
neatly next to the open door. “Shit.” He looked around, but there was no sound or sign 
of life. “If that fucker killed a cop that’s going to take this to a whole new level.” He 
called into the garage, and only his voice echoed back. He moved slowly through the 
doorway and into the garage; he was too out of shape to do any fancy rolling/aiming 
moves taught in the academy. “If you’re in here, and you’re armed, so am I, so it’s 
going to be you or me. I’m too goddamn out of shape to roll around on the ground or 
duck and cover behind shit.” No response.
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He didn’t have his flashlight, but he saw the light switch and said, “Oh, what 
the fuck!” and clicked the lights on. The halogens didn’t light right away but grew 
brighter as they heated up. He walked between two large trucks, a ski boat, and some 
other vehicles. The lights were getting brighter, and he could see that the attic stairs 
were down. He pointed his weapon and moved slowly toward the stairs and looked 
up into the attic. The lights were on and were brighter than the ones in the garage. He 
felt confident that he had cleared the garage and started up the stairs. He tripped on 
one of the rungs, and the whole unit slammed the ground with a loud crash. “Well, 
if you didn’t know I was coming up the attic stairs, you do now.” When he reached 
the top, he heard a rustling noise in the far corner of the attic. He hunched down and 
moved toward it. “Do us both a favor and come out with your hands up.” While there 
was no movement, the rustling sound was much more pronounced. He kept moving 
forward, eyes straight ahead. He clicked the safety off on his weapon when he saw 
a large clearing at the far end of the attic. He moved forward and snapped the nine 
millimeter mechanism to fill the chamber. He moved his arms side to side, his head 
following in a sweeping motion. He started into the clearing when a pair of legs 
caught him, and he went tumbling to the ground. The gun flew out of his hands and 
clattered on the attic floor. He turned to look at what or who tripped him, and it was 
one of the two duty officers, bound and gagged. 

He moved to free the men, and it was only after he pulled a knife out of his 
pocket and was moving toward them that he realized they were looking at something 
behind him, and the look in the first officer’s eyes was one of sheer terror. Jim 
turned to see Thomas Marker standing next to a row of formaldehyde-filled jars 
with genitals in them. Jim spotted his weapon only inches from where Marker was 
standing. He moved quickly and picked it up. Marker didn’t move. He approached 
him with caution. Marker’s eyes were open, and he was looking right at Jim, or 
so it appeared. There was a strong chemical smell in the room, and it was making 
him lightheaded.  Once he realized that Marker was dead, he opened a window and 
released the officers. They had been disarmed and were dazed but otherwise unhurt. 
“What the fuck happened here?” The two cops just stared at each other until one 
said, “Detective, we have no idea what happened. My partner went for a coffee 
run at three a.m., and when he came back we put the cups and snacks in the car, 
locked up, and made a perimeter check. When we came back, we had our coffee 
and ate our snack, and the next thing I know I hear you calling out, and we’re on the  
floor.”  “Well, you two really have it going on, don’t you?” They looked at  
him sheepishly. “Okay, so did you see, hear, or smell anything before you two  
went night night?” He waved his hand in front of his face because of the fumes.  
They just shook their heads. 
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Jim dropped the magazine from his weapon and cleared the chamber, dropping 
the bullet into the hand of one of the officers. “A gift…be really fuckin’ thankful that 
you’re holding it unspent and not laying on an operating room table with a doctor 
digging it out, or worse, the coroner’s table while she makes a Y incision in your body 
to determine the cause of death, which in the case of you two would be STUPIDITY!” 
He grabbed the radio off his belt and called for backup. The two cops went to leave, 
and he said, “Oh…no!” laughing. “You two bozos are going to stay right here with me 
while I work this crime scene.” “But it reeks in here,” one of them said. He looked at 
them, Marker’s body standing behind him. “That’s the only problem that you two have 
with this room? It stinks? Are you fuckin’ kidding me? Jesus fuckin’ Christ…did either 
of you stop to notice that there’s a corpse behind me?” They didn’t respond. “Get your 
asses over here.” He pointed to the floor in front of the window, between it and Marker’s 
body. “Sit your asses down and only speak when spoken to. Who’s your shittin’ 
commander?” “Sergeant Gary Milliken.” He rolled his eyes, pulled his cell phone out,  
and dialed a number. 

“Gary, it’s Jim…yes, I know what fucking time it is. I don’t give a shit. Get your 
lazy ass down to the Marker residence. I want you to help me understand LAPD’s 
finest here. I’ve got two of your officers who apparently managed to get themselves 
drugged, disarmed, and tied up by the Iron fucking Eagle in the middle of my damn 
crime scene.” He was holding the phone as the two officers looked on.  “Do I sound 
like I’m fucking kidding you? Get your ass down here NOW!” He slammed the 
phone shut, and the two cops just stared at each other. He called Steve next and 
asked him to come right away. There was a pause in his conversation, then he said, 
“Well, outside of Marker’s dead body and two really awesome LAPD officers who 
managed to not only let The Eagle set up a very elaborate presentation but also got 
themselves drugged, disarmed, and tied up, I’m just dandy.” Jim noticed something 
that he had never seen at an Eagle murder scene and blurted out, “Well, this is new!” 
He bent down with the phone to his ear and looked at the pink fluid on the ground 
under Marker’s pants. “What’s new?” Steve asked. “Just get your ass down here. I’m 
up to my ass in alligators here, so call John and ask him to join us.” He was silent for 
a few more seconds, then Steve asked how he learned about the scene. “Get this…
The Eagle called me about two hours ago to tell me.” The two cops could hear a loud 
voice on the other end of the line, and Jim said, “Yell later, asshole. Right now, get 
down here and send your team.” He hung up and told the officers to stay put while 
he retrieved his crime scene kit, adding that he hoped they could manage to keep the 
dead guy from leaving. He started for the stairs. “Oh, and don’t move a muscle while 
I’m gone. You two are a part of this scene. I have to dust you and your car for prints.” 
He shook his head as he walked down the stairs to get his stuff. 
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Jim was closing his trunk when Milliken drove up on scene with about two dozen 
other units. They all started jumping out of their cars and pulling their weapons. Jim 
yelled, “Holster the weapons, quick draws. I’ve already cleared the scene; FBI is en 
route, as well as the coroner. I have two of your finest with me on scene. Why don’t 
you secure the perimeter and try not to get drugged while doing it.”  Milliken walked 
up to Jim, and he was pissed. “Where the fuck do you get off calling me at four in 
the morning and ordering me to show up anywhere?” Jim turned and started walking 
back to the house. “Yea, you’re right, Gary. Sorry about that. Go home. I’ll report 
the situation to your captain and internal affairs. We’ll let them sort out the stupidity 
of the two officers under your direct command.” Gary walked quickly to Jim’s side. 
“Whoa…just wait a minute. I’m sorry. I’m just a little tired.” “You’re tired, Gary? 
Well, shit, you must be the only one. Your boys in there managed to get themselves 
drugged, disarmed, and placed in the middle of a crime scene by The Eagle. Now, if 
that doesn’t sink to the level of incompetence, I don’t know what does. Jesus, Gary, I 
almost shot one of your guys. When I knew things were secure, I cleared the chamber 
of my weapon and handed stupid number one, who tripped me walking into the scene, 
the bullet and told him he was welcome.” 

“Alright. I’m sorry. Let me talk to the guys and get their side of the story.” “I 
got their side of the story, Gary, and it’s simple stupidity. You can’t spin this one, pal. 
They told me exactly what happened, and I swear to God, if you try to whitewash this 
thing, I will hang your ass out to dry. You won’t even be able to get a job as a night 
watchman when I’m finished.” He walked contritely by Jim’s side. “What do you 
want me to do?” Jim looked at him with disgust. “I have to fuckin’ tell you? Jesus, 
the corruption in your department is incredible.” “Oh, don’t play holier than thou with 
me, Jim; you have plenty of skeletons in your closet, as does the LA County Sheriff’s 
Department.” “No argument, Gary, but I’m not the one with two officers sitting in the 
middle of a crime scene with their dicks in their hands. How do you think that’s going 
to play out in the media?” “Shit, Jim, let me deal with it.” “I am going to let you deal 
with it. But when the sun rises, and the news vultures swoop down to get their scoop, 
I will give them a bit of dirt to start investigating, so The Eagle doesn’t get the media 
attention that he usually gets. So when I have my joint news conference...” “Joint?” 
“Oh, I forgot to tell you. This is a federal crime scene. I’m here as a courtesy. Steve 
Hoffman and his team are en route.” Gary’s face sank. “And speak of the devil!” said 
Jim as Steve pulled up with his team in a van behind him. 

“Fuck,” said Gary under his breath. Jim smiled as Steve got out of the car. “Oh 
yea…I forgot. You two don’t get along very well, do you?” “Fuck you, Jim.” “No, 
fuck you, Gary. Hey, Steve, you know Gary Milliken.” They walked toward each 
other. “Yea…I know Gary. What are you doing on my crime scene? I would have 
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figured you were in bed with a sixteen-year-old hottie.” Gary’s shoulders slumped. 
“The charges were dropped; you know the story.” “Oh, I know the story all right. 
The only reason your pedophile ass isn’t in federal prison right now is because your 
father was governor, as I recall, when I handed the case over to the U.S. attorney 
and the grand jury.” Steve glared at Gary. “That had nothing to do with it.” “Yea 
right…so what’s this child molester doing on my crime scene?” “Remember the 
officers I told you about on the phone? The ones who got ass rammed by The Eagle? 
They’re his!” Steve got a huge smile on his face. “REALLY!” “Yes, sir, and his 
two officers are sitting ‘officially’ in the middle of your crime scene. To use the 
term loosely, they’re material witnesses under your jurisdiction.” “Well, well. Jim, 
do me a favor. Call your CSIs in as well to work the scene as a joint LA County 
Sheriff’s Department FBI investigation.” “I’m on it.” 

Jim pulled out his phone and walked just out of earshot. Gary started heading 
toward the house when Steve asked where he was going. “To interview my officers.” 
“No, no, no, you’re not. You’re going to get back into your car and drive home, or 
to the station, or wherever it is that you go. Your officers, at this point, are federal 
witnesses. We will take full statements from them. But don’t you worry, Gary. I am 
going to make sure that you get FULL credit as their supervising officer. Now, get 
away from my crime scene.” Jim saw Gary walking away with his head down as he 
approached Steve. “Thanks,” Steve said as they entered the garage. “No problem. 
When I found out who Tweedle Dee and Tweedle Dum’s supervising officer was, I 
couldn’t pass up the chance to hand him to you.” “He came knowing it was my federal 
crime scene?” “Well…I might have left your name out until he was here!” They both 
laughed as they climbed the stairs to the attic. 

Mr. Marker was standing tall, dressed, and very much dead when Steve and Jim 
got to him. The two cops were now off to the side with two of Steve’s field agents. Steve 
looked at the crime scene and said, “You weren’t kidding when you said this is new.” 
Behind Marker’s body was a large sign with the emblem of The Eagle emblazoned 
on it. Below the sign was a table with a large file folder, two DVDs and an envelope 
addressed to Steve. Steve looked around and smelled the air. “What the hell is that 
smell? It’s so familiar to me.” A female voice caught his ear; it was Jade Morgan, and 
she was on scene and taking pictures. “That smell, Agent Hoffman, is embalming 
fluid. Mr. Marker is all ready to be laid in a casket and viewed by mourners, if there are 
any.” Steve and Jim walked over to the body, put on their gloves, and started to check 
him out. Steve pointed to a large bruise on Marker’s right arm. “Puncture wound.” 
Jim pointed to the left and said, “Same.” Steve looked at Jade and some of his team 
members and said, “He bled him?” Jade cleared her throat. “Not exactly. I won’t know 
until we get him back to the lab, but I’m pretty certain that Mr. Marker was embalmed 



Evil and the Details • 6564 • Chapter Ten

alive.” Steve looked at the body and called for an evidence bag. He scraped up fluid 
that was on the ground under his pants. “I’ve got a feeling that Jade’s right. I also think 
he doesn’t have his cock or balls anymore.” She nodded as did Jim. “Well, as Jim said, 
this is a new one. On top of all this, The Eagle called Jim to tell him where Marker’s 
body was. Let’s get to work people; we have a lot to process and quickly.”

 

John arrived on scene about ten minutes after everyone else. “So nice of you to 
join us, Agent Swenson.” He blushed. “I’m sorry, sir. I had car trouble. I hope you 
will forgive me. What do we have?” Steve walked John to the crime scene, talking the 
whole way about how they came to find the body. When they entered the attic Steve 
asked John, “Do you smell anything unusual?” He nodded. “The smell of death.” Steve 
scrunched up his face. “Huh?” he asked. “It’s embalming fluid; the guy’s an embalmer, 
right?” Steve nodded. “We know he took his work home with him. Did someone break 
open a container of fluid?” Steve just shook his head. “You have a hell of a sense about 
you, now follow me.” Steve walked over to Marker’s body, still standing and staring 
at them all. John looked at Jade and asked, “How is he propped up?” “The Eagle used 
a free standing coat hanger and strapped his body to it with duct tape. His clothes had 
been cut from the back, which is common in the funeral business, and placed on the 
corpse.” “Interesting!” he said. He began to comb through the scene step by step. It 
was the first time Jim and Steve actually watched John work one of The Eagle’s crime 
scenes. He moved slowly and methodically as he scanned every inch of the scene. 
He stopped and looked at the emblem of The Eagle with a curious look on his face. 
“This is over the top!” he said as he looked at the scene further. “I agree. It’s out of the 
ordinary, but it fits with his M.O.” said Steve. “And two DVDs…what’s he going to 
tell us about Mr. Marker?” John asked, talking more to himself than the others. 

When he was finished, he pulled off his gloves and said, “Well…while it does 
break from some of The Eagle’s traditional shtick, I don’t think it’s a copycat.” Jim and 
Steve stared at each other. “We’re so glad you agree that it’s The Eagle,” said Jim. “I’m 
not convinced it’s The Eagle, guys; there are anomalies here that break a lot of his long 
standing rules.” “What do you mean?” Steve asked. “The Eagle doesn’t grandstand. 
He hung a thirty-six square inch poster with his logo over the head of Marker’s body? 
Now, I think we can all agree that is not usual Eagle behavior. He also set up the room 
so that when the lights came on whoever entered was going to see Marker and the 
hallelujah choir of lights and signage over the body. And finally, if this is the work of 
The Eagle, he wasn’t working alone.” Jim was sipping the coffee that Barbara made 
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him when he started choking. “What the fuck?” He gasped, trying to cough up the hot 
liquid. “He wasn’t working alone,” John said calmly in a matter of fact sort of way. 
“Okay, that brings a new dimension to The Eagle.” Jim responded, “Dimension?” 
Steve said, “It takes this situation into a whole new arena.” “John, you’re telling me 
from this scene you can tell that The Eagle was not working alone?” He nodded. 
“Look, John, I’m not trying to put you down, but don’t you think that’s one hell of a 
stretch given your limited knowledge of The Eagle and his killings?” “Not at all!” Jim 
and Steve drew back. “Explain.” 

“Just because I’ve had little firsthand interaction with The Eagle’s crime scenes 
doesn’t minimize my knowledge of his killings. I know every killing that The Eagle has 
committed, everything that isn’t classified anyway. Given my experience in reviewing 
those case files, I can tell you that someone else helped The Eagle in this killing.” 
“Okay, I’ll bite,” said Steve. “What type of person helped with the killing?” He looked 
over the body some more and made notes on his tablet computer as he walked around 
the body and the scene using the camera on his tablet. “We know that The Eagle has 
extensive medical training based on his previous killings. So, he wasn’t looking for 
that expertise. I think that the second killer was either a surviving victim of Mr. Marker 
or a past victim who walked in on The Eagle when he was taking Marker.” “He’s not 
that careless,” Jim said gruffly. “It’s not about being careless; he may very well have 
been clearing the scene to remove Marker, and the victim could have been present. I 
know we haven’t seen the wounds inflicted on his body yet, but I’m pretty certain they 
are serious, and that they were highly personal for someone.” Jim took out a cigarette, 
and John said, “I wouldn’t light that in here if I was you.”  Jim frowned. “I’m not 
stupid, John. I need something to chew on.” He clenched the smoke between his teeth 
as he pondered what John was saying. Steve piped up and said, “Let’s just go with your 
theory that there was a second killer helping The Eagle. Is he going to let the person 
live?” “A great question,” Jim said. John looked at the two men then at Marker’s body. 
“He wouldn’t have allowed someone to get involved if he wasn’t going to allow him 
to live.” “That’s not true,” said Steve, “look at what he did to Jill and Barry.” 

Jim got a strange look on his face. Steve caught it right away. “What?” he asked 
Jim. “I haven’t had a chance to speak to you about those killings; there have been 
some developments.” “Really? You want to bring me up to speed?” “There’s a lot to 
it; this isn’t the time. Barbara had a conversation with The Eagle when he took her, 
and he explained what happened with Jill and Barry.” “Were you ever going to talk 
to me about it?” Steve asked, clearly pissed off. “Yes. Things just got out of control 
over the past six plus months, and it got put on my back burner.” “Well, if you have 
new information about what happened to Jill and Barry that establishes any kind of 
twisted justification for The Eagle’s actions, then I want to know about it.” Jim took 
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the smoke out of his mouth and held it between his fingers. “Later, okay, not in present 
company.” John looked on unmoved by the exclusionary conversation taking place in 
his presence. He was more mesmerized by the fact that here he was, The Iron Eagle, 
standing in his own crime scene.

He walked over to the table where the DVDs were stacked and whispered to 
himself, “How twisted is this?” He didn’t realize that Jade was within earshot, and 
while she didn’t get all of what he had said, she got enough to draw the wrong 
conclusion. “I was thinking the same thing,” she said, and he looked startled. “You 
were thinking what, Jade?” “How twisted is this crime scene? I’ve been on almost all 
of The Eagle scenes over the past several years, but this one takes his depravity to a 
whole new level.” He nodded in agreement, though he didn’t agree. “I think there’s 
more on those DVDs than we’re prepared for.” She smiled as she finished getting 
Marker’s body zipped into a body bag. “Well, if this is an introduction to the new and 
improved Eagle, I can’t wait to see what he does for his grand finale.” “Grand finale?” 
John asked. “Sure…they always get caught. That’s what you do, isn’t it? Perhaps he’s 
preparing to show the world another side of himself?” He shook his head. “No…he’s 
making an example of Marker. For what reason, I don’t know, but this is an exception 
in his behavior not a new rule.” “Well…” she said in a whisper, straining against the 
weight of the gurney and the body on it, “I hope he keeps doing what he’s been doing. 
I know it’s counter to our culture, but he is a good clean-up man.” “Clean up man?” 
he asked. “Yea…” She walked closer to him and said, “The people he kills really need 
killing; he’s doing us all a favor. There isn’t one person that he’s killed that wasn’t a 
really bad person, and that includes Jill Makin and Barry Mullin. I was on scene, and 
I saw the bodies and what they had done. Don’t you agree that there should be checks 
and balances even in this line of work?” He nodded slowly, never losing eye contact 
with her. “There are a lot of bad people in the world, Agent Swenson. I know it’s your 
job to figure out who’s doing this and to stop him, but sometimes I think we would be 
better served by letting The Eagle hunt and handle the worst of the worst, so we can 
focus on lower grade crimes.” 

“It’s a nice sentiment, Jade, but even The Eagle can’t get all the bad guys. We 
still have to do our jobs. It’s not his place to do the things he does.” “Well,” she 
whispered as she started to push away Marker’s body, “if you ask me, he’s got an 
inside track on these things. I think he’s one of you, folks.” He smiled. “You think 
he’s a cop?” She shook her head. “I think he’s a federal agent, a profiler like you.” He 
didn’t react. She back pedaled a little. “Not like YOU, Agent Swenson. I can’t see you 
ever being so savage.” She was getting ready to push the body away when she said, “I 
also know what happened to your wife…” She looked down at his feet. “I’m sorry...
her murder was one of my first crime scenes. I hear you’re moving on with your life. 
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It’s about time. I’m glad to know it. And you never know, The Eagle might just pop  
up one day with your wife’s killer.” He gave a half-hearted smile. “One can only 
hope.” She pushed the cart off to the attic ladder. John watched her go until Jim  
and Steve interrupted him. 

“Okay, so do you want to go back to the office and run this information through 
the lab and view the DVDs, or do you want to stand in a funeral parlor?” He looked at 
the two men and said, “We’re all in a funeral parlor of our own; we just haven’t filled 
the caskets or urns yet.” “Great. Not only is he a clairvoyant, he’s a philosopher as 
well.” Jim said. They cleared the scene and ordered both LA County and FBI teams to 
meet back at their offices at nine a.m. Jim told everyone that he and Steve were going 
to have a joint news conference at seven to give the public some general details and 
would meet them at Steve’s lab at nine. They broke off and started to finish their work 
when Jim asked Steve, “How do you want to deal with dickhead Milliken in the news 
conference?” “I’m going to crucify the son of a bitch and then let internal affairs and 
the department deal with him. There’s no way his career stays intact after this one.” 
Jim nodded as they walked out to the media pit.

Simon Barstow was sitting on the couch in his very nice apartment above the 
funeral home. He had a large picture window in the living room with a view of the 
Pacific Ocean and a pair of sliding glass doors that opened onto a deck overlooking 
PCH, Santa Monica beach, and the waves. He had the news on when Steve and Jim 
gave their news conference about the discovery of Thomas Marker’s body and learned 
that he had been a victim of The Iron Eagle. He walked onto the deck and took a deep 
breath of the ocean air. There was a dense blanket of fog, but he could hear the waves 
crashing on the beach less than a hundred yards away. “I wonder how much Marker 
told them?” he said to himself. “I’m going to have to do some book doctoring, and 
I better start this morning just in case I get a visit from the FBI.” He pulled his cell 
phone from his pocket and called Sergio and asked him to pull the files on all the Jane 
and John Does they’d run through the crematorium vault. “We may have visitors, and 
I want to make sure that no one sees that area.” “Yes, sir. What time will you be down 
this morning, sir?”  “Oh…I don’t know, Serge. It just depends on my lady friend. 
Call my cell if it’s urgent. I’m planning on spending the morning enjoying my new 
friend.” “Yes, sir. Would you like any breakfast brought up?” “It’s pretty early. I’m not 
hungry.” “What about your guest, sir?” “I doubt very much that she’s hungry, but I 
will let you know.” He hung up the phone and placed it back in the pocket of his robe. 
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He stretched his arms out wide when a voice from behind him asked in a slurred and 
almost drunken tone, “What happened to me? Where am I?” He turned to see Maria 
Martinez, nude and heavily sedated. “You really shouldn’t be out of bed, young lady. 
I have more fucking to do. You told me you wanted me to be happy and to enjoy your 
body in any way that I pleased, don’t you remember?” She was shaking her head as 
he pushed her gently into his bedroom and removed his robe. He was nude and erect, 
and he pushed her down onto the bed and dropped on top of her as he kicked the  
bedroom door closed. He said, “It’s fun, don’t you think?” as he muffled Maria’s low 
howl with his right hand.

Sara couldn’t get Marker’s confessions out of her head. She was just standing 
under the shower as the water beat down on her body, thinking of all the horrific 
things Marker and Barstow had done. And there was more that she didn’t know. The  
Eagle had interviewed him for several hours before he asked her back into the  
container to terminate him. 

She had thrown up all night after they dropped off Marker’s body, but she was 
happy with what they had done and said it was too bad that Marker could only die 
once. Now, she was off duty for two days. John was working, and she didn’t know how 
she was going to fill the void that now engulfed her.  She took some solace in the fact 
that there was no certainty that the behavior was still going on now that the son had 
taken over the family business. But it was cold comfort knowing that he was aware of 
what his father and Marker were doing. She decided to do some investigating of her 
own and would start by looking into Barstow’s other business interests.
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Chapter Eleven
“I’ll bring sandwiches and barf bags, if history is  

any indication of what’s going to be on the videos.”

H
oward Cohn had been out of the loop after Molly passed away. He hadn’t checked 
email or voicemail in several days. When Molly was sick and dying, he had turned 
off his PDA. When he got to his office, his secretary brought him a cup of tea but 

didn’t say anything. He checked his voicemail, and there was a teary message from 
Maria Martinez that her father had died of a heart attack. “Oh, my God. They always 
come in threes. Who’s next?” He called to his secretary and asked her to call Maria. 
A few minutes passed before she told him that Maria was not in the office. He called 
over and spoke to Larry Aspeno, one of his friends who helped to found the practice, 
and asked what happened. He explained that Marco had suffered a heart attack while 
driving to the office a couple of days earlier, and that he passed away. “Where is 
Maria?” he asked. “I’m not sure. She’s taking this very hard. The last time I spoke to 
her she was meeting with the funeral director.” “Which funeral home?” “Barstow on 
Ocean in Santa Monica.” Howard shook his head with the phone in his hand. “I know 
the funeral home well; they handled my mother’s funeral. If my memory serves me 
correctly, Brad Barstow was running the operation after his father had passed away.”  
Larry told him that Brad died about a year ago and that his son, Simon, had taken over 
the business. “Is there a funeral or anything for Marco?” “Not that I’m aware of. Maria 
was in shock the last time I spoke to her and was following through with her father’s 
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desire to be cremated as quickly as possible after his death. I do know that she had a 
meeting with the funeral director yesterday to wrap things up.” “Thank you, Larry. I 
will call over to the funeral home and speak to Mr. Barstow and see what’s going on.” 
He hung up and quickly had his secretary get Barstow on the phone, and she called out 
when she had the funeral home on the line.

“To whom am I speaking?” Howard asked. “My name is Mary Huggins. I’m an 
advance planner here at Barstow’s; to whom am I speaking?” “My name is Howard 
Cohen, and I am calling with regard to the passing of a dear friend of mine. I was told 
that your facility is handling his funeral.” “I will try to help you with that. Can you 
please give me the name of the decedent?” “Marco Martinez.” He heard her typing 
on the other end of the line. “Yes, we are handling Mr. Martinez, Mr. Cohen. Do you 
wish to send flowers?” “No…I want to speak to the person in charge of his funeral and 
arrangements.” “I see. That would be Mr. Barstow, but I’m afraid that he is not in the 
office at this time. I can put you through to his voicemail.” “Thank you.” Moments 
later, Simon Barstow’s voice came on the line, and he waited for the familiar tone. “Mr. 
Barstow, my name is Howard Cohen. I’m a very close friend of the late Mr. Marco 
Martinez. It is my understanding that your home is handling the final arrangements for 
my friend. If you would be so kind as to return my phone call, I would like to speak to 
you about Mr. Martinez’s passing.” Howard left his cell and office number for Barstow 
to return his call. After hanging up, he called Maria’s cell phone but got her voicemail. 
He left her a very apologetic message telling her that he just received the news and to 
please call him as soon as possible.

 

John told Steve he had an errand to run and asked if he could be out of the loop 
for a few hours. Steve told him it was fine, and he left the office on Wilshire and 
headed for Barstow’s Funeral Home in Santa Monica. It was only a few minutes 
away off the ten before it turned into PCH. The home was quiet when he pulled 
into the lot at half past eleven. He parked his truck and walked to the main entrance 
and rang the bell. In less than a minute, a pleasant looking young woman opened 
the door. John showed his identification and asked to speak to Mr. Barstow. She 
invited him in and told him that she was not sure if he was in or not. She picked up 
a phone on a small table and called Sergio. “Sergio, there is a gentleman from the 
FBI here to see Mr. Barstow.” He didn’t get the whole conversation but was able to 
infer enough to know that Simon Barstow was in the building. She hung up the line 
and said, “Please be seated, Agent Swenson. Mr. Barstow’s personal assistant will 
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be right with you.” She had no sooner said it when Sergio appeared from behind 
one of the closed doors. “How may I help you, sir?” he said in a cordial voice with 
no accent whatsoever. He was a short, thin, Latino man with nothing very notable 
about his appearance. “I’m here to speak to Mr. Barstow. Is he in?” “I’m sorry, sir. 
May I see your identification?” John pulled out his shield and ID card and showed it 
to Sergio. He picked up the phone and dialed a number and said, “Mr. Barstow, I’m 
so sorry to disturb you, sir, but there is a Special Agent Swenson here from the FBI 
asking to speak to you. Yes, sir. I see. Very well.” He hung up the phone and asked 
John to follow him. He led him through a labyrinth of offices and viewing rooms 
until they reached a large conference room. “Mr. Barstow will be with you shortly, 
Agent Swenson. Can I get you a beverage while you wait?” “No, thank you.” And 
with that Sergio disappeared. 

John took in the large conference room’s classic peaceful paintings, and its 
serene setting designed to try to comfort the grieving. The conference table had a 
speaker phone attachment in the middle of it, a small gray triangle-shaped box. He 
looked at it very carefully. The room was barren with the exception of a few pieces 
of nice furniture. It was easy to see that the room with its oversized doors was really 
used as a chapel when it was not a conference room. A place for viewings of those 
who had passed on; a room for closure for those who want one more look at the 
person they knew in life. He sat patiently looking around. He spotted several IR 
cameras in the corners of the room, which he thought was odd. 

Simon Barstow was in the security room across the hall with Sergio standing next 
to him. “I expected that we would have a visit from the FBI given Marker’s death, 
but this is sooner than I expected. Ms. Martinez is probably becoming a little more 
animated in my room, Sergio. Please take her a beverage. We don’t want her making a 
lot of noise.” He nodded and left Simon in the room. “Well, let’s see what he wants,” 
he said to himself while walking out to greet John. He walked in, and John stood up. 
Simon was surprised; he rarely came across someone taller than himself, let alone by 
two to three inches. He was also impressed with the sheer size and perceived power 
of John. “Good morning. I’m Simon Barstow. I’m sure you have been asked this, 
but may I see your identification, please?” John pulled it out and showed it to him. 
“How can I help you Agent…Swenson.” He looked Simon straight in the eye. “We 
are investigating the death of a gentleman that your home has used as an embalming 
contractor for many years.” “You’re speaking of Thomas Marker?” John nodded. “I 
saw the news conference this morning. How tragic. How can I help you?” John kept 
his eyes on Simon and asked, “How well did you know Mr. Marker?” Simon sat down 
as he spoke. “I really didn’t know Mr. Marker that well. He was a contractor for my 
late father; he did some work for us off and on since my father’s passing, but I prefer 
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to have my own onsite embalmers, so I cut ties with Mr. Marker for the most part after 
my father’s passing.” “When was the last time that Mr. Marker performed any work 
for you?” Simon looked off in the air for the answer. “Wow! That’s a great question; 
he called out to the speaker phone unit in the middle of the table. “Mary?” “Yes, sir.” 
“Would you ask Sergio to bring in the contractor file for Mr. Thomas Marker, please?” 
“Of course, sir.” Simon sat back in his chair and said, “So, Mr. Marker was found dead 
this morning.” John nodded. “Foul play?” Simon asked. “Very!” John replied. 

There were a few tense moments until Sergio entered the room with a small manila 
folder in his hands. Simon opened it and said, “The last time Mr. Marker did any work 
for us was three months after my father’s passing.” “When would that have been, Mr. 
Barstow?” “Let’s see. A year ago this coming September.” “Mr. Marker had no other 
business with you or your business after that time?” He looked through the file in 
front of him. “In all honesty, Agent Swenson, there could have been off events when 
our company used him. While I try to keep a close eye on operations, ours is a large 
business.” John nodded. “I’m aware. Your father diversified his holdings while he was 
alive. You own several other funeral homes, two cemeteries, and six crematoriums all 
within driving distance of this facility, as well as other undisclosed holdings. Do you 
want to talk about those?” Simon was still relaxed. “You have obviously been looking 
into our operations. The crematoriums are actually housed on the same property;  
we have a system of six units so that we can perform mass cremations if the need  
be. As for our other holdings, unless you have a warrant I don’t see how they are 
relevant to this conversation.” 

Simon’s tone was sarcastic and defiant, and John ignored it. “What possibly could 
precipitate the need for mass cremations?” “Any number of things, Agent Swenson. 
A disease outbreak, a natural disaster; the scenarios are many.” “Are all of your 
crematoriums active and in good working order?” “Yes.” “Did Mr. Marker perform 
embalming on bodies prior to cremation?” “Embalming is not required by the state of 
California; it is up to the family of the deceased. In most cases of cremation, we do not 
perform embalming.” “Can you give me an example of a situation where you would 
embalm even though the body was to be cremated?” Simon’s patience was growing 
thin, and John could tell. “In the case where a family wanted to have a viewing of a 
decedent. In that case, in order to preserve the natural look of the deceased we would, 
with the family’s permission, perform an embalming.” “It seems to me, then, that 
you really have little use for an embalmer these days.” “Well, Agent Swenson, every 
funeral is different; all families and their desires are different, so we have all available 
avenues there for our customers.” Simon stood up. “I don’t mean to be rude, Agent 
Swenson, but I have some funeral planning that I need to conclude myself today. Is 
there anything else that you need from me?” John stood up as well and said, “No…
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not at this time. Would you mind very much having your staff copy the employment 
file of Mr. Marker for me to take with me?” Simon held the folder in his hands. “I 
really can’t do that, Agent Swenson. Privacy laws, you know.” John laughed a quiet 
laugh. “Yea…I know. I was just hoping I could save the time and expense of having to 
request a subpoena or worse, a search warrant, for all of your records.” Simon’s face 
sank. John could see it in his eyes. There was more that Simon wanted to keep him 
from learning, and John was offering him a way out, or so Simon thought. 

“Of course. We don’t need to waste the taxpayers’ money on unnecessary court 
actions. I will have my assistant make you a copy of the file on your way out.” “I really 
appreciate that, Mr. Barstow.” “Please, call me Simon. My father was Mr. Barstow.” 
John smiled and said, “Very well. Thank you, Simon.” He walked John back to the 
foyer where Sergio stood with an envelope with the Marker paperwork in it. “It’s 
been a pleasure, Agent Swenson. Please don’t hesitate to contact me should you need 
anything further.” “Your cooperation is much appreciated, Simon.” John walked 
toward the exit when he turned to Simon and asked, “Barstow Enterprises LLC and 
Barstow Holdings. Do you operate these companies?” He nodded. “Outside of the 
funeral business, what other areas did you and your father venture into?” Simon was 
clearly annoyed by the questions. “Agent Swenson, I thought we just covered this 
subject; with all due respect, our family’s holdings are vast. Some are held in blind 
trusts; others are managed by investment bankers. I am a simple man, sir. I run the 
founding family business. I don’t see the relevance of our holdings to your questions 
about Mr. Marker. I have been kind enough to provide you with the information you 
requested without the need for litigation. We have nothing to hide, but I am not going 
to expose my family’s businesses to outside scrutiny that is not related to this business 
as a result of the actions of a contractor, whom I know little about and who hasn’t 
done work for us in some time.” John smiled and apologized for upsetting him. Simon  
had turned and was walking back into the executive offices when the doorbell  
rang. Sergio was standing at the door and opened it. There, on the other side of  
the door, stood Howard Cohen.

Jim called Steve right after John left to see if they were going to have ‘lunch 
and a movie.’ Jim chuckled on the line. “Very funny,” Steve responded. “Where 
are you at?” “I just pulled into the parking lot at my office in Chatsworth. “Can 
you and your team meet up with us here at my lab at three?” Steve asked. “Sure. 
I’ll bring sandwiches and barf bags, if history is any indication of what’s going 
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to be on the videos.” “What do you think of John’s suggestion that The Eagle 
didn’t work alone in the Marker killing?” Jim was smoking when Steve asked the 
question, and he took a deep breath and answered, exhaling like a dragon. “I think 
it’s a fucked up and very possible theory.” “I don’t see it; The Eagle has always 
worked alone. Even if half of what John said is true about a victim of Marker’s 
being there, and even if he allowed the victim to help with the kill, The Eagle 
would never let the person live.” Jim heaved a sigh. “Barbara, Molly, and Gail all 
came face to face with The Eagle and lived. I think it’s possible that someone who 
couldn’t identify him could have been allowed to help.” There was a huff from 
Steve. “I don’t buy it; let’s see what’s on the videos. See you and your people at 
three.” 

He hung up and called Gail at the house. “Hello.” “Hey, kid, it’s me. I’m just 
checking in to see how you’re feeling.” “Oh, hi, Steve. I’m doing better.” “What 
are you doing?” he asked, sitting down at his desk. “I’m doing a load of whites, 
believe it or not. I don’t know if I’m cut out for the domesticated woman life 
though.” She laughed as did Steve. “Well, it’s a nice day out there, and not too 
cold, so do it in your bikini, that way you can lay by the pool between loads.” She 
laughed. “Did you call just to see how I’m doing?” There was a moment of silence. 
“Yea…I just want to make sure you’re okay.” “That’s so sweet, Steve; no one has 
ever just called to see how I was doing.” “Not even Bob?” “No. Not even Bob. 
When Bob was gone, he was gone. I saw him when I saw him. It was one of his 
rules; he didn’t want to be distracted when he was working.” There was a moment 
of silence. “Well, I think I should be off at a decent hour, so what would you say 
to being taken out for a nice meal when I come home to celebrate your first day of 
domestic duties.” There was a giggle from Gail, and she said, “I would love that, 
but I don’t know how impressed you’re going to be with my domestic talents.” 
“Hey, if the whites are white and not pink, you have done better than I can do 
when it comes to washing clothes.” “And if they’re pink?” “We’ll still celebrate 
and then buy new underwear!” He laughed as did Gail, and she said, “Sounds 
great.” “Okay, beautiful, I have to get some work done. I just wanted you to know 
that you’re on my mind in a good way.” “You’re on my mind, too, Steve, and in 
a good way as well.” “That’s great. I will give you a call when I’m on my way 
home.” There was an awkward silence and Gail said, “Okay, Steve…I love you.” 
He smiled and said, “I love you, too.”
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John recognized Howard from Molly’s funeral, but he didn’t know him. Howard 
recognized John right away. He walked in the door, and Simon saw the two men 
meet at the entrance and shake hands and start talking. “Oh, this can’t be good,” he 
said to himself under his breath. Sergio interrupted quietly and asked if he could help 
Howard. John looked at Howard and said, “I was just leaving,” and pulled the door 
open. “Hey, John. Can you wait a second? I just need to check on something here.” 
He nodded and stepped back into the foyer. Simon moved back from the executive 
office entrance into the foyer and introduced himself to Howard. “Good afternoon, 
sir. My name is Simon Barstow. I am the proprietor of this establishment. How may 
I assist you?” Howard got a stern look on his face. “I just learned that a dear friend 
of mine passed away yesterday, and that your funeral home is handling the funeral.” 
“I’m so sorry to hear of this. May I ask your late friend’s name?” “Marco Martinez.” 
John saw it before Simon realized he had tipped it: the look of horror in Simon’s face. 
He kept his composure, or he thought he did, and said, “Yes, Mr. Cohen. We handled 
the remains of Mr. Martinez yesterday.” “You speak of it as if it were in the past 
tense.” “Well, in all actuality, Mr. Cohen, it is. We cremated Mr. Martinez yesterday 
at the instruction of his family.” “You mean his daughter, Maria?” “Yes, sir. Ms. 
Martinez came in very distraught after her father’s passing, and we handled his final  
requests.” “So, there’s no funeral or viewing for Marco?” He shook his head. “Ms.  
Martinez said it was her father’s will to be cremated as soon as possible after death.  
We picked up his body yesterday morning from the coroner’s office, and we  
cremated him yesterday afternoon.”

Howard had a strange look on his face that John couldn’t read. “Was Ms. Martinez 
present for the cremation?” Simon got a strange look on his face as did Sergio. “Um…I 
don’t know that I’m at liberty to release that information to anyone other than family.” 
Howard frowned and handed Simon his card. “I’m the Martinez family lawyer, Mr. 
Barstow. There is no law to bar you from answering my question, but I think now 
that you already did.” Simon fidgeted. It was the first outward sign of agitation he 
had shown. He looked at John who was waiting for the response and saw the angry 
expression on Howard’s face. “Yes, indeed. You are correct, Mr. Cohen. Ms. Martinez 
did witness her father’s cremation.” Howard had a stern look on his face; John could 
tell he was a litigator by the interrogation he was giving Barstow. “Has Maria been 
back to pick up her father’s remains?” “No, sir.” Simon asked Sergio if he had spoken 
to Ms. Martinez today about picking up her father’s remains. “I called her, sir, but I 
got her voicemail. I also called her office, but they said she has not been in yet today.” 
“You left messages for her that his remains are ready to be picked up?” “Yes.” Howard 
paced a little, and John stepped up and asked Simon, “When was the last time you 
physically saw Ms. Martinez, Mr. Barstow?” 
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Now he had seen her less than an hour ago. She was, if Sergio did his job right, 
unconscious in his bed upstairs. “Um, last night. After we cremated her father, I took 
Ms. Martinez out to dinner.” John’s face went cold. “Is dinner with the proprietor part 
of the funeral packages your firm offers, Simon?” Simon looked at him indignantly. 
“No, Agent Swenson. Ms. Martinez was grief-stricken and enjoyed my company, as I 
did hers. I offered to take her to dinner as she had no other plans and didn’t want to be 
alone.” “Where did you take her?” asked John. “I don’t really think that is any of your 
business, Agent Swenson. This is my personal life we’re talking about.” John took 
out his PDA and started typing on it. “Well, that’s a gray area right now, Mr. Barstow. 
You were with Ms. Martinez yesterday, and you had dinner with her last night, so I 
would have to make the assumption that you were the last person to see her last night, 
which makes the question appropriate. What time and where was the last place you 
saw Ms. Martinez?” “You know what they say about assuming, Agent Swenson.” “I’m  
sorry. Let me be more direct. Where did you and Ms. Martinez have dinner, and  
what time and where was the last place you saw her? Is that better? No assumptions, 
just a direct question.” 

Simon knew he was between a rock and a hard place. If he refused to answer, John 
was sure to pick up on it, and that could land a shitload of trouble in his lap. “We had 
dinner at Angelo’s on Ocean. My driver and I dropped her off at her car here at eleven 
thirty p.m., and that was the last time I saw her.” “Is your driver here?” He nodded. 
“May I speak with him?” “Antonio!” he called. Antonio Moscone had been the hearse 
and limo driver for the home for twenty five years. He had worked for Simon’s father 
and had a huge allegiance to the family business. “Antonio, this is Special Agent 
Swenson of the FBI; he’s asking about Ms. Martinez.” Antonio smiled. “I was asking 
Mr. Barstow when the two of you last saw Ms. Martinez.” Without hesitation, he said, 
“I drove Mr. Barstow and Ms. Martinez to our crematorium yesterday afternoon, and 
then I drove them to dinner at Angelo’s on Ocean. I picked them up at approximately 
eleven thirty p.m. and dropped them off here at the home about a quarter to twelve.” 
“Did you see Ms. Martinez leave?” asked John. “No…I left her with Mr. Barstow in 
front of her car and then went home for the evening.” “You didn’t drive Mr. Barstow 
home?” asked John. “This is home, Agent Swenson. The second level of the funeral 
home is the residence.” 

John could sense that something was wrong and that Maria was in the building, but 
he couldn’t do a damn thing about it. He looked at his watch; it was nearing one p.m. 
“Howard, there is little we can do until Ms. Martinez has been missing for twenty four 
hours. I’m sure that she will show up at home any time. What do you think Simon?” 
“I can’t speak to the whereabouts of Ms. Martinez, Agent Swenson, but I hope only 
for her safe return home.” “Howard, I have some things that I have to deal with at 
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the office this afternoon, but I will follow up with Mr. Barstow later today to see if 
he’s heard from Ms. Martinez, and I’m sure that we will be able to get to the bottom 
of this in no time.” He looked at Simon. “I would think that Ms. Martinez was quite 
distraught when she came in to see you yesterday.” He nodded his head. “She probably 
went to a friend’s house to get her head on straight; let me look into this for you, and 
I will let you know what I learn. Okay, Howard?” Howard nodded and walked back 
toward the entrance to the home. “Okay, John. I trust that you can keep this in check. 
Maria and her father were very close. I’m certain she is devastated by his passing. I 
will keep trying to reach her, and if you hear anything please let me know right away.” 
He handed John his business card. “Of course I will, Howard; you have had a very 
traumatic week with the loss of Molly and now your good friend. Let us work on this, 
and we will keep in touch.” He thanked John and Simon as he left the home. 

John lingered by the door. “What type of vehicle was Ms. Martinez driving, Mr. 
Barstow?” Simon was visibly rattled. “Um…a recent model Mercedes Benz.” “Do 
you know the color?” “Black. It was a two door sports coupe.” “A chick car!” John 
said. Simon nodded. “Okay. Well, I have to get back downtown. When you hear from 
Ms. Martinez, please contact me right away.” He handed Simon his card. Simon took 
it and looked down at the federal logo in the left upper corner. “So, you will let me 
know when and if you hear from Ms. Martinez?” He nodded and said, “By all means, 
Agent Swenson. By all means.” John walked out of the building and watched Howard 
drive away. He looked around the property, sizing it up, taking in all of its structures 
and visible areas. He noticed a large second floor balcony at the end of the building, 
which he guessed was part of Simon Barstow’s private residence.  
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Chapter Twelve
Steve looked over at John and asked, “How did you know?” 

He leaned over and whispered into Steve’s ear. “I pay attention.”

S
ara walked into Stewart and Gray’s Restaurant and Bakery in Santa Monica 
and ordered coffee. She had been eating at the local restaurant chain her entire 
life. She took a seat in a back corner of the restaurant and sipped her coffee 

while thinking of how she could get more information on Barstow’s holdings. The 
whole idea of getting rid of human remains was troubling her. Roger Butista was 
waiting tables when he saw Sara. “Sara?” She waved, and he came over to her 
table with a big smile and said, “How are you, girl? I haven’t seen you in like…
forever.” She smiled and sipped her coffee. “How are you doing, Roger? How is the 
acting business?” “Well…” he threw his left wrist forward, “it’s going okay. You 
remember, Bobby, the man I was seeing?” “I think so. The ‘so big I had to cut you 
off from having sex for a month Bobby’?” He grinned. “Yes. Well, he decided that 
he was going to make a run for the same part I was going for on this little pilot for 
a sitcom. If you can believe it, he auditions, and the bitch gets the part. You want 
to know when he told me? He tells me that he got the part while we’re in bed! I 
couldn’t believe it. His cock went out of my mouth and into his hand so fast it made 
his head spin. Then, he had the nerve to be angry with me because I wouldn’t finish 
him off. Well, I told him I’m done with him and threw him out the door. So…I’m 
looking for a new roommate.”
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He sat down straddling one of the chairs in front of the table. “A little bird told 
me that you’re getting married,” he said with glee. She nodded. “Please tell me that 
you are still going to volunteer at the clinic every Tuesday and Thursday in West 
Hollywood.” “Of course, Roger. Why would I stop?” He threw his hands forward. 
“Oh, come on. You know how it is when you settle down. The next thing you know 
you’re working in a specialty clinic and giving up on the people that depend on 
you.” He had a sad look in his eyes. “That’s not going to happen, Roger. I will still 
be giving my time to the residents of West Hollywood; you know the clinic is dear to 
me.” He frowned. “I try to forget.” Sara put her hand over his. “You can’t forget the 
bad things away, Roger. You know that.” He nodded. “Freddy’s gone, Roger. You are 
practicing safe sex, right?” She looked into his eyes. “Of course, but I swallow cum. 
I love the taste, but you said that the odds of HIV transmission by semen through 
the mouth are very, very unlikely.” Sara smiled. “That’s right, Roger, but when you 
engage in anal sex always use a condom.” He laughed loudly and said, “I wish I 
could have it hard and natural, but you can’t trust the bitches anymore. They lie!” 
She nodded. “Straight men and women lie, too, Roger. So, only safe sex until you’re 
in a monogamous relationship.”

So what brings you in today?” She sat looking around at the early lunch crowd. 
“Oh…I have a few days off, and I wanted to relax in one of my favorite local 
establishments.” He smiled. “How about I slip you a nice piece of the coffee cake you 
love so much? My treat!” “Oh, thank you, but I’m cutting my calories. I have to fit 
into my wedding dress, you know.” “Oh, don’t you tell me about it, girlfriend…” At 
six three and three hundred pounds, he wasn’t the most attractive man she had come 
across, but he was as sweet as could be. “I just think about eating coffee cake, and I 
gain weight. You know, we have a new low-cal recipe that the chef has been working 
on. I don’t think that it’s for sale yet, but I can check.” “You know, that sounds great. If 
you can swing it, I would love to try it.” He smiled and said, “It’s a guarded secret, but 
I will get you a slice. I’m sure that your feedback would be very much appreciated.”

A few minutes later, Roger came back with a half a cake. Sara’s eyes got 
huge. “Oh my, Roger. I can’t eat all of that!” He smiled and told her to eat what 
she could, and that he would get her a box for the rest. She ate the cake and sipped 
her coffee. She saw Roger come dancing out of the kitchen to her table. He had 
two objects in his hand. “Okay, here is a sample of our cake mix, in case you want 
to bake it at home. The chef put mixing and baking directions in the bag with 
the flour.” He handed her a small cloth flour sack, and she took it with a smile 
and placed it in her bag. “Thank you, Roger. That was very sweet of you. I will 
definitely bake a batch at the house for my fiancé.” He giggled a little as he boxed 
up the remaining cake for her. 
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She noticed that there were other flour bags stacked near the entrance to the 
restaurant and asked if the restaurant sold their flour and cake mixes. He smiled and 
said, “Sure! We’ve been selling the flour mix for years. Our flour is world renowned 
for its texture. It used to be a closely-held family mixture, like the colonel’s fried 
chicken recipe, but the management changed the policies about a year ago, so we 
sell it retail and from the restaurants. We have our own baking company, too. You 
can buy our breads and cakes in most grocery stores and online.” She thanked him, 
and he gave her a big kiss and went off like a giant butterfly to his next table.

Sara walked up to pay for her snack. She wasn’t comfortable taking things 
for free, so she had the hostess charge her for the coffee cake. On the corner wall 
behind the hostess was the business license for the restaurant. She leaned in to get a 
look at it, but couldn’t make out the owners on the city license. She asked the girl, 
“I never thought about it before. I’ve been coming here most of my life. Is this a 
privately held business?” The hostess looked confused. “I’m sorry,” she responded. 
Sara asked if she could see the business license. The hostess asked the manager, 
who smiled and handed it to Sara. “If customers request to see our business license, 
we are required by law to show it to them.” She nodded, turning back to look at 
Sara, who suddenly looked perplexed. She took out her phone and took a photo of 
the license and handed the frame back to the manager. He didn’t say a word. She 
signed the receipt and walked out of the restaurant. When she got back to her car, 
she looked at the photograph to make sure she read what she thought she read. The 
picture of the business license was crystal clear: “This license to do business in the 
City of Los Angeles is granted to Barstow Enterprises LLC, and Barstow Holdings, 
Inc., to do business as Stewart and Gray Restaurant and Bakery.” Her stomach 
sank, and she began to feel ill. Her first reaction was to call John, but if it was just a 
coincidence she would waste his time and federal tax dollars. At the same time, she 
could hear Marker’s voice in her head and recalled what he and Bradley Barstow 
had been doing for years.

She called John’s cell, and he answered. “Hi, Sara. Are you okay, sweetheart?” 
He could hear that she was frazzled on the other end of the line. She spoke 
softly. “John, when we got the confession from Marker, he talked about his old 
friend Brad Barstow, the owner of the funeral home where he used to get rid of 
his victims.” John’s voice was calm on the other end of the line. “That’s right. 
Why are you bringing it up?” She laughed nervously. “Well, I just left Stewart and 
Gray’s Restaurant. I had stopped in for coffee while pondering this whole situation. 
When I was leaving, I thought I saw Barstow’s name on the business license for 
the restaurant, so I asked to see it.” John was quiet on the other end of the line and 
then said, “Okay. So, what did the license say?” She pulled her phone away from 
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her ear and looked at the picture she had taken. “I took a picture of it after paying 
the check, and I’m looking at it right now. I’m sure it is just a coincidence, but the 
business license for the restaurant says, ‘Barstow Enterprises LLC and Barstow 
Holdings, Inc. to do business as Stewart and Gray Restaurant and Bakery.’” She 
laughed nervously. It’s just a coincidence, right?” John asked her to email him the 
photograph, which she did while on the phone.

“What’s wrong?” she asked him. “Please don’t tell me that something’s 
wrong!” John came back on the line after the image had come over to him and 
said, “Nothing’s wrong, honey. I just wanted to see the license. Everything’s fine. 
I’m certain it’s just a coincidence. There’s more than one person named Barstow in 
Southern California. I have some business to attend to. Are you going to be okay?” 
She told him yes, and they said I love you to each other and hung up. 

She looked down at the photograph. “It isn’t okay. Something’s wrong, and I’m 
going to get to the bottom of it.” She reached for her keys and had to move the bag 
of cake mix out of the way. She looked down at the label on the cloth bag with the 
restaurant’s name on it. Her eyes got wide, and she blurted, “Oh, my God…no.” 
There was a small amount of flour on her fingers, and she knew what she needed to 
do. She called one of the lab techs at the hospital and explained that she had a flour 
blend cake mix one of her friends had given her and asked if there was a way that he 
could analyze the contents to tell her what the ingredients were.  Her friend laughed 
and said, “Sure, Sara, bring it by. We can break it down for you.” She headed for 
the lab in the hopes of learning if Marker was really telling the truth about Barstow 
and wondering if she was about to unravel a secret so dark and deep that she hoped 
it was a nightmare she was going to wake from.

Maria was groggy as she laid on Simon’s bed and listened. She lifted her head 
but was unable to focus her eyes on anything. The room just spun. She recognized 
Simon’s animated tone but couldn’t make out the other voice. She saw a shadow move 
and realized that Simon and whoever he was speaking to were in the room with her. 
She had no memory of anything after dinner the night before. She heard him speaking 
very softly. “Listen, I’ve had fun with Ms. Martinez, but it’s time for her to leave.” 
The other voice was male, but she didn’t recognize it. “Well, Simon, you tell me what 
you want me to do, and I will do it, sir. However, I think you are better off drugging 
Ms. Martinez and leaving her in her car by her home than disposing of her our usual 
way. You don’t want the feds coming down here, and you know a search warrant is 
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coming if they don’t find her in the next day or so.” She tried to look up again, but 
everything was hazy and blurry. “Listen!” she heard Simon say, “I’m well aware that 
we are heading into the fed’s cross hairs. I have no idea what Thomas told them, but, if 
he was tortured by his killer, he could have given up a lot of information. I can’t deal 
with that. Right now I need to deal with Martinez and the other girls in the morgue.” 
“As I said before, sir, give Ms. Martinez the cocktail. She won’t remember anything, 
not even that her father is dead, and let that problem work itself out. They will chalk it 
up to trauma, and you will be out of the woods with her, or she might die, and it will 
look like a suicide. As for the others, as you like to say, we’ll have a girly cook off.” 
There was more, but she couldn’t decipher it, then she saw someone enter the room. 
She tried to look up, but her head was too heavy. “I had a great time, Maria. I wish 
it could go on, but we have to go our separate ways. I hope you had as much fun as I 
did.” She felt a sharp prick in her right arm, and everything went black.

It was three p.m. and everyone was shuffling into the lab at Steve’s office to 
discuss and go over the Marker case. John was sitting in a chair in the back of the room 
when everyone started filing in. Jim looked over and saw him and said, “Wow! What a 
fuckin’ concept. You’re early.” He smiled as did John; they were all seated and waiting 
for Steve. He finally made his way in with a cup of coffee in his hand and walked to the 
back where John was sitting and put his cup down in front of him. “Okay, people. Let’s 
quiet down. John feels that The Eagle had help with the Marker murder.” They all 
looked at John, who was sitting expressionless. “We definitely have some new moves 
by The Eagle in this killing, but I’m not convinced, and neither is the coroner, that The 
Eagle acted with help. Based on what we know of The Eagle, he has more than enough 
strength to have dealt with Marker and done everything that he did to the body alone. 
You each have the autopsy report on Mr. Marker; the official cause of death is yet to be 
reported by the coroner, but I think we all have a pretty good idea of how he died, and, 
if we don’t, I have a feeling we’re going to see it on the videos.” Jim piped up, “Sorry, 
folks. No food today. I figure if you’re going to have a puke fest, I don’t want to  
waste my money.” He laughed; his cigarette clenched between his teeth. “Okay… 
hit the lights and start the video.”

The video started and the seal of The Iron Eagle blazed before them, and they 
could hear the sound of breathing. The lights came up, and Marker was staring into the 
camera.” Jim spouted out, “I’m ready for my close up, Mr. DeMille.” Steve shushed 
him as the camera panned out, and all of Marker’s body was exposed. He was nude 
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on a steel table with surgical instruments next to him. “Mr. Marker?” They all cringed 
at the sound of The Eagle’s voice. “Mr. Marker…you’re awake now, aren’t you?” 
He nodded. “Good.” There was the sound of a microphone being pinned to Marker’s 
clothing, but the camera stayed stationary. Steve got a strange look on his face. “Mr. 
Marker, you have confessed to the rape, sodomy, and torture of multiple young boys 
between the ages of twelve and fifteen. You have also stated in your confession that 
you have been killing children for the better part of three decades, and that you have 
killed all over the country. You stated that the jars in your attic are but a sampling of 
your long killing career, correct?”  Marker cried out.  “Yes…yes…I’m sorry for what 
I’ve done. I’m sick. I have told you everything. Now, you promised to release me.” 
“Relax, Tom. I always keep my word. I will release you very soon, but we have some 
unfinished business to deal with.” 

The camera closed in on Marker’s penis and balls. “You like them young, that’s 
what you told me. Correct, Mr. Marker?” “Yes, they are more manageable that 
way.” “Why did you remove their genitals before you killed them?” “They were 
trophies.” “I have to admit, you were very detailed in the information you left behind 
for law enforcement. They’ll be able to identify about half of the victims you claim 
to have killed.” “There’s nothing more to confess; I’ve told you everything. Now, 
please release me.”  The audience could hear crying coming from Marker while the 
camera was trained on his genitals. “Well, there’s something I need to remove from 
you. I can’t in good conscience allow you to keep your penis when you removed 
your victims’ penises while they were alive and alert.” There was the sound of steel 
rustling and Marker’s pleading. “You see this, Tom?” Marker screamed like a child. 
“Oh God, no, no, no!” A curved scalpel blade came into the camera frame, and a 
hand grabbed Marker’s scrotum and squeezed his balls and penis until the veins 
were protruding. As Marker continued screaming, the gloved hand moved around the 
lower part of the groin, slowly cutting into the skin below the scrotum sack. Blood 
began to drip down onto the table, and the screaming increased. After the incision 
had been made, the blade was pushed into the sack and the scrotum skin lifted to 
expose Marker’s testicles. Steve looked around. No one moved. They were all 
watching. A hand moved in and lifted the testis, playing with them as Marker screamed 
in agony, until one of them was pulled with such force that the testicle popped like  
a grape. Marker’s scream raised ten decibels and then went silent. “He passed out,” 
Steve mumbled. John nodded, never taking his eyes off the screen. 

There was a little commotion off screen, then Marker was conscious again and 
screaming. “Tom, I really need you to stay awake here. I don’t want you to miss 
the excitement.” The Eagle’s voice was calm, cool, and calculating. He grabbed the 
second testicle and did the same, only this time Marker’s scream was so loud that they 



Evil and the Details • 8584 • Chapter Twelve

had to alter the volume on the monitor. “Well, we have those nasty things removed, 
don’t we?” came the voice of The Eagle. “Well, let’s get rid of the rest of this stuff; you 
don’t need it anymore. And with a familiar flick of the wrist, he emasculated Marker. 
He laid the meat that was his genitalia on his stomach in view of the camera as he 
cauterized the wound with his logo. “I don’t want you bleeding out…at least…not 
yet.” The camera panned out, and Marker could be seen strapped to two arm boards 
as if being prepped for surgery. “Wait,” someone said, “how could he have done all of 
that alone?” There was no response. The Eagle’s arm appeared as he prepared to place 
an IV in Marker’s arm. There was a pressurized spray container next to where the IV 
tubing was running from. They could see an empty opaque bottle on the ground next 
to the unit. “Freeze the video!” Steve called out, and they zoomed in on the bottle. 
There, clear as day, were the words ‘embalming fluid.’ Jim spouted off, “Well, there’s 
the smell at the scene, and it helps me understand what Jade was talking about.” They 
panned back out and restarted the video. 

Marker’s eyes were wide, and he continued to scream as The Eagle placed 
a large needle into his vein. There was a tourniquet on Marker’s arm, and as 
soon as the line had been set and taped off, a different pair of hands released 
the tourniquet. “Pause!” Steve cried. “Son of a bitch…those are not the hands 
of The Eagle.” “You got that right, unless he lost about four glove sizes. Those 
are demure hands,” Jim quipped. “Zoom in.” They could see what looked like 
nail polish on the fingernails through the white latex gloves. Steve looked over at 
John, who didn’t flinch. “Play.” The video went on, and the hands were only in 
the frame for a fraction of a second. There was a large container on the other side 
of Marker’s body with IV tubing running into it.  The Eagle was finishing up with 
Marker’s right arm when the second pair of hands appeared on Marker’s left and  
quickly tied off the vein and set the IV. No one moved, and Steve didn’t want to  
stop; he knew they had plenty of time to look at the DVD. He wanted to see  
what was happening. 

The Eagle spoke to Marker. “Thomas Marker, you have confessed to killing 
innocent children and have confessed that your favorite means of killing them 
was to embalm them alive.” His statement drew a gasp from the room; only John 
remained unmoved.  “Embalming fluid shall now run through your veins until 
you are dead.” There was a moment of silence, and the demure hand came into 
the frame and turned the dial on the IV, and the pink liquid began to flow into a 
screaming Mr. Marker. It was barely audible, but a female voice could be heard 
saying, “And may God NOT have mercy on your soul.” Steve called for the video 
to be stopped, and he called for playback. They did it ten times before they went 
back to the video. 
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“He’s not alone. Who the hell would work with this sick bastard?” Steve asked 
himself out loud as he watched Marker’s body convulse violently into the death 
throes. It felt like it took an eternity for Marker to die. The video stopped with the 
logo of The Iron Eagle emblazoned on the screen. There was silence; no vomiting 
or rioting, just silence. They had all had a chance to read the confession prior to 
watching the video. There wasn’t a sorry eye in the room. Mark Miller, one of 
Steve’s senior agents, stood up and started clapping. The room was silent with the 
exception of Miller. “Bravo, bravo…” Steve looked over at John and asked, “How 
did you know?” He leaned over and whispered into Steve’s ear. “I pay attention.”

It was half past three when Simon pulled up to the crematorium in his BMW. 
He parked in the back, and Sergio showed up a few minutes later with the hearse. 
The two men pulled the hearse to the rear of the crematorium and opened the back. 
There were three corrugated cardboard caskets in the back. They were set inside; 
two next to each other, and a third on top. Simon went to the oven, pushed the black 
button, and the steel machine came to life. Sergio had pulled over two gurneys and 
was pulling the caskets out of the car and placing them on the gurneys. They weren’t 
very heavy, or at least Sergio made it look easy.  The doors to the crematorium 
clanged open, and Simon joined Sergio in moving the caskets to the gurneys. “Is 
everything inside with them?” “Yes, sir. Everything that I could find that you had 
collected.” He pushed the first casket into the oven and said, “Let’s get these going 
as fast as we can. You are to stay here until it is complete.” He nodded. They both 
looked around, but there was no staff in sight. Simon had called a bullshit meeting 
at the home office, so he and Sergio would have the ovens to themselves. “We don’t 
have much time,” Simon said as he pushed the second casket into the oven. They had 
taken a hold of the side of the last casket when they heard a murmur. They looked at 
each other and then around the building; there was no one there. He pushed the last 
casket into the oven, and the lid popped loose. He looked down, and the blue eyes of 
a young woman were looking back at him. He looked at Sergio and said, “I thought 
you took care of this?” “We were rushed, sir. I did the best I could.” Simon looked 
back into the blue eyes as they blinked at him. 

“Well, I see you’re awake. You’re probably not going to enjoy the next, oh let’s 
say, four to five minutes. Things are going to get kind of HOT!” He smiled down at 
her. She said, “What are you doing to me, Simon?” and started to become combative. 
Sergio had wrapped her tightly in the cremation linen, but she was starting to fight 
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and scream. “Hey, I’m really sorry, kid. I had a great time, but I have to get going. 
Sergio here is going to see to your final moments.” She kept screaming and thrashing 
as the casket started moving in the oven. “Oh God, oh God…please, no….oh God.” 
Simon pushed the red button, and the large steel doors began to close. The sides of 
the oven were made out of a heavy duty glass that could handle high heat and allowed 
the technicians to view the body during the cremation process, so they knew when to 
move the remains around to get them all burned up as evenly as possible. The units 
also came with an internal speaker system that could not be bypassed, so that in the 
event of an error, like someone getting accidently locked in the unit alive, it would 
amplify the sound, so all those within earshot could hear the calls for help. He had 
never once had an accident in his years at the crematorium, both while working for his 
father or after taking over. The building was closed and sealed off as the unit began to 
churn and turn on. The screaming of the woman became louder and more desperate 
as the burners lit.  He looked on as the flames began to rise, and the cremation began.

He stood staring at the boxes as they began to burn; the screaming was incredible. 
A hand struck the side of the glass of the crematorium oven, and then a face pressed 
against it. Simon smiled and watched as the blond hair burned away, and the blue 
eyes turned pale white. Her skin started to bubble and melted from her skull as her 
screams were drowned out by the sound of the furnace. “Well, shit, Sergio. Thanks a 
lot. I thought you knocked all three out?” I thought so, too, sir. I’m sorry you had to 
see that. I know how much she meant to you.” Simon pulled his suit coat down and 
adjusted his cuffs. “Yes, she was a lot of fun, but you know me, Serge. I don’t like 
to get tied down. Since she got loose in there, she probably made a mess of the other 
two. Make sure you move the remains around in about an hour.” He nodded. “Well, 
I’m off. I have a dinner date, and I don’t want to keep the young lady waiting.” “Who 
are you seeing this evening, sir?” “I don’t know yet. Antonio and I are going to scope 
out some places until I find that special someone to enjoy!” He laughed as he walked 
out toward his BMW.
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Chapter Thirteen
“I don’t want to believe what could be in that mix.”

S
ara got to the lab at Northridge Hospital at a quarter to four. She had her purse 
and the cake flour with her. She walked past the regular laboratory that ran routine 
blood work and went to the pathology lab where the real diagnostic processes were 

done. Northridge had a contract with the state of California, so they were a state-certified 
crime lab as well. She walked in, and Bart Olson was sitting at a microscope peering 
into a mystery. “What’cha working on, Bart?” “A fucked up mess, Sara.” “Sounds 
encouraging!” He huffed and pulled away from the microscope. He got up from the table 
with the assistance of a cane and walked over to an office desk in the middle of the room. 
He flinched a little as he sat down. “I’m feeling all of my sixty-five years today, Sara.” 
She smiled a sweet smile and said, “You don’t look a day over forty, Bart.” “You flatter 
me. As I recall, you used to pull that same shit when you were my student!” She grinned. 
“Are you teaching this semester?” He opened a bottle of water and took a sip. “Oh…
I’m teaching one class this year. Technically, I’m on sabbatical, trying to recover from 
this stupid knee surgery, but I can’t stay away from the kids.”  Sara nodded. “They’re 
not kids; they’re grad students, and you’re arguably the best forensic pathologist in the 
country. They have no idea how fortunate they are to have you.” “There you go, kissing 
my ass again. If I were a little younger, I would show you just how good I am…was…oh, 
shit, I can’t even flirt right anymore.” She walked over and gave him a kiss on the cheek. 
“Great. Now, I’m your grandfather. What do you want me to analyze?”
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She had the bag of flour under her arm and dropped it on his desk. “If that’s coke, 
I don’t need to analyze it; just roll up a couple dollar bills, and we’ll have a party!” 
She laughed in spite of herself. He opened it and sniffed and then dipped his finger in 
and tasted it. “You brought me cake mix?” “I hope so,” she said. “Explain.” She sat 
down in front of his desk like she was back in school. “I can’t explain right now.” He 
looked at her hard; his grey eyebrows furled in disapproval. He was a handsome man 
for his age with a strong jawline and prominent features. He had few wrinkles, and, if 
she didn’t know him, she would guess him to be in his early fifties. She remembered 
having a huge crush on him when she was in school. 

“I’ve heard that you’re getting married.” “I am.” “Anyone I know?” “John 
Swenson.” He sat back in his chair. “Amber’s John?” “He was my man before he 
and Amber got together.” “Well, there’s been a lot of water under that bridge.” She 
nodded. “How’s he doing?” She sat, a little nervous. Bart could see through her, and 
he always made her uncomfortable when he asked pointed questions. “Better than he 
was six months ago.” He sealed the bag of cake mix. “Jim O’Brian stopped in a few 
days ago and was talking up this new special agent that Steve Hoffman has recruited 
and is working for him. He said his name was John. Your John?” She nodded. “So, 
why do you want this analyzed? What are you looking for?” “In all honesty, Bart, I 
don’t know. I want to be wrong; I don’t want to believe what could be in that mix. I 
can’t tell you though; I need you to do an independent analysis and tell me.” “This 
sounds like work better handled by the police!” She stood up and walked over near the 
microscope. “John doesn’t know I’m doing this.” “I can only draw from what you’re 
asking that you suspect there’s something foul in this concoction.” She nodded. “And 
you want me to go on a wild goose chase, breaking down the compounds in a cake 
mix?” He stood up and grabbed the bag off the desk. “Well, I’m on sabbatical, and 
things have been slow around here since the coroner’s office opened its new lab. I’ll 
bite. Am I looking for animal, vegetable, or mineral?” “Animal.” “Interesting.” 

He looked down at the bag. ‘Stewart and Gray’s Secret Recipe Baking Flour.’ I 
eat their breads and baked goods all the time. Do you?” She nodded. “And you’re not 
looking to rip off their blend?” She shook her head. “I will start testing it. It won’t take 
much time, just dry ingredients, so a few hours.” She hugged him, almost knocking 
him over. “Hey…I just got the knee fixed. Don’t make me have to replace the other 
one.” They laughed. “So, where to now, kid?” “Well, I’m off for a few days, but 
I think I will make a surprise stop by the ER and see if my staff is on task.” She 
turned to leave when Bart stopped her. “I have been meaning to ask you a question.” 
“Sure. Anything!” “Has there been any new information on the whereabouts of Walter 
Cruthers?” He could see that the question surprised her. “Not that I’m aware of. Why 
do you ask?” He moved slowly with his cane over to some equipment in the middle of 
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the lab. “I don’t know; it just seems strange that a man of such affluence and influence 
could be the monster he’s been made out to be in the papers. I knew Walter for nearly 
thirty years; none of what I read fits with the man I knew.” She walked over to Bart 
and looked him straight in the eye. “If there’s one thing I’ve learned living with John 
and seeing the work that he does, we never really know anyone.” “You’d think I would 
have learned that in my sixty-five years on this planet. If half the things I’ve read about 
what Walter has done are true, I cringe at how many times I have been in his home for 
meals and parties.” “We all have two faces, Bart. As John has told me, man is the most 
savage beast on the planet.” “That he is, Sara, that he is!” She walked out of the lab 
and headed for the ER. Bart opened the bag and poured the contents into a centrifuge 
to separate the contents of the flour mix for analysis.

Maria Martinez’s Mercedes was found parked and locked at a shopping center 
in Hacienda Heights near Hacienda Boulevard and the 60 Freeway overnight. The 
responding officer ran the plate, and it popped up in the NCIC as a missing person 
with a side tag to contact the FBI. The officer radioed in that the vehicle was in good 
condition with nothing out of the ordinary. Within five minutes, he received a message 
that Special Agent Swenson was en route to secure the car.  

John arrived on scene at half past four. It was refreshing to find one lone patrol 
car, an LA County Sheriff’s deputy, and Maria Martinez’s car. He pulled up next to the 
cruiser, got out, and showed the deputy his ID. “What time did you get on scene?” He 
looked at his watch and said three forty-five p.m. John walked around the car, looking 
inside the windows.  “Do you want me to call OPG to pick it up?” asked the officer. 
John shook his head and called Howard Cohen to tell him the news. “Mr. Cohen, this 
is Agent John Swenson, FBI. I’m fine, sir. Thank you for asking. I am on scene at the 
60 Freeway and Hacienda Boulevard where the sheriff’s department has located Ms. 
Martinez’s vehicle.” There was a moment of silence on John’s end, and the deputy just 
stood leaning against the front of his cruiser. “Have you been over to Ms. Martinez’s 
home in the past day or so?” Howard was excited that her car had been located. “Yes, 
John. I went by last night, but there was no answer and no lights on.” “Well, I think we 
should make another run by her place. Do you have any type of power of attorney or 
anything for her that would allow you access onto her premises?” There was a moment 
of silence before Howard answered. “I have to check with HR here and at her firm, but 
I think that we have an emergency contact and consent form that would allow us to 
enter her residence without a search warrant.” John smiled. “So, we’re both thinking 
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the same way. Her home address is only about five minutes from here. Can you meet 
me there?” Howard told him he was on his way, and John told the deputy to hold the 
car as a possible crime scene and gave him his card telling him to call Agent Steve 
Hoffman. John got in his truck and headed for Maria’s home.

 

Steve was working on the latest Eagle evidence when his office phone rang. 
“Hoffman.” The voice on the other end of the line was not familiar. “Special Agent 
Hoffman, my name is Deputy Aaron Versta. I have been asked to call you by Special 
Agent John Swenson.”  “Okay…” “He asked me to call and let you know that Maria 
Martinez’s car has been located.” Steve pulled the phone away from his ear and stared 
at it then placed the caller on speaker phone and asked, “Who is Maria Martinez?” “In 
all honesty, I don’t know, sir. We received a report of an abandoned car by the manager 
of the Ralph’s grocery store in Hacienda Heights. I arrived on scene, and when I put 
the plate into the NCIC, there was a tag to contact Special Agent John Swenson, FBI, 
when the car was found.” Steve sat in his chair looking off into space. “And Agent 
Swenson asked you to call me?” “Yes, sir. He was en route to the owner’s residence 
where he was meeting another party.” “What other party?” Steve asked. “I wasn’t 
privy to the conversation, but he did say the name Howard while he was on the phone.” 
Steve stood up from his chair. “Howard…Howard Cohen?” “Yes, sir. He did use his 
last name. It was Cohen.” “Where are you located, deputy?” The deputy gave him the 
address of his location. “Agent Swenson asked me to secure the car as a possible crime 
scene.” Steve stared at the phone with a confused look on his face. “Did he ask you  
to contact anyone else?” “No, sir, just you.” “What’s the plate number?” The  
deputy gave him the number, and Steve told him he was en route and sending two 
investigators to his location. 

He hung up and called Harrison and Mitchell into his office; they were a part of 
his elite CSI team. “I need you two to take an evidence van and go to this address 
in Hacienda Heights. There’s a sheriff’s deputy securing what I’m told is a possible 
crime scene.” “What do you want us to do when we get there?” He was fumbling with 
his suit coat. “I don’t know. Make sure no one touches the vehicle and await further 
orders from me.” “Yes, sir.” They walked out of his office and headed for the Heights. 
Steve made his way out of the building to his car, all the while hitting speed dial on 
his phone. “Jim, it’s Steve…listen, can you meet me in Hacienda Heights?” Jim was a 
little breathless on the other end of the line. “I can meet you anywhere. What’s up?” “I 
have no fuckin’ clue…John is onto something. He has one of your deputies securing 
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the car of a woman I’ve never heard of, who evidently is in some way connected to 
Howard Cohen.” “What?” “Meet me at 5760 Hacienda Boulevard, unit 206. It’s at 
the corner of Hacienda and West Road.” Jim laughed. “That’s a new condo complex 
a stone’s throw from my old apartment in Whittier. It’s also right on the little sliver 
of land between LA and Orange County.” “Yea…I know.” “What’s John up to?” Jim 
asked. “I don’t have a clue, but he better have a good goddamn explanation. I just 
dispatched two field agents to secure a vacant car, and he’s forcing me to get on the 60 
Freeway at five p.m.” “Ah…I love the smell of gridlock in the evening!” Jim laughed 
as he said it. “I can’t run sirens. Any suggestions to avoid some of that traffic?” Steve 
asked. “Yea, if it’s really bad, exit the 5 Freeway at Whittier; you can take surface 
streets. But between you and me, you’re screwed.” “Yea, well, so are you, pal!”  
“No, I’m not.” Jim replied, “I don’t give a fuck about rules. I’m running my siren  
until I get onto Hacienda. See ya there!” The phone went dead as Steve  
transitioned from the 110 to the 5, wondering what the fuck John was up to as he  
drove to the Martinez residence.

Sara was looking at the white board behind the nurses’ station in the ER when 
Marty Powers walked up behind her. “I thought you were off, Doctor Cook?” She 
turned around to see him smiling. “Hi, Marty. I am; I just stopped by to make sure 
my team is taking care of the ER.” “Your team is doing great; you really need 
a few days outside of these walls.” She nodded. “Having a hard time slowing 
down?” “Distracted, Marty, that’s all.” “Wedding jitters, perhaps?” He smiled. 
“No…not at all. John and I are on the same page, and, to be honest, we have both 
been so busy we don’t have much time to get the jitters.” “Well, I’m on my way to 
the cafeteria for a little lunch. Would you like to join me?” “Lunch? It’s five p.m.” 
“Well, time gets away from me, and I have a board meeting tonight, so I won’t 
leave until late.” “Do you need me for the meeting?” He shook his head. “No, no…
it’s funding stuff. We’re meeting with our not-for-profit foundation with regard to 
integrating some of their full-time paid help into our for-profit model. It’s good 
PR for the hospital and good for fundraising if we have patient liaisons from the 
nonprofit arm of our facility working both sides of the camp.” Sara smiled. “That’s 
a great idea; that’s why you’re the administrator.”  He laughed. “I am a bureaucrat, 
Sara, nothing more, and you are the glue that holds this ER together.” She laughed 
and said, “We’re all expendable, Marty. We’re all expendable.” “So, lunch?” She 
begged off. “Thank you, Marty. I must be off. I have wedding things to take care 
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of and a special dinner I have been planning for John.” “Good for you.” He let out 
a laugh. “Give John my best.” And he walked on in the direction of the cafeteria. 

She made a few notes and walked back to the elevator to leave when she was paged 
over the intercom. “Doctor Sara Cook, please call extension 999 stat.” It repeated as she 
looked for a phone. 999 meant urgent non-medical, but the code didn’t give a specific 
department or tell her who she was to call. She went into the physician’s lounge and 
dialed the extension and Bart answered. “Sara?” “Yes, Bart; it’s me.” “Where are 
you?” “In the doctor’s lounge.” “You need to come to my office NOW!” “I’m on my 
way, Bart. You sound breathless. Are you okay?” “Just get up here, please.” She hung 
up the phone and walked quickly to one of the banks of elevators in the middle of the 
hospital. “There’s no way he could have already gotten anything on the sample,” she 
mumbled as she entered the elevator. She pressed the button for Bart’s floor, concerned 
about his insistence on speed and what he might have found in the mix.
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Chapter Fourteen
“If you know something, think you know something, or have a twinge  

in your pants that there might be something, you speak to me.”

J
ohn got to Maria’s condo ahead of Howard; he had no idea that Jim and Steve 
were en route to his location. He went straight to the property manager’s office 
and inquired if he had seen Ms. Martinez recently. The manager was a heavyset 

Asian man with thick cheeks and slanted, almost closed eyes.  He had a thick 
accent that made it hard for John to understand him. He talked in hand gestures 
and grunts more than words, and the gist of what John could discern was he had 
not seen her and seemed annoyed that people kept asking him. “Ms. Martinez 
good owner…take care of property. I no see her in day or two.” “Do you have an 
emergency key for her home?” “Yes…but you no go to her home; she not home.” 
John drew his credentials and showed them to the manager. He laughed. “You have 
warrant?” “Well, you spoke really good English there, didn’t you?” John replied. 
“No warrant, no key. You friend?” “I’m a federal agent and an acquaintance 
of one of her friends.” The manager sighed. “No let in without warrant.” John  
heard Howard’s voice from behind him. “Here is an executed emergency  
employment agreement that Ms. Martinez signed with her law firm; it gives us access  
to check on her if she has not been seen in twenty-four hours. It is now five  
forty-five p.m., and she has not been seen for twenty-four hours. Please open  
her unit now.”
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He took the document in his hand and looked at the two of them. “Fuckin’ 
lawyers and fuckin’ cops. You want in; I let you in. Ms. Martinez lawyer; she 
no like, she can sue you.” He left their sight and came back with a set of keys. 
“Come!” He was annoyed. Howard was smiling, and John asked, “How did you 
get the paper document so fast?” “I have a printer in my car. I had HR email the 
PDF, and I printed it there.” “Cool!” John said as they followed the slow moving 
man. Howard said, “If this field doesn’t work out for this guy, I bet he could get 
a job at the Buddhist Temple on Hacienda letting kids rub his stomach.” John 
couldn’t help himself and let out a chuckle. They arrived at Maria’s front door, 
and the manager unlocked the locks and walked away. “Great manager, not even 
going to watch what we’re doing.” John had Howard behind him, and he drew 
his weapon. The entry was dark, and John called out Maria’s name, but there was 
no response. He cleared the foyer and stepped into the living room and clicked a 
light switch on. The room lit up brightly. He reached into his pocket and put on 
a pair of latex gloves and handed a pair to Howard. “Don’t touch anything,” he 
said to Howard as they moved down the hall out of the living room. He flipped 
light switches with a pen he had taken from his pocket. He had been watching the 
ground almost as much as where he was going, and Howard noticed it. “Why do 
you keep looking down?” he whispered. “Right now, I’m treating this as I would 
a crime scene. Disturb nothing. Don’t contaminate the scene in the event that we 
have a problem here.” 

Howard was silent; there were four doors, two on each side of the hall. John 
opened each room quietly and turned on the light. There didn’t seem to be any sign of 
foul play, and the house was immaculate. By the time they reached the end of the hall, 
John had opened the doors to two bedrooms and a bath; the only doors left were a pair 
of French doors at the end of the hall, which he guessed belonged to the master suite. 
He moved to the handle and turned it slowly. He pushed the door open, and there was 
a slight crack and creak as the hinge moved open. The room was too dark to see. He 
felt for a light switch and found one. He flipped the switch, and the room lit up like 
the rest of the house. As he turned to look into the room, he heard Jim’s voice at the 
front door. “Hey, is there anyone here?” John called out, “We’re back here; don’t touch 
anything. Call 911.”

Howard was frozen in his tracks. John moved forward toward the bed where 
Maria was laying face down. “Is she breathing?” Howard asked. John checked her for 
a pulse, and she had one, a good strong one. She was breathing deeply. He called to 
her. “Ms. Martinez? Ms. Martinez?” But she wouldn’t rouse. Jim entered the room and 
asked “What the fuck is going on? Who’s that, and what the fuck are we doing here?” 
Steve’s voice followed, and John could hear the sound of sirens off in the distance. 
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John looked down with a sense of relief on his face; Steve entered the room and saw 
Howard standing near John. “What the hell are you doing here? Who is this person?” 
There was no time to explain. The paramedics were on scene in minutes, and, after 
some quick work, they took Maria in the ambulance to St Jude Medical Center. Her 
pupils were reactive. The paramedics said she looked like she had taken too much of a 
sleep medication, but they thought she would be okay. 

Howard smiled and started to explain to Steve what was going on. Jim stood 
within earshot watching John. John was combing the room very, very carefully. 
He walked to the bathroom but nothing was out of the ordinary there. He walked 
the scene, but there was nothing that he could find that told him what he wanted to 
know. Jim walked over to him and asked, “What’s the deal, John? What the fuck are 
we doing here?” John reached down with his gloves and picked up a small piece of 
cloth. He pulled out an evidence bag and placed it inside. He didn’t look at Jim while 
he spoke. “Ms. Martinez lost her father two days ago. She was last seen concluding 
funeral arrangements for her father, and then she went missing.” “What the fuck does 
that have to do with us?” Jim snarled, pulling a cigarette from his top pocket. “Well, 
it doesn’t directly. I had a hunch that’s all, and it looks like I was wrong.” “A hunch 
about what?” He stopped his search and looked at Jim standing in the middle of the 
room dressed in clean clothes. “Hey…what happened to you? You look like a new 
man.” Jim laughed. “My wife cleaned me up; what the hell is wrong with you?” “It’s 
nothing, Jim. I read in the confession that Marker made to The Eagle that he had done  
work for Barstow’s Funeral Home. Between Marker’s body showing up and me stopping 
in to visit the home, I had a hunch that something might be up.”

Jim got a strange look of anger on his face. “Jesus Christ, John. Why didn’t you tell 
us this at the meeting?” “It was all in the file.” “So, how did you connect Ms. Martinez 
and Mr. Cohen?” “I didn’t; he did that for me. I was leaving the funeral home this morning 
after making an inquiry, and he happened to be there. Howard and Ms. Martinez’s father 
were very close friends.” “Okay…can you give me a little more context because this 
still isn’t making sense to me?” “I dropped by the home to inquire about Marker. As 
I was leaving, Howard was coming in because he learned that his friend had died and 
that Ms. Martinez had hired Barstow to do the cremation. He was worried about Ms. 
Martinez, and I thought that it was strange that she disappeared after being there, so I 
started snooping around.” Jim put the cigarette between his teeth. “You have a shitload 
to learn about being a special agent, man. There’s procedure, John. If you have a hunch, 
you let someone know, then we work from there.” 

John stood silent for a moment then said, “Are you telling me you haven’t stepped 
out on a hunch before without talking to your people?” Jim ground the cigarette in 
his teeth. He stared at John for a few minutes then started laughing. “You’re a weird 
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dude, John. A really weird dude. But you’re a good cop, and you have great instincts. 
Don’t let the rule book break you of those instincts. That’s how you solve crimes.” 
He walked out of the room and out the front door of the condo. As he walked away 
he said, “I don’t know that Steve is going to be as forgiving.” Steve was glaring at 
John as Jim passed him on the way out the front door. They finished up at the scene, 
but Steve didn’t say a word to him. He and Howard shook hands, and Howard said he 
was going over to the hospital to check on Maria. Steve said, “I have a feeling Special 
Agent Swenson won’t be far behind you.” He walked over to John and said. “I heard 
you talking to Jim. You have instincts; I have them, too. I don’t want to kill them in 
you, but I’m goddamn well going to make sure that you follow procedure. If you know 
something, think you know something, or have a twinge in your pants that there might 
be something, you speak to me. Am I clear?” John nodded in contrite agreement. 

Steve shook his arms as he walked toward the hall. “Jesus Christ, man…you 
made me drive on the 60 Freeway in rush hour traffic for some chick you thought 
was in trouble?” John nodded. “Do you have the hots for her?” He shook his head. 
“I mean, I could understand it if you did; she’s very pretty and has a nice body from 
what I saw.” John just shook his head. “I have never met her before.” Steve looked 
shocked. “I don’t know what’s going on in that noggin of yours, but trying to save 
a woman you neither know nor have ever met is way out there, pal.” John nodded. 
“Go to the hospital and check her out; report back to me on what you learn.” John 
started walking for the door when Steve stopped him. “Hey!” John looked over 
at Steve standing in the middle of the bedroom. “You think that Barstow’s a bad 
guy, don’t you?” He nodded. “You think he’s worse than Marker, don’t you?” He 
nodded again. “Can you prove it?” “That depends?” “On what?” John stared into 
Steve’s eyes. “On whether I can put enough hard police evidence together against 
him to make an arrest before The Eagle gets him.” “So, you think The Eagle is after 
Barstow?” He walked back over to Steve and whispered in his ear. “I guarantee 
it!” He stood back up, straight and tall. John could see goose bumps on Steve’s 
arms, and his face was solemn. “Then you better find the evidence and whoever 
else you think was in bed with Marker, and you better do it fast. I have a feeling 
The Eagle is closer to him than we are.” John nodded with a steely stare. Jim had 
walked back into the room and saw the exchange between the two men but didn’t 
hear what was said. John walked out and headed for the hospital. Jim walked over 
to Steve and asked, “What the fuck was that all about?” Steve shuddered. “I don’t 
know, Jim. I don’t fuckin’ know!”
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When Sara got to Bart’s office, it was empty. She called to him, but there was 
no response. She looked at the clock, and it was half past six. The centrifuge was 
spinning where she last saw Bart. She called out a few more times, and Bart walked 
into the lab. He had a strange look on his face. “Are you okay, Bart.” He sat down 
in a chair near his desk. “My left arm is really hurting me.” She walked over and put 
her hand on his wrist to take his pulse. “Is that why you called me back here?” He 
shook his head. “Your pulse is a little thready, Bart. I want to get you down to the 
ER.” He sat for a few seconds, and then started to look as if he were dozing. “Bart, 
Bart.” Sara called out for help. He was losing consciousness. She saw an orderly in 
the hall and called for a code blue. Within seconds, the lab was teaming with hospital 
staff, and Bart was being rushed down the hall to a waiting elevator headed for the 
ER. When they got in the elevator, Bart tugged on Sara’s shirt sleeve and motioned 
for her to move closer. She bent down near his face, and he lifted the oxygen mask 
that they had placed on him. “I pulled your sample from the centrifuge about ten 
minutes ago.” She looked at his face; his eyes were wide and wild. “There is a heavy 
compound in the mixture that separated very distinctly.” He took a deep breath;  
he was scared. “What is it Bart? What did you find?” “The mix has a powder 
consistent with human remains.” 

He grabbed his chest, and she put the oxygen back on him. “You’re in shock, 
Bart. Hold on. I’m going to take care of you.” She looked down at his face as his 
pupils started to dilate. “We’re losing him; we need to intubate; we need an airway.” 
They rolled him into the ICU ER and started chest compressions. Sara was able to 
intubate him, but his arrhythmia became more and more aggressive. “We need to 
give him adrenaline; let’s give him a push.” They injected Bart, but his heart was still 
failing. “I need the paddles.” A pair of hands handed her the crash cart defibrillator. 
Sara called out, “clear” and hit him with the paddles; he didn’t respond. “Push it up 
again.” She held the paddles for gel and called clear again and hit him again, but 
there was no response. His heart was flat lining. She called out, “We need to open 
him up.” She was barking orders for an emergency heart kit when everyone around 
her stopped moving. She looked at the monitor and the flat line moving across the 
screen. She heard Marty’s voice in the haze of the moment. “He’s gone, Sara. You 
need to call him; he’s gone.” She was still in the fog when she said, “Time?” A voice 
called out, “Seven eighteen p.m.” She pulled her gloves off and started walking 
for the exit to the room. She called out, “TOD…seven eighteen p.m.” One of the 
other staff doctors was typing into a laptop and echoed back to her, “Time of death, 
seven eighteen p.m.” She disappeared into the doctor’s changing room. She had just 
pronounced her mentor and friend’s time of death; the same man who just a few 
short hours earlier was joking with her in his office.
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John got to St. Jude’s and learned that Maria had been admitted and that she was in 
ICU. He showed his ID and entered. Howard was sitting next to her bed. John walked 
over and put his hand on Maria’s face. “What are they saying?” he asked. Howard sat 
staring at Maria. “Not a lot. They think she may have overdosed on something. They 
are trying to determine what might be in her system.” John looked at her sleeping face. 
“Do you know her well?” Howard placed his hand on hers. “Very well. I’ve known 
her her entire life. Her father and I and some other partners started a law firm together 
before she was a twinkle in her father’s eye. I remember the day she was born. Marco, 
her father, was going crazy. Maria’s mother passed away due to cancer when she was 
three; the void left in Marco’s life was unimaginable. He loved his wife very much, 
but he didn’t turn up his heels. He worked hard and built a solo practice after leaving 
our partnership and raised Maria by himself. He was a good man, and he doted on her 
but was tough at the same time. I remember when she graduated from high school; she 
had decided she wasn’t going to go to college. After her graduation, Marco had a small 
party for her at their home, just family and close friends. In a toast, he basically guilted 
her into going to college.” 

John was looking at Maria’s face. “I take it you were a very close friend?” asked 
John. “Oh, yes. Maria is like a daughter to me. Marco and I were like brothers, and we 
fought like crazy. He was a hell of a litigator. When we were in the courtroom, and I 
was opposing counsel, he ripped me to shreds. Called me everything but a white man, 
and I would do the same to him. As soon as the adjourning gavel came down, we went 
for a drink or something to eat and talked about the family and what we were doing in 
our private lives.” John looked on as Howard talked. “She’s going to be fine, Howard.” 
He looked up at John standing next to the bed. “How can you possibly say that with 
any certainty?” “Multiple factors. She’s not on a ventilator; she’s breathing on her own. 
She has obviously been out for some time, so I think she will wake up in short order.” 
Howard smiled. “I hope you’re right, John. I want to know what happened.” The doctor 
walked into the room as Howard spoke those words. 

“Ms. Martinez has overdosed on Valium.” Howard looked confused. “Maria 
doesn’t use any type of drug that I’m aware of.” “Well, we just got the tox screen back, 
and she has a very, very high borderline lethal dose in her body. There is an antidote for 
this type of overdose that can work, but it has its dangers.” “What kind of dangers?” 
Howard asked. “It can cause seizures and other central nervous system anomalies. 
However, I feel that in her case it is the best course of action. Does Ms. Martinez 
have any family? A husband or parents?” Howard shook his head. “Do you know if 
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she has a durable power of attorney? Advance directive? Anything?” “She is an only 
child, and her father passed away two days ago. There is no one to stand for her.” 
“Well, I’m going to administer the antidote. It should have a relatively quick effect 
on her if it works. However, I must caution you that she may not know who you are 
or remember much about what happened. I’m also placing her on a seventy-two hour 
psychiatric hold as a precaution. So, she won’t be leaving the hospital for a few days.” 
John piped up and said, “My fiancée is an ER doctor at Northridge Hospital. She is off 
on vacation right now. I would like to run what you’re going to give Maria by her.” 
The nurse walked in with a syringe and handed it to the doctor. “The medication I’m 
administering is Flumazenil; it is a controversial medication but is the only antidote 
for this type of poisoning, so your fiancée might not agree with my treatment.” The 
doctor stuck the needle into an IV in Maria’s arm and injected the fluid. He looked over 
at the two men and said, “Now we wait.” “How long before we know if it worked?” 
asked Howard. “Two to five minutes.” The three men watched Maria. After about a 
minute, her eyelids started to flutter, and within two minutes hereyes were open. She 
looked around the room and saw Howard’s smiling face next toher bed. “Howard…
what are you doing here? Actually…where is here?”

The doctor did some quick tests and asked her some questions. She seemed to 
be fine. He told her she was in the hospital, and that she had taken an overdose of 
medication. She looked confused. “I don’t take medication, doctor. What are you 
saying I overdosed on?” He said, “Diazepam. You would know it by its trade name, 
Valium.” She shook her head. “I have never taken Valium before; there must be some 
mistake.” “There’s no mistake, Ms. Martinez. You have responded to the antidote. 
Can you tell me the last thing you remember before waking up here in the hospital?” 
She got a thoughtful look on her face. “Um, my father had a heart attack and died. I 
remember going to a funeral home to take care of his last wishes.” “Do you remember 
anything else?” She shook her head. “Well, we’re going to keep you for observation 
for a few days, so I want you to lie back and relax. Your friends are here. You can chat 
with them but only for a short while; you need rest.” She looked over at John’s hulking 
figure standing at the end of the bed. She looked at Howard and said, “I’m sorry, but 
I don’t know that man.” She pointed at John. “No, Maria, you don’t. Maria Martinez 
I’d like you to meet Special Agent John Swenson with the FBI. Agent Swenson, this 
is Maria Martinez.” John smiled and said, “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Ms. Martinez.” 
She nodded and asked, “Why is the FBI here? Have I done something wrong?” 

John shook his head. “No, not at all, Ms. Martinez. I am working a case that 
happened to overlap with your disappearance.” “I disappeared?” “Well, it’s more a 
missing person case, but you are no longer missing.” He smiled. “Ms. Martinez, I 
would like to ask you a few questions if you don’t mind.” “Okay.” She tried to move, 
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but her body was really, really sore. “I feel like I was hit by a bus.”  “Yea…that 
happens with that type of medication when you take too much of it,” John said. “Like 
I told the doctor, I don’t take drugs, and I have never taken that medication that he 
described.” John had a serious look on his face. “I believe you, Ms. Martinez. You 
said that you remember your father had passed away, and that you went to a funeral 
home to take care of his last wishes. Do you remember anything about the funeral 
home or the people there?” “Very little. I remember going to the funeral home to work 
out my father’s last wishes.” “Do you remember what those wishes were?” “Um…he 
wanted to be cremated, so I went to find out about that.” “Do you recall the name of 
the funeral home?” She had a thoughtful look on her face and then a scared one. “No. 
No, I don’t!” John spoke calmly. “Don’t be afraid, Ms. Martinez; it’s very common to 
lose time and recollection of things after what happened to you.” Her face was graver 
when she asked John, “What happened to me?” 

Howard sat silent and John grabbed a chair and sat down next to Maria’s bed. 
“That’s what I’m here to find out. I need you to summon everything you can over 
the next several days and try to remember as much as you can about the last forty-
eight hours.” “I’ve been out for two days?” “That’s what we don’t know.” “Well, 
can one of you tell me what you do know?” John went on to explain about Howard 
being concerned because he couldn’t find her and that her car was found parked and 
abandoned a few blocks from her home. He patiently and methodically explained to 
her as much as he could without telling her the name of the funeral home or of its 
proprietor. Howard listened, and, when John was done, he asked John if they could 
speak in private. They excused themselves to the hallway outside Maria’s room. 

Howard put his hands on his hips and asked, “Why aren’t you telling her the 
name of the funeral home or asking if she knows or remembers Simon?” “I need to 
see if she can recall anything on her own first, Mr. Cohen. If I start to give her names 
and locations in her current state, she might start to create an alternate reality about 
what happened to her. When someone experiences a trauma, has lost time, or can only 
partially remember things, the brain’s wired to fill in the blanks. That doesn’t always 
mean that the blanks that it fills in are true.” Howard was quiet. “I will ask her about 
everything you asked, but not until she has had a few days to sort through this in her 
own mind. I would urge you not to answer her questions in any detail about Barstow’s, 
Simon, or anything else; she needs to get there on her own if she can.” “And if she 
can’t?” Howard asked with concern in his voice. “Then, there is a good chance that 
neither she nor we will ever know what happened to her between the time she went 
to Barstow’s and the time we found her.” “You obviously suspect foul play.” John 
nodded. “And there is not enough evidence to get a search warrant on Barstow’s or 
Simon’s home?” Howard asked. John nodded again and said, “Listen. I want you to 
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call me if she remembers anything or says anything to you.” He handed Howard his 
card and wrote a cell phone number on the back of it. “This is my private cell; it is 
not connected to the agency. You can reach me on it twenty-four seven, and it is a 
secure line.” They walked back into the room and John asked, “Has anything new 
come to mind while we were out?” She shook her head. “Well, I’m going to leave, 
Ms. Martinez. I’m going to leave my business card here next to your bed. If you 
should think of anything, anything at all, any memory after your father’s death, call me 
anytime day or night. I will come back to see you in a few days. You feel better, and 
I’m pleased to see you looking so well.” He turned to leave the room when Maria said, 
“Thank you for your understanding, Simon. You are a very kind man.” He turned back 
around. Howard was sitting silent. “I’m sorry, Ms. Martinez. Who did you just call 
me?” She looked confused. “John. Right? That’s your name? John?” “Yes, ma’am…
but you didn’t call me John; you called me Simon.” She had a half-glazed look in 
her eyes. “That’s strange; I don’t know anyone named Simon.” John smiled and said, 
“Who knows? Perhaps you do. Keep thinking about that name.” And he left the room.
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Chapter Fifteen
“Human Remains!”

S
ara sat in the doctor’s lounge in shock, and Marty came in looking for her. “Sara, 
there was nothing you could have done.” She nodded her head. “I was joking with 
him in the lab just a few hours ago.” Marty came over and sat down next to her on 

the couch. “People live and die every day. Bart and I are old friends. I bet you didn’t 
know he had a heart condition.” She looked over at Marty sitting quietly next to her. 
“No…I had no idea; he never mentioned it.” “In his mind, there was nothing to mention, 
and in regular medical circles it really wasn’t a big deal. Bart had supraventricular 
tachycardia.” “That’s not fatal,” she said in a condescending tone. “Not generally, but 
as we get older it can be, and in this case it was.” “You’re not presuming to give me a 
cause of death before an autopsy?”  He shook his head. “Of course not. The case will 
go under review, but I’ve known Bart enough years, and I know how he hates taking 
his beta blockers, so I’m going to say that is going to be the complicating factor in the 
cause of death. What were you talking to Bart about anyway?” 

She got quiet. “Nothing really. I had stopped in to check on my team and came in 
from the south entrance and passed by his lab. He was in, so I stopped to see how he 
was doing. I knew about his knee replacement surgery, and I wanted to see how the 
PT was going.” Marty laughed. “Physical therapy? Ha! The bonehead was two doors 
down from PT, and he refused to go. Hell, now that I hear myself say it, he spent his 
days sitting on his ass looking through that microscope; it could be DVT that killed 
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him. He probably threw a clot and that caused him to have a heart attack.” She didn’t 
respond. Marty continued. “Well, I have a call in to his team and the state. I have to 
notify everyone, and since he was the head of our crime lab, there will have to be 
someone to replace him, or the hospital will lose a huge chunk of state money, and we 
can’t afford that hit.” He paused for a moment. “How terrible am I? My good friend is 
still on the table in the ER, and I’m worrying about money and replacements.” “That’s 
your job, Marty,” Sara said flatly. “Bart’s second in command, Doctor Harry Austin, 
can fill his shoes. He’s young, but he has been practicing under Bart for five years. 
He has all of his certifications. You can get him cleared to run the lab by tomorrow 
morning, and you won’t miss a beat.” He looked at Sara and said, “Thank you…I 
would have gotten there eventually, but it would have taken some time. 

“How well do you know Harry?” She smiled. “We dated for about a year; he’s 
arrogant but good at his job.” He laughed. “Does John know about him?” She looked 
over at Marty. “What?” “I’m sorry. That was out of line. Okay…well, I have to get 
going. Thank you for the suggestion, and I’m sorry we lost Bart. He will be missed. I 
have to get ready to meet with his staff in the lab and break the news and talk to Harry.” 
He got up and walked out. Sara snapped out of it fast, suddenly remembering what 
Bart said about the mix. She took off out of the lounge and hit the stairs headed up to 
Bart’s lab. When she got there, there was no one around. The centrifuge had stopped, 
but she knew that it wasn’t her sample. She looked around his desk but found nothing. 
She started moving from station to station, looking for the sample or anything that 
would tell her where he was the last time he handled her sample. She remembered 
that Bart wasn’t in the lab when she arrived after his call. She looked back toward 
the doorway and saw his four pronged cane standing near the entrance. She walked 
over and found a manila folder and her sample. There were voices down the corridor 
heading her direction, and one of the voices was Marty’s. “Shit…” She grabbed the 
goods off the desk near the entrance and noticed that the report was still on the screen 
of the computer. She searched for the off button for the unit in the hopes of shutting 
it down but couldn’t find it. “If they see the damn report on the screen, it will fuck 
up everything.” She looked at the report; it was titled ‘McDonald’s bun flour.’ “He 
disguised the report,” she said as she sought an exit. 

The voices grew closer, and she knew she had to leave the lab. She slipped into a 
side entrance that had one-way glass in it. She waited until Marty and the others entered 
the lab. There was a second door to the room that exited into the hallway behind the 
lab. That part of the lab was an older part of the hospital and had originally been a 
holding area for crime suspects when police brought them in. When they remodeled 
the lab, they remodeled the interrogation room but left the monitoring room intact 
and refurbished it for storage. She watched as Bart’s team filed in. Harry was the last 
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one through the door. He looked over at the computer’s flashing cursor. “McDonald’s 
bun flour?” he said out loud. “Bart had way too much time on his hands.” She saw his 
fingers on the keyboard and with a few keystrokes that data was gone, and the system 
shut down. Sara slipped into the hall and into the parking garage, pulling her cell phone 
from her purse as she walked to her car. She clicked the key fob, and the car beeped. 
She got in, locked the doors, and opened the report. It was a compound analysis of 
the flour. There were computer breakdowns of each element in the flour and then a 
computer note that had a question mark next to it. There was an atomic weight given to 
the substance that the centrifuge had separated out, but the compound was unknown, at 
least from the computer’s standpoint. Bart had made several handwritten calculations 
and notes, and she read them over. But the last note was in bold, underlined, and had 
an exclamation point next to it. “Human Remains!” She didn’t need to see anything 
else; she dialed John’s secure cell line as she pulled out of the parking garage.
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Chapter Sixteen
‘Pride goeth before a fall.’

S
imon was dressing for the evening as his young victim moaned in the bedroom. 
“Are you dressed, sir?” asked Sergio. Simon called him in. “I’m finished dressing!” 
He smiled widely as he stood up from the dressing table and walked into the 

bedroom. A young girl was lying on the bed on her back and had been clearly drugged. 
“Serge! I ask you … was she not the best investment I ever made in humanity?” 
“Yes, sir. She is very beautiful.” “I’m having Antonio take me out tonight to find a 
new date. Would you like to pleasure yourself with this one while I’m out?” A smile 
grew across Sergio’s face. “Yes, sir!” “Take her to the guest room and have your way 
with her after you have closed up for the night.” “Thank you, sir!” “You can beat her. 
I know you love that, but not the face, arms, or legs. I want her looking as beautiful 
when I return with my new date, and I don’t want there to be any visible damage on 
her.” Sergio was pulling her up on the bed as he responded, “I will keep her in perfect 
condition, sir. Just use her for my pleasure, if you will allow me to dispatch your next 
date with the brutality that I so enjoy.” Simon smiled. “I see now why my father liked 
having you around; you’re a sadist. It’s a great quality to have when I need cleanup 
work done.” “Thank you, sir. Your father taught me everything I know about human 
cruelty.” Simon fixed his tie and fastened his cuff links as he responded flatly, “My 
father was also a sadistic person; I was spared his wrath for the most part. My mothers 
weren’t so fortunate. He went through a lot of wives, but, in the end, they all made 
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great sandwiches and desserts.” The two men broke out in laughter. Simon walked to 
the full length mirror to admire himself. Sergio picked up the girl, threw her over his 
shoulder, and took her to the guest room. He checked her pupils and breathing; she was 
perfectly sedated. “Another thing that Simon’s father got correct: the rape cocktail. 
“What a family recipe,” Sergio mumbled  as he closed the door to the guest room and 
went to attend to his duties.

John’s private cell rang as he was heading to Granada Hills from the hospital 
after seeing Maria. “Yes,” he said coolly. “Barstow is using cremated remains 
in the flour for the Stewart and Gray restaurants, and Marker fuckin’ knew it!” 
“Where are you now, Sara?” “I’m in the car; I’m just driving around. Bart’s dead.” 
John was quiet for a few seconds and then asked, “How?” “I feel like I killed him.” 
John turned onto Balboa Boulevard heading toward Sara’s house. “What did you 
do, Sara?” “I didn’t kill him, John. I was bored and curious, so I took a sample 
of cake flour that Roger gave me from the restaurant over to the hospital and had 
Bart analyze it.” John was quiet. “And the results came back with human remains 
in the mix?” “Yes…Jesus, John, YES!” “Sara, Sara…calm down. Do you have 
any physical evidence? A report or anything that Bart created before he died?” He 
could hear her breathing heavily on the other end of the line and sniffling from 
crying. “Yes.” John stayed calm. “Okay. I need you to be more specific. What do 
you have?” “I have the analysis that Bart ran on the flour sample I gave him. The 
report shows a heavy element, and Bart’s handwritten note says that the element 
is human remains.” 

“Okay, I need you to email me that report ASAP, then I want you to go home 
and wait for my call.” He heard a sigh, and she said, “Simon is feeding his victims 
to the people of Los Angeles.” “Yes…” “Do you have enough now to get a search 
warrant?” Sara asked. “Yes.” “He’s hurting people isn’t he? Simon, I mean,” Sara 
asked coldly. John was silent for a moment too long, and Sara spoke again. “The 
Eagle is going after him, isn’t he?” She heard John take a breath and say yes in a 
cold monotone voice. She asked, “You want me to send you the information then 
wait at home to send it on to your office when The Eagle has finished his work?” 
In a fraction of an instant, Sara went from talking to her fiancé to speaking to The 
Iron Eagle. “Yes. Simon has a big ego. ‘Pride goeth before a fall.’” John passed the 
turn for Sara’s house and headed for the 118 Freeway and Parson’s Trail. Sara was 
about to hang up when John said, “On second thought, we have work to do, and 
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we have to do it fast. Meet me at Parson’s Trail.” She responded with excitement, 
“Okay, I’m on my way.” There was a pause on Sara’s end as she cleared her throat. 
“John.” “Yes.” “I love you.” The line went dead.

John was working in the container when the gate opened, and Sara pulled into 
the drive. He walked out to greet her, and she hugged him with everything in her. He 
wrapped his arms around her and hugged her back and said, “There are lives at stake, 
Sara. There’s no time for emotions. It’s time to turn on the machine.” She looked at 
him with pleading eyes; she knew what he meant. He had explained that in order 
to do the work of justice you have to turn off all emotion. You have to become a 
machine, no feelings. John made it look easy; he had been trained by the military, but 
it wasn’t as easy for her. “You can turn your emotions on and off like a light switch, 
honey; I can’t.” John was packing his equipment and responded without stopping, “I 
understand your emotions. I’ve been working hard with you on this, but if you let them 
guide you, they will get you killed.” She looked on and said, “And I will distract you, 
which could get you killed.” He shook his head. 

She stood stunned. “No?” “No.” “But you love me?” He just kept packing. “You 
are my fiancée and the love of my life in the world of Agent Swenson. When you enter 
the world of The Eagle, you enter as a black operative just like me. We work in secret; 
we exact justice in secret. We clear our emotions because they cloud judgment and that 
will get you killed.” She got a frightened look on her face. “Are you saying that if I 
got in trouble while working with you, you would let me die?” “It all depends on the 
trouble. I will not sacrifice the mission over your safety. If you choose to be with me 
in my duties as The Eagle, you accept responsibility for your life. I would not expect 
you to save me at the risk of the mission or your own life.” She got angry. “I’m not a 
goddamn mission; I’m a human being and your soon to be wife. You wouldn’t save me 
if something went wrong?” 

He didn’t skip a beat. He was packing the small C4 bombs he had made. Each 
had a separate wireless detonator pin. “The container is a controlled environment. 
Here, if you have emotions or breakdowns, you can step out. It’s a safe zone. In 
the field, you don’t have that. You have to act on instinct using reason and logic 
to destroy the enemy.” She paced back and forth in the container as John packed a 
second bag. “I can’t do it, honey. I can’t help you out there!” “I know.” She stopped 
pacing and looked at him hard. “You’re not my fiancé right now, are you?” “No.” 
“You’re The Iron Eagle, the vigilante serial killer that Steve and Jim are trying to 
catch.” He nodded as he pulled a cart of electronics over next to him and started 
packing them in with the C4. “You’re going to kill me, aren’t you?” “Clarify?” he 
asked as he packed the last of the equipment. “If I don’t go with you, if I stay behind, 
you will kill me.” He zipped the bags, walked out to his truck, and locked them in 
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the construction boxes. “No.” He walked back to the shed and started to dress. “How 
can I know that? How can I know that if I go home that when you return you won’t 
return as The Eagle and kill me? How do you know that I’m not going to walk out 
of here and go home and call Steve and Jim and tell them that you’re The Eagle?” 

He pointed to a black object in one of his bags and asked Sara to hand it to him. 
She grabbed it with one hand, but it didn’t budge. She pulled so hard that she hurt her 
shoulder. “Jesus Christ! What the fuck is this?” “Kevlar body armor.” She grabbed 
what she now recognized as a shirt with both hands and pulled with her legs to move 
it out of the bag, but she couldn’t lift it up to him. He took it from her with his right 
hand and put it on like he was putting on a dress shirt. “Jesus, John. How the fuck do 
you move in that? Is your whole body covered in this?” He nodded. “Police issue?” 
she asked, but he shook his head. “Where did you get it?” She could see he was getting 
impatient with the questions. “I made it! And to save you the time, it is full body 
armor head to toe. It’s bulletproof, stab proof, and its weight makes my entire body a 
lethal weapon.” She shook her head as he pulled on the pants effortlessly and finished 
dressing. “My God. I know you’re strong, but I had no idea just how strong.”  He 
looked at her as he zipped up the bag after placing his mask and some other gear in it. 

“I know you won’t identify me to anyone, and you also know that I know the 
difference between The Eagle and the agent.” He pulled a cell phone from a group 
of electronics that he had on a shelf. He pulled the back off, made some adjustments, 
popped a battery in it, and tested it before handing it to Sara. “What’s this?” He took 
her hand and said, “Do you see the red light in the right corner?” “Yes.” “You are 
with Watts Security Services. That’s the alarm company that they use at Barstow’s 
facilities. If that light flashes, and you hear a beeping tone, you hit answer. It will 
connect you with the funeral home. You will be calling because their alarm has been 
triggered. You will ask the name of the person you are speaking to, and then you will 
ask for the password, so the police don’t need to be sent.” “What if they want police?” 
“Tell them they’re en route. But they won’t want police. They will want to get you off 
the phone as fast as possible.” “Then what?” “When they refuse police, you offer to set 
their system to test, so if there are other alarms you won’t call them or the police. You 
can wing it from there; you’re very intelligent.” She moved the phone into her bag and 
said, “Thanks for the vote of confidence.” 

He asked her for her cell phone and started punching in numbers and commands 
on the screen. She could see he was doing some type of programming. He finished and 
handed her cell back to her. “I’ve programmed your cell with an encryption chip and a 
forwarding feature.” She just stood there staring and holding the phones. He took his 
FBI issue cell out of his pocket and did the same programming on it. “What did you 
just do?” she asked. “I’ve synced our cell phones to the home phone at your house. If 
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anyone calls my government issued cell, it will ring not only to me wherever I am, but 
it will also ring at the house where you are. When it rings, just answer it. It must look 
like I’m home. Do you understand?” She nodded slowly. “Now, go home. I will see 
you when it’s over.” She put the phones into her bag and asked, “What if you don’t 
come home?” He stopped. The look on his face told Sara that he had never thought of 
that. “Then know that John Swenson loved you very much, and that The Eagle must 
have really messed up.” “How do I accept that?” “You don’t have any choice. Those 
are the terms of this relationship, and it’s up to you to accept or reject them.” She put 
her hands on her hips. “So, the bottom line is I can help The Eagle if the victims are in 
the container if I choose, but I can’t be in the field?” He nodded. “I accept your terms, 
Mr. Eagle.” “Good. Go home. Keep that phone with you at all times. Do as I asked 
when it flashes and tones. I will see you soon.” His tone was icy, his eyes dead, and she 
could no longer see the loving warm John Swenson that she was to marry. She knew 
in that moment that she was standing before a trained killer who was on a mission 
that included his own brand of justice. She kissed his cheek, but he didn’t return the 
gesture. She got in the car and headed for home. The Eagle locked up Parson’s Trail, 
set the alarms, and headed out for Santa Monica and Simon Barstow.

 

Steve was in the lab at the FBI field office when Jim called. “What’s up?” he 
asked. “I’m getting ready to knock off. You want to get a beer at Santiago’s?” “I 
can’t. I’m working on the Marker case. There’s something really bothering me on 
this one.” Jim was in the car headed down Topanga toward the 101 Freeway. “Want 
some company?” Steve sounded relieved. “I could really use another set of eyes here. 
Thanks.” “No problem. I should be there in thirty.” “Great. Come in the back way. I 
will have an agent waiting for you.” “Why the back way?” “I just want to keep this 
quiet.” “Why?” “I’ll explain more when you get here.” “Okay. It’s your fuckin’ party, 
man. See you in a few.” Jim hung up, took out a cigarette, and lit it. “I got a bad fuckin’ 
feeling.” He drove down the 101 with the window down. It was a cool night, and he 
knew he was driving into something. He was driving into a storm.

Steve’s cell rang, and he thought it was Jim. “What?” “Hi, honey, it’s me.” Gail 
was taken aback by his abruptness. “Oh, hi, honey. I’m sorry. I thought you were Jim.” 
“No problem. I just wanted to see what time you thought you might be home.” “I 
don’t know, Gail. I’m in the middle of a confusing case, and I have Jim coming over 
to help me out. It’s going to be a long night. It will probably be well after midnight. 
Are you okay?” She was quiet. “Yea. I’m just a little lonely. I miss Molly; I miss you, 
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and I’m rambling around this big house, and I don’t know what to do with myself.” 
He softened his tone. “You’re missing Bob, aren’t you?” There was silence. “I never 
saw him, Steve. I mean, he was gone five to six days a week, especially near the end, 
but in a strange way I guess I miss him. It’s stupid.” “No, it’s really not. I miss Molly. 
I catch myself calling you by her name or expecting her to come walking through the 
door when I’m home. When my phone rings, I expect to hear her voice on the other 
end of the line, but she’s gone. We’re in mourning Gail; it’s going to take time. Are you 
having second thoughts about being involved with another cop? One who’s way older 
than you?” She laughed. “Not at all. I love loving you. I understand the hours and the 
work. You’re right; I’m in mourning.” He put the phone close to his lips and said, “It 
will be late when I come home tonight, but I will come home. If you’re asleep, can I 
wake you?” “If you don’t, I’ll clobber you.” That got a laugh out of the both of them. 
“All right then. I have work to do, but I will see you later. I love you, Gail.” Her voice 
was soft and tender in response. “I love you, too, Steve. Hurry home.” She hung up. 

“Jesus Christ! I feel like a fuckin’ teenager,” he said to himself, or so he 
thought. “Well, given her age, you better at least fuck like one, or you’re wasting a 
really prime piece of ass! Jesus, when did you become such a pussy?” Jim asked. 
“Asshole,” Steve replied. “I would hope so, if not, then I’m losing my touch.” Jim 
looked around and asked, “Where’s John?” “The last I knew he was going to the 
hospital with Martinez. I wonder why he’s taken such an interest in her?” Jim leaned 
against one of the lab tables. “You don’t know?” Steve looked at him with a strange 
look. “No. Why? Do you?” Jim nodded. “Well, out with it, man. What’s his deal?” 
“She’s going to lead him to The Eagle.” Steve looked at him with bewilderment. 
“Can I let you in on a secret?” Steve nodded. “I think John knows who The Eagle 
is!” Jim laughed in spite of himself. “What’s so funny?” Steve asked. “Oh nothing, 
you’re just starting to get a clue.” “Get a clue about what?” Steve said in anger. 
“Damn, man. When you got your law degree and PhD in shrinky dinking people’s 
brains, did you have to give them your mind in exchange for the job with the FBI?” 
Steve was still confused. Jim blurted out at Steve, “You’re goddamn right John 
knows who The Eagle is because John is the fuckin’ Eagle.” 

Steve sat on the stool in the lab for a long time after hearing that. “No…I’m not 
buying it…I think he has a good idea who The Eagle is, but I don’t put him as The 
Eagle. The personality doesn’t fit.” Jim just shook his head. “You read through his 
employment and military file. He has no personality; the government took it from him. 
He emulates personalities. He has none of his own. He’s a machine that’s been trained 
to turn itself on and off with the flick of a thought. He has no heart, no soul; he’s a 
pure killing machine. The good news is he only kills bad guys…so far.” Steve sat and 
thought on it for a long time as Jim paced around the room. “I’m sorry, Jim. It doesn’t 
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fit for me. I agree with everything that you said about John’s personality and training, 
but if he were The Eagle we would know it.” Jim walked over to the lab door. “Based 
on your evaluation of things thus far, you would obviously be the last to know it. I need 
caffeine; I have a feeling it’s going to be a long night. Is the cafeteria still open?” Steve 
nodded. “Come with me. We’ll get some food and a lot of caffeine. Bring the Marker 
file with you. Those pages will tie John and The Eagle together.” Steve had the second 
DVD in his hand from the Marker scene. “I had my team play this DVD, and they said 
there was nothing but static, no picture.” Jim laughed. “You think that The Eagle left 
us a blank DVD?” “I think he fucked up and gave us a blank.” Jim shook his head as 
they walked to the cafeteria. “You’re the special agent, and I’m a lowly deputy sheriff. 
You have the years of experience, and you can’t see the forest for the trees.” “Now 
what?” Steve said in frustration. “The Eagle doesn’t fuck up; the disk is encrypted, and 
we will see the message when The Eagle wants us to see the message.” Steve looked 
down at the eyes of The Eagle in the emblem staring back at him, into him, through 
him; and for the first time in his career, he was truly afraid.

 

Maria Martinez woke in a cold sweat in her hospital bed. She pressed the button 
for the nurse; it took only a few seconds, and the nurse came in. “Why am I here?” 
she asked. “Do you not recall being brought here?” “I remember waking up here, 
and my friend Howard was here and another man from the FBI.” “That’s right. 
What’s bothering you, Ms. Martinez?” “I had a nightmare.” “Can you tell me about 
the nightmare?” “I was in a limo with a man, and we were going out to dinner. We 
went to a restaurant that I recognized, but I can’t remember the name now. He was 
a handsome and friendly man with a kind face. After dinner, he drove me back to 
my car. My car was parked outside an old building, and I could see it from inside 
the limo, but I couldn’t get out of the car.” The nurse stood next to the bed as she 
listened. “Do you recall why you couldn’t get out of the car?” she asked. “There 
was something wrong with my legs; they were heavy.” “Do you have any idea how 
they got heavy?” Maria looked around the room confused. “Would you like a drink 
of water, Ms. Martinez?” The nurse extended a plastic cup toward her. Maria’s eyes 
got wide and wild. “No…no…nothing to drink. Nothing to drink!” She was flailing, 
and the nurse called a code for the room. Two orderlies showed up and helped the 
nurse sedate Maria. “No drugs, please…no drugs…” She started sobbing. “Don’t 
hurt me…please don’t hurt me anymore!” “No one’s going to hurt you, Maria…
it was just a dream. You’re safe and sound right here in St Jude’s Hospital.” Maria 
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started to succumb to the medication, but she kept repeating, “Don’t drink the clear 
wine in the limo. Don’t drink the clear wine in the limo.” She fell asleep repeating 
the same thing over and over. 

Angela Foster was the duty nurse for the graveyard shift, and Nell Martell was 
the RN in the room with Maria when she had the episode. Nell relayed the episode 
to Angela, who noted the comments in Maria’s chart. Angela and Nell had come on 
duty at seven p.m., and Angela noted that Maria’s episode occurred at nine fifteen p.m. 
Howard Cohen was calling to check on Maria, and the call was patched through to 
the nurse’s station. “ICU. Nurse Foster speaking.” “Nurse Foster, my name is Howard 
Cohen. I’m a friend and colleague of Ms. Martinez. I was calling to see how she’s 
doing?” Angela hadn’t put Maria’s chart away, and she told Howard that Maria was 
resting comfortably. “I’m really glad to hear that. Has she spoken to any of your staff 
about anything related to the past few days?” She looked down at the dream notation 
in the file. “Ms. Martinez told one of my nurses about a nightmare she had.” “Really? 
How long ago was that?” “The incident occurred at nine fifteen p.m.” “Incident?” 
“Well, Ms. Martinez got a little animated while expressing the dream to one of our 
nurses, and we had to sedate her.” Howard got quiet. “Can you be more specific about 
what precipitated my friend’s animation?” “I’m sorry, Mr. Cohen, but federal law 
prevents us from releasing information on a patient without the patient’s approval. 
Ms. Martinez had a nightmare, Mr. Cohen. This is very common given her situation, 
and the fact that she is still withdrawing from the sedatives that were in her system. I 
wouldn’t worry too much about her. She will be fine.” 

Howard snapped at her. “I’m a lawyer, Ms. Foster. It’s not fine.” She got snotty. 
“My name is Angela Foster, RN, and I’m the duty nurse tonight.” Howard got short 
with her. “Ms. Foster, anything that Ms. Martinez might say right now could be of 
tremendous importance to law enforcement and could also protect her well being.” 
There was a pause. “Mr. Cohen, I do understand that you are authorized to check 
in on Ms. Martinez as well as visit her. Since the report of her disappearance and 
reappearance and the subsequent press release, the hospital has been receiving calls 
constantly from journalists trying to get information on Ms. Martinez and her status. 
It is my job, and the job of my staff, to protect our patients from these intrusions while 
they are ill.” Howard got angry. “I had nothing to do with the press release. That was 
an ill-fated attempt by her current law firm to reassure its clients that the new head of 
the firm was alive and well.” Foster was short with him. “Whatever the reason for the 
release, sir, the damage is done. Thank God she’s not a person of known celebrity; the 
hospital would be inundated with press. I can tell you that she had a nightmare; the 
details of which, I’m not at liberty to disclose. She is now resting comfortably, and you 
can see her after nine a.m.” Howard cursed under his breath. “I will call the FBI; they 



114 • Chapter Sixteen

are involved in the matter.” “Call whomever you wish, sir. I have given you all of the 
information that I am permitted to under the law.” The phone clicked loud in Angela’s 
ear as Howard threw his phone against the wall.  

He pulled John’s card from his pocket and called the personal cell number he had 
written down. “Swenson,” the voice on the other end of the line announced. “Special 
Agent Swenson, this is Howard Cohen.” “Good evening, Mr. Cohen. How can I help 
you?” “I just spoke to the hospital, and they told me that Maria has had a nightmare, 
and that she had to be sedated, but they wouldn’t give me any other details.” “I see,” 
John said. “I have no good grounds to go waking a judge at almost ten o’clock at night 
to request a subpoena because this is not considered a criminal matter,” Howard said. 
“So, how do you think I can help?” John was driving down the 405 heading for the 
10 Freeway to Santa Monica. “I think that she might have had a memory in her dream 
of what happened in the past forty-eight hours, and it might be useful to you if you 
feel there is foul play involved.” There was silence on the other end of the line for a 
few moments. “Do you feel that Ms. Martinez might be in peril?” Howard cleared his 
voice. “Maybe.” “You will have to be more specific, Mr. Cohen.” “Her firm released a 
press statement at seven this evening, letting the general public know that she has been 
located and where she is. I have known Maria her whole life. She didn’t disappear on 
her own or out of shock over her father’s death. I think someone had her and let her 
go for some reason. I’m concerned that if I’m right that someone might try to get her 
back. Perhaps they thought she was dead or dying, but now everyone knows she’s 
alive.” He was breathy, and his voice was filled with fear. 

“So, you think that she’s in danger because she might ID the person who had 
her?” “Yes.” “It’s flimsy, Mr. Cohen. It’s really flimsy. There’s no way that I can get 
a protective detail on her or even get one from the local police based on a hunch.” “I 
understand. I thought perhaps you could meet me at the hospital in the morning, and 
we might be able to persuade the administrator to release the information. Also you 
could interview Maria again.” John’s eyes were fixed on the road ahead of him. “I don’t 
know how persuasive I will be with the administrator, but I agree that interviewing her 
again might be helpful. What time will you be at the hospital in the morning?” “Nine.” 
“Okay. I will have to clear it with my superiors, but I will try to meet you at nine 
a.m. Now, please, relax. I’m sure that Ms. Martinez is in good hands.” Howard was 
much calmer. “Thank you, Agent Swenson. I will see you in the morning.” “You’re 
welcome, Mr. Cohen. I will speak to you in the morning. Try and get some rest. I’m 
sure things will be just fine.” John hung up as he transitioned from the 405 to the 
westbound 10 Freeway and Santa Monica. 
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Chapter Seventeen
“…obviously not a fuckin’ ‘nuf because the bitch is alive…”

S
ara got home rattled, confused, and at a loss as to what to do. She loved John. 
She could never tell anyone who he was or what he was doing. She was also 
an accomplice in the death of Walter Cruthers as well as Thomas Marker. She 

dropped her purse and fell to her knees, tears flowing down her face. “Oh, my God. 
What have I done? What am I becoming?” She threw her purse across the living room 
and into the unlit fireplace.  Bart’s forensic report fell out and onto the grate. When 
she saw it, she screamed, “I know what I know, and I can’t unknow it! Oh, my God. 
They’re feeding human remains to human beings. I’ve eaten their bread and bakery 
goods thousands of times.” She started to hyperventilate in the throes of a panic attack. 
“What do I do? What do I do?” she mumbled to herself.

She saw the phone that The Eagle had handed her at Parson’s Trail. She stared at it 
for a long time and started to calm down. She crawled over to the fireplace to retrieve 
the contents of her purse and laid them on the living room floor. She dried her eyes 
and said, “I’m going to support the man I love, who is out there right now trying to 
protect people he doesn’t know from evil. I’m going to love my fiancé…I’m not going 
to fear The Eagle.” She got to her feet and placed her purse on the table. Her demeanor 
changed in the fraction of an instant. “I remember what Cruthers and Marker did, 
how they did it, and who they did it to.” The more she spoke to herself about what 
those men did, the taller she stood, and the stronger her conviction became. The more 
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she thought about the victims, the more enraged she became. “Cruthers raped and 
murdered Amber, my best friend and John’s wife. The Eagle let him off easy,” she said 
as she started undressing to shower. 

“Marker raped and murdered innocent children. Who was there to save and protect 
them? No one. The Eagle ended his reign of terror, and the world is a better place for 
it.” She kept the phone that The Eagle gave her nearby as she showered and dressed. 
She spoke out loud to herself about each of the victims that Cruthers and Marker 
confessed to killing, and, as she did, her blood began to boil. A hot rage grew inside 
her. She picked up the cell and called John. “Yes” was the response. “My only regret 
is that we don’t have the person you’re going after in the container.” Sara’s voice was 
steely and confident, devoid of compassion, and filled with rage. “You have the phone 
I gave you?” “Yes.” “You know what to do?” “Yes.” “You won’t sleep tonight.” “No!” 
“Embrace the horror that you’ve witnessed; it’s why The Eagle does what he does.” “I 
understand.” There was silence, and the phone line went dead. Sara knew that only one 
of two things was going to happen. John and his alter ego would return to her, and they 
would move on in life, and she would stay out of his affairs unless asked, or she would 
never see him again. Either way, she knew The Eagle would accomplish his mission.

Steve and Jim were drinking a pot of coffee and going over the Marker file with 
a fine-tooth comb. “I don’t see John’s prints here, Jim.” Steve was reading over the 
detailed confession of Marker as Jim reviewed his profile. “Fuck!” Jim said. “I don’t 
see it either, but one thing is certain, and we both agree, if John’s not The Eagle, he 
either has a very good idea who The Eagle is or he knows The Eagle.” Steve nodded 
as he drank his coffee. “What did John want with Martinez? That’s where the whole 
thing falls apart for me,” Jim said. “I don’t know, but you’re right; the answers to 
our questions are in these pages.” “Did you talk to John after the meeting today?” 
“Yea…during and after.” “What did he say?” “I asked him how he knew so much.” 
Jim shrugged his shoulders and asked, “Yea, and what the fuck did he say?” Steve 
got a cold look on his face. “I pay attention.” Jim’s eyebrows furled in anger. “He 
pays attention to what?” “I don’t know. That’s all he said to me.” “Where’s Marker’s 
résumé?” It was stapled to the back of the profile. Steve pulled it off and handed it to 
Jim. He poured them each another cup of coffee when he saw Jim’s facial expression 
change. “Son of a bitch. Goddamn right he pays attention.” Jim took a pen and drew 
a circle on the sheet of paper and handed it to Steve. Steve looked at it and for a few 
seconds it meant nothing, and then it was like a light came on and his eyes got huge.
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“That son of a bitch. Marker used to work for Barstow!” Jim nodded with his 
hand on the document. “His father. According to Marker’s confession, the son didn’t 
have him do work for him after his father died.” “So … why would a funeral home 
stop using such an experienced embalmer?” Steve pondered out loud. “The son knew 
more than he wanted to about the embalmer’s practices?” Jim asked, drawing a 
cigarette from his pocket and putting it in his mouth. “Or the son has his own demons 
to exorcise, and Marker reminded him of them,” Steve said while looking at the file 
closely. “That’s why John was interested in Martinez. Because she disappeared after 
being at Barstow’s.” “Yea, but that doesn’t make Barstow a bad guy. We have nothing 
connecting him to Marker’s crimes, and we only have him connected to Martinez 
because it was the last place she visited before she went missing.” Steve looked 
hard at the file, and then made a quick, yet firm, statement. “Martinez is in danger!”  
Jim looked up with the smoke tight between his teeth. “No shit. It was all over  
the news.” “Yes, and I don’t think whatever happened to Ms. Martinez had a thing to 
do with grief over her father.” 

Steve pulled his cell phone off his belt clip, dialing as he talked to Jim. “What did the 
press release say? ‘Found alive, and that she was recovering.’” Jim’s face said it all. “Shit…
someone left her at her home and never thought she would be found alive!” Steve heard 
Ryan pick up the line and said, “I need a protective order for Maria Martinez, currently 
in the ICU at St. Jude’s Hospital in Hacienda Heights. Can I order it? I will explain later.” 
There was some back and forth, then Steve thanked Ryan and hung up. He sent a team  
to the hospital on a protective detail then looked at Jim and said let’s go. “Where are 
we going?” “St. Jude’s Hospital. We need to talk to Ms. Martinez.”

 

Both Simon and Sergio saw the news report of Maria’s discovery, and that she was 
found alive. Simon slammed his fist into the wall of the morgue when he went down to 
speak to Antonio. “You two were supposed to overdose her.” Sergio was standing off 
to the side. “We did, Simon. She had a huge amount of Valium in her when I left her 
on the bed in her condo.” “Well, obviously not a fuckin’ ‘nuf because the bitch is alive, 
and it’s only a matter of time before she starts remembering and talking.” Simon was 
pacing. “What do you want us to do?” Sergio asked. Simon paced for a few seconds 
and then said, “Retrieve Ms. Martinez. We will dispatch her permanently.” “You think 
the cops aren’t all over it?” Antonio asked. Simon smiled. “No. They think it was an 
overdose. They’re blaming this on her father’s death. According to the reports, she’s only 
on a psych hold. If she ‘escapes’ and disappears, they will chalk it up to a suicide, and 
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this will blow over.” “You’re bringing the police right to our front door,” said Sergio.  
“They’re going to be coming anyway because of Marker. This will allow us to invite 
them in with open arms.” 

Sergio was sitting on a pile of flour sacks. Simon looked at the empty sacks 
and asked, “How much do we have to bag this week?” Sergio looked into the air, 
calculating with his hand under his chin. “Half a ton. Why?”  “We need to clean up, 
and what the fuck are these doing here?” Simon pointed to the sacks. “I’m sorry. The 
flour bags were delivered here in error yesterday, and I didn’t have anywhere else to 
put them, and there was no time to take them over to the warehouse.” Simon rolled his 
eyes. “Have them mix up the current batch and get it out for delivery to the restaurants 
tomorrow.” Sergio nodded and said, “Yea. All we need is for the cops to find empty 
Stewart and Gray flour sacks here.” Simon was still pacing. “Make sure that all the 
crematoriums have been cleaned out, and that there are no remains left in them. Let’s 
treat this like we would a noticed inspection. We have some other cleanup here as well. 
We can’t get them into the sacks, so we will just have to burn the evidence and flush 
the remains.”  Simon smiled as he walked back to his room. 

The Eagle pulled into the lot at Barstow’s Funeral Home and parked in a dark 
corner behind several large dumpsters. He opened his electronics bag and pulled out 
a frequency scanner as well as a jammer. He set it to max range in distance and its 
most sensitive frequency scanning capability and began to walk the perimeter of the 
lot far out of sight of the home. As he moved closer to the building, he picked up a 
strong radio signal. Standard alarm monitoring equipment. There were several security 
cameras set up around the home, and the unit detected wireless frequencies consistent 
with infrared cameras, but, all in all, the home had a regular security system that he 
could easily override and use to his advantage. There were several out buildings used 
by the maintenance and gardening staff, and he picked the lock and set one up as his 
command post. He pulled two other bags from his truck and placed them in the shed. 
He began setting up countersurveillance on the house using three remote cameras that 
he could monitor from anywhere on the property. 

He pulled a sound amplifier from his bag, activated the Bluetooth, and placed 
one of the earphones into his right ear and began walking the property. He didn’t pick 
anything up on the first floor, so he focused on the second floor balcony. There were 
two huge double sliding glass doors, and, suddenly, he heard voices, but the ocean’s 
roar was too loud for him to make out all of what was being said. He noticed a light 
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coming from the back side of the second floor off the sliding doors to the deck. He 
moved to a dark location outside the windows where the sound of the sea was muffled 
by foliage and part of the building, and he pointed the unit at the window. “Antonio, 
pull my limo out of the garage. We will take it to the hospital to pick up Ms. Martinez.” 
He recognized the voice as that of Simon Barstow. “Serge, you make sure that the 
house is secure.” There was silence until an unfamiliar voice said, “I have taken the 
girl to the guest room, sir. The house is secure. May I have leave to enjoy myself?” 
“No…on second thought, you’re coming with me. You fucked up with Martinez. 
You’re going to work with me to get her out of the hospital and back in my home. The 
girl will still be here when we get back. You can play then.” “Yes, sir. Would you like a 
little food before we leave? You haven’t eaten since this afternoon?” “Yes, prepare me 
your special.” “As you wish, sir. Where shall I serve you?” “I will eat my meal here 
in my dining room. There’s no rush. Ms. Martinez isn’t going anywhere.” “Yes, sir.” 

“Are the crematoriums all operational?” “As far as I know, sir. They were 
inspected last week, and five of six are operating; unit six is undergoing maintenance 
but will be operational in a day or two. We used one of the units for the cleanup of your 
last guests, sir.” “That was great. I mean, I was unhappy that the blond was conscious 
when we put her in the unit because she moved the other two girls around, but I have 
to admit it’s been a while since I got to enjoy watching the living and conscious burn.” 
“I’m very sorry for that mistake, sir.” “That mistake is no big deal. No one could hear 
her scream. What you better be damn sorry about is Martinez. How you could fuck that 
up is beyond me, Sergio. You’ve been doing this work for nearly four decades. You 
were my father’s right hand man. I have never seen you error the way you have the 
past few days. After we clean up the Martinez mess, I want you to see the doctor and 
make sure that you’re not having a problem.”  “A problem, sir?” “You’re seventy-two 
years old, Sergio. Perhaps you are starting to get forgetful in your senior years.” “I do 
not have Alzheimer’s or dementia, sir.” “I want you checked out. I need to know that 
you are able to perform your duties for me and the home. I only have your best interest 
at heart. Now, how about that food? You’re right; I’m famished.” “Right away, sir.” 

The Eagle ran back to the shed and pulled two GPS tracking units from his bag. 
He heard the sound of a large door opening and saw that one of the stalls on the large 
garage was opening. He saw a new Mercedes limo pull out and move to the front 
entrance of the building. The driver got out, and he recognized him from his earlier visit.  
The driver went back into the home, and The Eagle crossed the parking lot, running 
between shadows, his black clothing making him nearly invisible. He came up behind 
the car and placed a GPS tracker on the undercarriage. “Only as a precaution,” he said to 
himself. “This car isn’t going anywhere.” He pulled a keycode scanner from his pocket 
and approached the driver’s side door. He placed a small plastic strip onto the side 
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panel of the car and turned the scanner on. The unit’s digital display began to move in  
rapid sequence. One by one, the red lights turned solid displaying a number or letter. 
He locked the sequence into the unit then reprogrammed it. “There. Now, the only one 
who can operate this vehicle is me!” He moved over to the garage and did the same 
with all the other vehicles. 

Steve and Jim arrived at St. Jude’s with three other agents. They walked into the 
ICU and showed their ID. “Who’s the duty nurse?” Angela Foster came out and asked 
how she could help. “My name is Special Agent Steve Hoffman with the FBI. What 
room is Ms. Maria Martinez in?” She pulled the chart and asked him to follow her. 
She walked them down the hall to her room where she was now sleeping under heavy 
sedation. “What’s going on?” she asked. Steve ordered one man into the room and 
placed two at the door. “Ms. Martinez is now under federal protection.” Angela didn’t 
know what to say. She looked at Steve and Jim and asked, “Does this have anything to 
do with my conversation with Mr. Cohen earlier?” Steve’s head snapped around. “You 
spoke to Mr. Cohen?” She nodded. “He called here about two hours ago inquiring  
on Ms. Martinez and got a little angry because I would not release any information  
on her condition. He was very concerned about her.” Steve took out his cell and  
called Howard. “Howard, it’s Steve. I’m at the hospital with Maria. We have  
her in protective custody.” 

“What’s going on, Steve?” He had been asleep; Steve could hear it in his voice. 
“I’m not at liberty to disclose that, but be reassured that Maria is fine and we have her.” 
Howard cleared his throat. “She didn’t try to committee suicide, Steve.” “I know.” “Is 
John there?” Steve was surprised that Howard would mention John. “No. Why do you 
ask?” “Well, I had a heated conversation with the head nurse a few hours ago, and 
after I got off the phone with her I called John.” “Did you speak to him?” “You bet. 
I told him that I was concerned, and we agreed that we would meet at the hospital at 
nine tomorrow morning.” “Did he say anything else?” “I told him that I thought that 
Maria was in danger and that she needed protection. He said my hunch was too little 
to go on and that he couldn’t request a protective order based on that. I suggested that 
he meet me to see if he could convince administration to give us information, so that 
he could interview Maria again.” “And what was his response to your concerns and 
ideas?” “He said he didn’t think he could do much to move administration to release 
information, but he thought that interviewing her again tomorrow was a good idea.” 
“He did…hmm…” “Oh…he said he would meet me at nine, but he would have to 
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clear it with his supervisor. I assume that’s you?” “Yes. Yes, I’m John’s supervisor, 
but he hasn’t called me.” “That doesn’t surprise me. I figure he will call you early. He 
sounded a little sleepy when I spoke to him on the phone.” “Do you recall what time 
you spoke to John?” “Oh, before ten. I’m certain it was before ten.” “Okay, Howard. 
I’m sorry I woke you. I just wanted you to know that Maria is protected.” “Thanks for 
the call, Steve. I will sleep much better tonight. Will I see you with Agent Swenson in 
the morning?” “You can count on that, Howard.”  “Great! I’ll see you then.” They each 
hung up the phone, and Steve waved to Jim to come over to where he was standing. 

“I just got off the phone with Howard Cohen.” Jim shrugged. “So?” “So…
he talked to John in the last two hours.” “Interesting. And what was the gist of 
the conversation?” “Really confusing. He told John he thought that Maria was in 
danger, and John told him that there was not enough information to get a protective 
order.” Jim shrugged again. “So? What’s strange about that? There wasn’t until we 
connected Marker to Barstow.” Steve nodded and Jim said, “John had already made 
the connection.” Steve looked frustrated. “Um…didn’t I just say that?” Jim scowled. 
“Yea, but John had already been to Barstow’s following up on Marker’s statements. 
So, I bet he met Simon Barstow.” “Okay…” Steve wasn’t getting the connection. 
“The Eagle may be after Barstow. That’s what’s on the encrypted DVD. Marker must 
have implicated Barstow in something a hell of a lot larger, and The Eagle’s not going 
to release the information until he has taken care of him.” Steve stood thoughtfully 
for a few minutes. “I don’t think so. There’s nothing in the file that would send me 
down that road. I think you’re really reaching on this one.” Jim frowned. “Have you 
called John?” He shook his head. “Why not?” “I want to see if The Eagle strikes 
tonight.” Jim’s face became distorted. “What the fuck are you saying? You want to 
see if he will kill Barstow?” Steve walked into the hall and shrugged while answering 
Jim. “Barstow, Martinez, you, me!” “Steve, I think you’re losing it, man. Call  
John. See where he is. Get him here, or at least let him know you have read his  
profile on Marker, and you’re paying attention, too.” Steve paced outside of Maria’s 
room for a few minutes and looked at his watch. It was quarter to twelve. He took out 
his cell and called John.

John’s work cell rang while he was looking on at the entrance to Barstow’s. The 
phone was ringing when Sara answered. “Hello,” came a sleepy voice on the other 
end of the line. “Hello? Who’s this?” Steve asked. “Doctor Sara Cook. Who’s this?” 
Steve looked befuddled. “This is Steve Hoffman, Sara. I’m so sorry I thought I had 
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called John’s cell. I didn’t mean to disturb you.” She laughed under her breath. “It’s no 
problem, sir. Here’s John.”  “Swenson,” he said in a sleepy voice. “John, it’s Steve.” 
“Yes, sir. Is everything okay?” “I read the Marker file. Jim and I were working on it at 
the office, and we saw the connection between Barstow and Marker.” “Okay.” “Have 
you talked to anyone tonight about Ms. Martinez?” “Yes, sir. Howard Cohen called 
me around ten and told me he was concerned for her safety.” “When were you going 
to call me?” “Um…in the morning before I left for the office.” Steve went to speak 
when he heard Sara’s voice. “John, sweetheart, is everything okay?” “Yes, sweetheart. 
Go back to sleep. We are talking about a case.” Steve heard her say okay, and he heard 
John tell her he would lie back down with her in a few minutes. “How did I get your 
home, John? I called your work cell?” “No, sir. You’re talking to me on Sara’s home 
line. Her phone number is my new home line since we’re getting married.”

Steve looked surprised, and Jim laughed. “So, you’re home?”  He heard the sound 
of rustling sheets and Sara speaking in the background quietly. “Yes, sir. Do you need 
me?” Jim was staring at Steve, who looked totally perplexed. He saw Steve look down 
at his phone, and he saw Steve’s eyes grow large. “Yes and no. Listen, you were right 
on Marker. We figured out the connection between Marker and Barstow. I took your 
interest in Maria Martinez to heart, and I have a detail here at St. Jude’s guarding her 
room.” John’s voice perked up on the other end of the line. “Are you at St. Jude’s?” 
“Yea, I’m here with Jim and three agents.” “Do you want me to come down there?” he 
asked. “No. Not tonight. Come down tomorrow. Jim and I will be leaving shortly for 
home. Ms. Martinez is safe for tonight. Let’s meet here at the hospital at nine.” “Sure. 
No problem, sir.” John went to hang up the line when Steve broke in. “John.” “Yes.” 
“I’m sorry.” “Sorry for what, Steve?” “I think you know.” There was a moment of 
silence. The Eagle hadn’t taken his eyes off the funeral home entrance and saw Simon 
and the driver appear. “No problem, sir. So, nine at St. Jude’s?” “Nine at St. Jude’s. 
Apologies to Sara.” “It’s okay, Agent Hoffman. I know the demands of John’s work,” 
Sara said. “I’m on speaker?” “Yes, sir. Sorry about that. I must have hit it by mistake.” 
“No problem. You two have a good night,” and Steve hung up. 

Jim looked at his confused face and said, “What?” “I just got off the phone with 
John and Sara at their home.” “Huh?” Jim was now confused. “Why would you call 
his home number?” “I didn’t. I swear I called his cell.” He looked at the phone. ‘John 
Swenson home.’ He handed the phone to Jim, who looked at it and said, “Well, you 
fucked up…I bet they were fucking when you called.” Steve threw his hands up. “I 
don’t know what the fuck to think.” “Well…how’s that whole ‘John is The Eagle’ 
theory sitting with you right now?” Jim asked, leaning against the hospital wall. “The 
same way it’s sitting with you, asshole.” “So, John is just one hell of an investigator. 
He’s not a killer?” “Well, he’s not out and about.” “Yea, yea, yea…fine. We’re both 
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dumb asses. So, John’s out as The Eagle. That doesn’t mean The Eagle isn’t on the 
prowl right now.” Steve nodded his head. He walked over and gathered his agents 
and the nursing staff together. “Ms. Martinez is under federal protection as a possible 
witness and/or victim of a crime.” He looked at the three agents. “I know you’ve 
worked a full day. I will try to get fresh people as soon as I can. Until then, drink 
coffee and stay alert. I will be back in the morning with Jim and John to speak to 
Ms. Martinez. She will most likely sleep all night. If she wakes and is afraid of your 
presence, get Nurse Foster in the room and try to explain your presence. I will be on 
my cell all night if you need me. Let’s be diligent and alert, people. I don’t know what 
we’re dealing with yet.” Jim followed Steve out of the hospital and said, “There’s a 
Norm’s on Hacienda and Whittier.” Steve looked at his watch; it was twelve thirty. 
“Want to get coffee and a piece of pie?” Jim smiled. Steve asked, “Do you know where 
every Norm’s is in LA?” He nodded. “I didn’t sleep a lot when I was single.” Steve 
laughed, as did Jim. Jim said, “Hey, I can eat anytime, and I like to eat in the middle 
of the night. You got a fuckin’ problem with that?” They started for their cars. “Yea, I 
got a fuckin’ problem with that. That’s why you’re a tub.” “You want to stay close?” 
Steve asked Jim. “Yea.” “Why?” Steve asked. Jim looked up at the hospital. “I have a 
hunch it’s going to be a long night.”
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Chapter Eighteen
“It seems that Mr. Marker told someone way more than I thought!”

S
imon and Antonio walked down to the car, but when Antonio clicked the key 
fob the doors remained locked. The Eagle watched from a distance as the two 
men approached the vehicle. Antonio tried again, but the car still didn’t respond. 

“What’s wrong?” Simon asked. “The key isn’t working, sir.” “Give me that!” Simon 
yanked the key out of his hand and pushed the button, but there was no response. 
“The battery must be dead; go get the spare key.” The Eagle watched as Antonio 
went back into the building. Simon stood in front of the car thumbing his hands on 
the roof. “Come on, Simon … figure it out,” The Eagle said to himself as he watched 
Simon and saw Antonio returning once more. “You really think that the battery in the 
remote went dead?” The Eagle mumbled under his breath as he watched. He pointed 
the listening device at them and heard the now animated conversation between them.  
“What the fuck is going on, Antonio? You just pulled the damn car over here.” “I don’t 
understand it, sir. Neither key is working.” Simon stood looking out at the parking 
lot and then up to the house. “Go to the garage and get me one of the town cars.” 
Antonio went running across the parking lot. Several minutes went by, and Simon 
yelled, “What’s the damn hold up, Antonio?” He headed toward the garage, and The 
Eagle followed, still listening. “None of the keys work, sir.” “What? How can that 
be?” “None of the electronic fobs work on any of the vehicles.” Simon walked out 
into the parking lot and looked around. “It seems that Mr. Marker told someone way 
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more than I thought!” Antonio looked confused. “What do you mean, sir?” Simon 
looked out into the empty lot and said, “We’re not alone. We have company. Back to 
the house. We need to regroup.” The two men started walking toward the entrance but 
were in a full run by the time they got to the front door.

The Eagle moved around the side of the garage and unlocked one of the cars. He 
slid in and looked around. He got out and moved back to the Mercedes limo parked 
by the front door. He unlocked the driver’s side passenger door and crawled in. The 
limo was loaded, including a full bar. He examined the back of the car and its contents. 
There were six decanters of alcohol in the bar, and he took each one out and smelled 
them. “Vodka, scotch, gin, rum.” When he got to number five, he made a sour face. 
“Bourbon…Jack Daniels…who drinks this stuff?” He put it back and picked up the 
sixth bottle but pulled it away from his nose fast. “We have a winner!” he whispered. 
There were several flasks as well; he figured they were for guests to take the party 
with them if he used the car for things other than funerals. He took the sixth bottle and 
gently poured some of the contents into a flask. He put the decanter back in its spot  
and slipped out of the car. 

He went back to the out building, grabbed two gym bags, and ran through the 
darkness to the back of the building near the morgue entrance. He placed a sensor unit 
on the door and picked the lock. When he turned the handle, there was no alarm. It 
was cold and dark inside the morgue. He put on his night vision goggles and could see 
the whole room. There were at least three bodies on tables. He could see their forms, 
but since they had no body heat, he saw nothing but dark green and black outlines. 
He moved through the morgue quietly, opening cold storage lockers until he found 
one with a body inside. He took the gym bags and placed them in the cooler with  
the body. He opened the bag, removed three items, and closed the locker. He noted  
the locker number, 22, and moved on in the direction of a door with light  
showing around its sides. 

The intercom in the funeral home crackled with Simon’s angry voice. “Serge…
meet me and Antonio in the large chapel. NOW!” Sergio was nude and invested in his 
gift from Simon when the call came over the intercom. He pulled out of the girl, who 
was weeping with her legs spread apart. Fishing line was anchored into the ceiling and 
wrapped around her ankles; blood was dripping from her restraints where the line had 
cut into her flesh. “Shit…I thought they had gone for Martinez.” He smacked her on 
her hips. She murmured a low scream, and Simon came back on the intercom again. 
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“Stop torturing my girl and get down here NOW!”  He started gathering his clothes as 
he spoke to the girl. “Enjoy that, you little bitch? I’ll be back to rip you more soon.” He 
laughed as he walked out of the guest room with his clothes in his hands. He ran as fast 
as he could to the chapel, tripping down Simon’s circular staircase. He barged through 
the doors, nude, sweating, and out of breath. “Well, at least I know that you were 
fucking her and not torturing her.” “I did a little of both, sir.” Simon shook his head. 

“Someone has disabled all of our vehicles.” Sergio was putting on his pants. “All of 
them, sir?” “Everything in the company garage and parked in front of the building, all of the  
ones that they could find!” He smiled a sinister smile. “Okay…I don’t know where our 
mystery guest is, if the person is on the premises now, or has disabled our vehicles just to 
keep us here until he, or they, return.” “Police?” Antonio asked. “No. The police would just 
knock on the door. I think we have someone with a grudge, someone that Marker talked to.” 
Sergio was putting on his shirt and tie and said, “We don’t know who killed Tom, Simon.  
So, who could it be?” Simon walked around the front of the room. There was an 
empty open casket in the corner on a rolling gurney, and he pushed it to the center of 
the chapel. “I don’t know, but they have technology, and I want them in this box.” He 
slammed his hand down on the closed side of the casket.  “So, let’s keep our eyes open 
and make sure that if we have to disarm the alarm that we do it by zone, that way we 
know that the only zone that could be tripped would be the one we’re standing at.” 

He paced the room for a few more seconds. “How many live girls do we have 
here in the house?” he looked at Sergio. “Um.” He thought for a few seconds. “Five.” 
“And how many dead?” Sergio and Antonio looked at each other. “It all depends on 
what you mean by dead. We have hundreds of urns in the vertical file of unknowns.” 
Simon was getting pissed. “Did you fall on your head, Sergio? I don’t give a fuck 
about cremated remains we hold under state law. I’m talking about corpses that you 
and Antonio have been playing with.” “Oh…um…five more, and three are ready for 
the crematorium. Antonio has been holding on to the one little girl for almost three 
months; she’s practically cum-filled jelly.”  “Thanks for the unnecessary graphic. 
Antonio you’re a freak, man! Okay, the first thing we need to do is get them into the 
mortuary and boxed for disposal. I want to take them over to the crematorium ASAP.” 
“There are two problems with that, Simon,” said Sergio. “One, we don’t have wheels 
big enough to move all of them, and, two, there isn’t time to sedate and kill the living 
ones before we cremate them.” “Who gives a shit? We do have wheels. I’m pretty sure 
that whoever has disabled the garage stock doesn’t know about the back lot. Sergio, 
you and I will get the living girls and move them to the morgue. Antonio, you get the 
box van we use for multiple body pickups and back it up to the loading dock. After 
you have dropped the van, take my car to St. Jude’s and take Ms. Martinez. When you 
have her, bring her straight to the crematorium, and we will get rid of her. Sergio, once 
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we have the girls in the morgue, we will meet again here in the chapel.” They each 
went their separate ways, and, as they did, The Eagle rose from the back of the chapel. 
“Divide and conquer,” he said as he moved out of the chapel in pursuit of Sergio. 

 

Jim and Steve sat at Norm’s with coffee and pie. Steve looked at his watch; it was 
half past one. “We don’t have enough for a search warrant on Barstow’s.” Jim nodded 
his head in agreement. “So, we have to sit here with our puds in our hands waiting for 
what?” Jim shrugged with a mouthful of pie. “Come on. Work with me here. John’s 
home. The Eagle is on the prowl. We have a possible witness to who knows what in the 
hospital, and I have no idea how we’re going to tie any of this together.” Jim laughed 
and said with his mouth half full, “That’s the fuckin’ fun of police work. You never 
know how it’s all going to come together, but it always does man. It always does.” 
There was cherry dripping from the corners of Jim’s mouth. “Didn’t your mother teach 
you any manners? Close your fuckin’ mouth. You eat like a pig.” He took his napkin 
and wiped the corners of his mouth. “I guess you can see why Barb switched teams!” 
He laughed when he said it. Steve just looked at him with disgust and said, “I’ll never 
understand why she switched back!” There was a chuckle. 

Steve sat looking down at his half-eaten apple pie. “What would Marker have to 
do with Barstow outside of work that would make Simon push him away?” Jim took 
a swig of his coffee and said, “Perhaps we’re looking at this the wrong way. Maybe 
Marker was under great duress at the end of his confession. Maybe he pushed away 
from Barstow.” Jim sunk his fork into the pie, and as the red liquid oozed through 
the cracks in the crust he said, “Marker only just came onto our radar. What did he 
do with the others?” Steve looked on. “He confessed to killing all over the country.” 
“Yea…but there have been no pattern-specific murders or suspected serial killers 
with this guy’s M.O.” Steve took a bite of his pie and joked, “He was in the funeral 
business. He could clean up his own killings.” The joke only lasted a few seconds. 
They looked at each other and spoke simultaneously. “He was cremating his victims, 
thus no evidence of a crime.” “So, you think that Barstow knew or found out about it 
and put an end to it?” Steve asked. Jim was stuffing his face with the last of his pie. 
“The only way we’re going to know anything is to get a search warrant.” “There’s 
no way we’ll get one tonight based on the lack of evidence.” Steve nodded. “Yes, but 
I will have Ryan pull some strings with Judge Peterson. He approves almost every 
warrant request we put in front of him.” Jim laughed. “Peterson’s a secret judge 
on the payroll of the NSA, CIA, FBI, and others, and favors the Patriot Act secret 
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warrant task force, but this isn’t a matter of national security.” Steve laughed. “Shit, 
Jim. You don’t believe that news propaganda about ‘legitimate spying,’ do you?” 

Steve was reaching for his wallet to pay the tab. Jim pulled a cigarette out of his 
pocket and put it behind his ear. “I don’t know!” Steve said, “I could get the warrant 
tonight, but we’d end up with the media going crazy, and, if we are wrong, then we 
look like fools. We will plant a story tomorrow morning that there has been suspicious 
activity at a local funeral home, and the FBI has received a credible tip that there might 
be national security concerns. We let that percolate in the media, and let the AP climb 
all over it. Then, we’ll set up a couple of leakers to feed the media beast as much BS 
as we can while we move to execute the secret warrant.” Jim laughed. “And you think 
Barstow is going to sit on his hands when he learns of this investigation?” “Fuck no…
we will be in his office before he sees the news.” “This is your party, Steve; you’re 
going down a road that I’ve never gone down with you before.” “What? Is big old, 
tough, gruff Jim O’Brian scared of twisting the Constitution?” “Twisting, my ass. 
You just burned that bitch up and threw away the ashes. Like I said, I’m just a lowly 
deputy sheriff. If anyone comes back to me on this, I don’t know shit.” Steve let out a 
laugh and said, “Atta boy…you are going to be a great player. If you play your cards 
right and this turns into something big, you will be able to request your own secret 
warrants when you want them.” He shook his head. “Nope, not me brother. I will live 
under the illusion, and you have made it clear here that it is truly an illusion, that I’m 
protected by the Constitution.” “Have it your way. It’s late; there’s nothing more to 
do tonight. I’m sorry I killed your constitutional dream.” Jim lit his cigarette as they 
walked across the parking lot to their cars, took a drag, and said, “You didn’t kill it. 
It’s been dead for decades. When I think about all those morons picketing Congress 
and the White House under the illusion of civil liberties and constitutional rights, it just 
makes me laugh.” They both laughed as they headed for their cars.

Sara was dozing on the couch when the red light on the cell phone came on. She 
grabbed the phone and looked over at the clock; it was two fifteen a.m. She pressed the 
answer button, and the phone began to ring. It rang two, then three, then four times. 
She was sure she was going to get voicemail when an out of breath voice answered. 
“Barstow Funeral Home!” “This is Joann with Watts Security. We have received an 
alarm from your location. Is everything all right?” The voice on the other end of the 
line was calm. “Oh, yes. Yes. Everything is fine. We accidently tripped a sensor on the 
back loading entrance to the home.” “To whom am I speaking?” Sara asked. “Simon. 
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Simon Barstow.” “I see that you are the main contact, Mr. Barstow. Can you give me 
the password or security code, please?” “Pastry for all.” “Thank you, Mr. Barstow. Do 
you need police, fire, or paramedics?” “No. Joann … is that your name, dear?” “Yes, 
sir.” “No, Joann. We have no need for that. It was an error on the part of one of my 
employees. We had a late night pickup, and he opened the doors without bypassing 
the system.” Sara got a delightfully pleasant look on her face. “Will you be using the 
system around your business, Mr. Barstow? If you would like to keep it armed and 
not be bothered, I can set it up in our system to test. That way, if it is set off again, we 
won’t bother you or dispatch police. I only suggest it because there was a long delay in 
answering the phone, and I was getting ready to hang up and dispatch police.” “That’s 
a great idea, Joann. Let’s do that.” “Not a problem, sir. How long would you like it 
set to test?” “Oh, it’s a little after two. How about until six a.m.?” “Yes, sir. We have 
your alarm set on test until six a.m. If we have any further alarms, we will not bother 
you. Good night.” “Good night.” Simon hung up the phone and hit Sergio on the head 
with his fist. “Fuck! Don’t you pay attention? That was the alarm company. You didn’t 
bypass the garage door, and you set off the alarm.” “I’m sorry, sir. I just pushed the 
remote in the van without thinking.” “Shit! You almost got us a visit from the police.” 
Sergio looked on and said, “You’re the one who wanted a silent alarm. If we had a 
bell or horn or something, we would know when the alarm was tripped.”  Simon put 
his arms in the air in a motion of surrender. “Point taken. Okay. Antonio has gone to 
retrieve Ms. Martinez. Let’s start prepping the girls to load in the van.”

The Eagle had followed Antonio to the lot which was in between the home and 
the crematorium warehouse. He noted the plate numbers on the van and Simon’s 
BMW then went over to the crematorium. Before he entered, he called 911 from 
his encrypted line and told the operator that there was about to be an attempted 
kidnapping at St. Jude’s Hospital. The operator said, “What?”  The Eagle said, 
“Ms. Maria Martinez, a patient in the ICU of St. Jude’s Hospital, is under FBI 
security. She has been the victim of a violent crime, but the FBI doesn’t have all the 
facts. Relay the following information to the field agents at St. Jude’s immediately.” 
“Sir, there is no identification on this call. If this is a prank, it is both a state and 
federal offense to misuse the 911 system for non-emergencies.” “Listen to me, this 
call is being recorded, and a woman’s life hangs in the balance. A man, five foot 
three inches, weighing one hundred and eighty pounds, black hair, brown eyes 
with dark rimmed glasses driving a  BMW B7 sedan, California plate number, 
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November, Whisky, Bravo, 557 Apple is en route to kidnap Ms. Martinez. The 
driver’s first name is Antonio. The rest will be explained after he is detained.” The 
operator responded, “Sir, I’m putting a supervisor on the line.” There was a pause 
and another person came on the line. “Sir, this is Sergeant Espranza with the Los 
Angeles Police Department. This is a secure line and for emergency purposes only.” 
“I have given you the information; what you do now is up to you.” The Eagle hung 
up. The 911 operator looked at the sergeant in confusion. Espranza said, “It might 
be a prank call. Call St. Jude’s and see if this person is there, and if FBI is present. 
If so, get this to them immediately. If not, drop it … unless we get another call.” 
The dispatcher made the call to the hospital.

The Eagle sat on the curb outside an entry door to the crematorium looking on 
as Antonio pulled out onto the street heading to take Martinez. “I leave you alive 
only because you will help us track the remains and uncover the whole story of what 
happened here. You have no idea what you have escaped,” said The Eagle as the car’s 
tail lights disappeared into the distance. He took the lock scanner from his pocket 
and scanned the lock and entered the building. He was able to block the signal, so 
the alarm didn’t trip. He had retrieved his gym bags and walked with them on each 
arm through the crematorium while looking at each of the six ovens. “Very nice. One 
circuit operates all units; it’s nice when I catch a break.” He made his way to the main 
panel and used his digital code scanner to pick up the operation frequency for the 
furnaces. They were radio controlled; he could set a remote for each. He clipped off 
the sensors and bypassed them with his own code. He went unit by unit, disabling their 
remote sensors and recoding them to his own. He had all but one code when he heard 
voices outside. He rolled behind a steel box machine used to crush up bone fragments 
after cremation. He listened intently until he realized it was just kids. He moved to 
place the C4 with its wireless detonator switch into place in the building. When he was 
finished, he moved back to the entry door and across the lot back to the home. 

The garage door was up, and he could see Simon standing on the concrete dock 
behind the van. There was no sign of Sergio. He knew he had to move quickly. 
Once his 911 call got to the hospital, it would only be a matter of hours before they 
descended on the home. He ran across the lot and into the garage. He hit the side of a 
steel container with his back on entry, causing Simon’s head to jerk in his direction. 
The Eagle looked at the container and its remote lock. He pulled out his scanner as he 
heard Simon’s footsteps heading his direction. “Twenty seconds before he gets here,” 
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he mumbled as the scanners red screen started rolling number sequences, searching 
the signal for the remote access code. “Twenty seconds, and this whole thing could be 
blown.” The Eagle heard the click of a weapon. He knew from the sound that a nine 
millimeter had just been cocked and loaded and was coming for his head.

Sergio had taken all of the living girls to the morgue except the one in the guest 
room. He entered to find her much more alert and very animated. His carnal lust 
overtook his logic, and he started to disrobe. He grabbed a whip from the closet next 
to the bedroom door and brought it down with an angry fury. She screamed. The whip 
had small sharp edges and blood started to pool on the bed. She wasn’t as sedated as 
he thought, and she let out an anguished howl and a piercing scream. He didn’t realize 
it, but he had flipped on the microphone on the intercom system when he was leaving 
the room earlier, so her screams were reverberating off the walls of the entire home.

The phone rang at the nurses’ station at St. Jude’s, and Angela Foster took the call. 
The 911 operator explained about the anonymous call about a St. Jude’s patient being 
in danger. “The caller had some very specific information, and we want to verify some 
of that if we can, please?” “I’m so sorry, operator, but we are forbidden to give out 
patient information without a warrant.” “I understand. I simply need to ask you two 
questions which I know you can answer.” “Okay.” “Do you have a patient in your ICU 
named Maria Martinez and is the FBI protecting her?” There was silence on the other 
end of the line, and the operator heard the phone hit the floor. There was nothing but 
dead air for several seconds until a male voice came on the line. “This is Special Agent 
Ferris, operator. How can I help you?”

Antonio had just exited the freeway and could see the brightly lit sign of St. Jude’s. 
He pulled into one of the parking structures and began making his way toward the main 
entrance. He walked slowly down the corridor and asked for directions to the ICU 
ward. “Which ICU are you looking for, sir?” “I have no idea. My friend was brought 
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in today by paramedics with a possible drug overdose.” “The patient’s name?” “Maria 
Martinez.” The volunteer typed the information into his computer. “Ms. Martinez is 
in room five twenty-two. Critical Care ICU. Fifth floor. But no visitors are allowed 
now, sir.” He smiled and said thank you and walked back toward the entrance. The 
automatic doors opened, and he went out the front and around the corner to the staff 
entrance. He was in no hurry. He would wait for someone to open the staff door, so 
he could gain access. He was about to head back to the entrance and look for another 
way when the door opened, and someone in scrubs exited the building. Antonio went 
to move on the man, but the door shut before he could react. He watched as the man 
sat on a bench, but Antonio didn’t dare make a move; however, he was close enough 
to hear him on the phone. “Mark, it’s Phil. I wanted to let you know that the procedure 
went well.” There were a few moments of silence, and the man said, “It was a good 
thing you felt the aneurism when you did.” Antonio moved closer, ready to pounce, 
when he heard him say, “Listen, when you do your rounds tomorrow, you won’t find 
her in the ICU on five. The FBI has the ward sealed off. Why? Your guess is as good 
as mine. Harry told me that they have a patient who may have been a witness to or a 
victim of some crime.” A few seconds of silence passed before Antonio bolted for the 
parking structure. Sweat was running down his face and fear gripped him to the core. 
He pulled out his cell phone when he was back in the structure, but he did not approach 
the car. He hid in the darkness and called Simon.

Simon was moving slowly in the direction that the sound had come from. He 
called out, “Who’s there? Show yourself! You’re trespassing on private property.” 
There was no response. He continued slowly forward, and The Eagle could hear his 
steps almost upon him. The scanner had picked up all but the final digit in the remote 
code, but he knew it would be too late to enter the container. He pulled his field knife 
from a holder on his right thigh and waited. The footsteps grew closer, and he cupped 
the knife handle, wrist down, blade side out, in an attack position. He saw Simon’s 
shoe under the container’s edge and then the other. He slid to the end of the container 
hoping to get the jump on him, when all of a sudden there was a blood curdling female 
scream coming over the speaker system. He saw Simon’s feet jerk in the direction of 
the sound, and he could hear crying and sobbing. 

“Mother fucker!” Simon yelled out. “Goddamn you, Serge. You have the intercom 
open. What the fuck are you doing? Leave my girl alone and get your ass down to the 
morgue.” There was a moment of silence before Sergio’s voice came over the intercom. 
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“I’m sorry, sir. I got carried away. She’s just so lovely. I thought I could take a few 
more minutes with her.” “NO!” Simon yelled out to the open air. “Jesus Christ…are 
you trying to give me a heart attack? Get down to the morgue. Based on her scream, 
it sounded like you killed her. Is she dead?” “No, sir.” “This is not the time for games, 
Serge. Get to the morgue and meet me here in the garage. We have company.” 

The Eagle’s scanner picked up the last remote code, but he didn’t dare press the 
button because Simon would hear the magnet release on the lock. He watched as the 
feet on the other side of the container remained still. There was a moment of forward 
movement when a cell phone started ringing. “For crying out loud. Is it ‘give Simon 
a heart attack’ night?” He answered and was quiet before quickly moving out of sight 
but not out of earshot. The Eagle saw that Simon had made his way back to the van, 
and he saw Sergio enter the garage. The two men met near the parked van, and Simon 
put Antonio on speaker phone. “Antonio, are you sure that’s what you heard?” “Yes, 
sir. I couldn’t make direct access, so I waited near an employee entrance to ambush 
someone to gain access to the hospital.”  Simon said, “I have you on speaker. Sergio 
is here; tell me again what you heard.” “I heard a doctor talking on the phone, and he 
said that the fifth floor ICU was under surveillance by the FBI. They were protecting 
someone in the ICU.” 

The Eagle watched and listened as the two men stood together with the phone, and 
the third man talked. The distraction was perfect. He saw a stack of cardboard caskets 
near the entrance to the morgue and slipped around the side of the van while the 
conversation went on. “What do you want me to do, sir? I can’t get to Ms. Martinez.” 
Simon shuffled his feet and paced a little as he thought. “Get the hell out of there. 
If they grab you, we’re done for. Get your ass back here. We will need you to help 
clean up.” “Yes, sir.” Simon hung up the line and looked at Sergio and said, “Based 
on current events, we might end up heading to my father’s vacation home in a non-
extradition country.” Sergio stood in silence. “Did you bring the girl down from the 
guest room?” “No, sir. I came down at your order.” “There’s not much time. We have 
to move these girls now.” The two men ran back into the home, and Simon told Sergio 
to start loading the boxes with the girls into the van, and that he would take care of the 
one from the guest room.  

The Eagle had made his way into the morgue and watched as Simon ran back 
into the house, and Sergio started moving the cardboard caskets into three lines for the 
bodies of the women. He waited and watched as Sergio wheeled gurneys to the cold 
storage lockers and began opening the refrigerator doors one by one and removing the 
corpses. The Eagle watched with steely eyes as the remains of young girls were being 
stacked on the gurney like slabs of meat. When the last door closed, Sergio pushed the 
stack of bodies over to where he had placed the caskets. He was wearing a thick pair 
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of industrial rubber gloves and was rubbing the decomposing head of what looked like 
a six or seven-year-old girl. Her blond hair still had natural curls but was matted with 
dried blood. Her face was undistinguishable as her skin was speckled like a banana 
with large black decomposition spots. As The Eagle lay prone on the ground in a dark 
corner of the room next to the farthest casket, Sergio grabbed her corpse, threw it 
over his shoulder, and threw the girl’s body down into the box. Her skull made a dull 
thud against the concrete floor. “Oh, dear. You sound like an overripe melon.” And he 
laughed as he threw her legs from the side into the box. “Who knows, little one? Your 
mommy and daddy, maybe your whole family, will get to enjoy you in one of their 
favorite sandwiches or desserts.” He howled after saying that and turned to get the next 
body off the stack when he felt an iron grasp on his right ankle. He saw only blackness, 
but when he tried to move his foot, it was as if it was glued to the floor. He started to 
speak when his feet were yanked out from underneath him, and he went down face 
first onto the floor, the concrete temporarily knocking him out. When he came to, there 
was nothing but darkness. The casket had been moved by his fall, leaving a stream of 
light between him and the box. Through the light, his eyes met the eyes of The Eagle, 
whose head was turned toward his. He tried to scream, but he had a knee in his back, 
and, within a matter of seconds, the wind was knocked out of him. The Eagle didn’t 
say a word. He grabbed Sergio by the hair and dragged him across the morgue floor 
and dropped him in front of a green gym bag. He duct-taped his mouth and zip tied his 
hands and feet. Within seconds, Sergio was perfectly still. “You will stay here. I need 
to get your boss.” The Eagle rose and towered over Sergio. With his military-issued 
boots, he stomped on Sergio’s right shoulder. He took a small, thin blade from his bag 
and said, “Just to make sure you don’t try to go anywhere.” He moved down to Sergio’s 
feet and cut the Achilles tendon on each of his heels as he screamed and writhed on 
the floor. The Eagle moved up to his arms, and as Sergio’s tears ran down his face, The 
Eagle cut through the distal biceps tendon, leaving him unable to move his arms from 
the elbow down. His biceps rolled up his arms like spring-loaded window shades, and 
he rolled in agony on the floor. “There now, Sergio.” His eyes were huge upon hearing 
his name. “You won’t be needing the use of those anymore. You just relax. I will be 
back with your boss.” The Eagle slid the field knife back into its holster on his thigh 
and walked off through the doors in search of Simon. 
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Chapter Nineteen
“By this time tomorrow, you, your company, and your deeds  
are going to be front page news for all the wrong reasons.”

A
ntonio turned onto Ventura Boulevard headed back to the freeway and Santa 
Monica. He had no sooner made the turn when the red and blue lights of a police 
cruiser came on behind him. He slowed, pulled over to the curb, and waited. He 

knew there was no way they could know about him or what he was doing there. It 
was a long time before an officer approached the vehicle. He saw the door open and 
a heavy-set policeman got out of the car behind him. He rolled down the window 
and had his hands on the steering wheel high in front of him. The officer approached 
and asked for his license and registration. Antonio complied as the cop shined his 
flashlight into the car and into his eyes. “Have you had anything to drink this evening, 
Mr. Moscone?” “No, officer. What seems to be the trouble?” “You made an illegal 
left turn out of the hospital parking structure. Didn’t you see the sign?” “No, sir. I’m 
sorry. I am a little distracted. My wife is in the ICU at St. Jude’s. She had a heart attack 
this morning, and she had a quadruple bypass today. She’s on life support. I was just 
driving home to shower and change clothes, so I can get back to her bedside.” The 
officer was unmoved. “Give me a moment. Would you please turn off the ignition?” 
“Yes, sir.” He complied as the officer walked back to his car. “This is all I need.” He 
looked around the scene and through the rear view mirror. That’s when he saw the 
open box with the duct tape, rope, and a bottle of the sleeping agent they used on 
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victims. It was tucked in a dark corner of the car on the rear passenger side. He could 
see it through his mirror; the question was, would the cop see it? Several minutes 
passed, and he was getting more and more nervous. He looked at the clock on the 
dashboard. Three forty-five. He saw the car door open behind him and the officer 
approach again. He handed Antonio back his license and the vehicle registration. “So, 
you’re in the funeral business?” “Yes, sir, but I hope not this evening.” “Yea, sure, your 
wife. You’re free to go, Mr. Moscone. Please drive safely and pay attention to those 
signs.” “Yes, sir. Thank you for your kind words and advice. I will do that.” The cop 
walked back to his car, and Antonio headed back to the funeral home. He knew he had 
lucked out, and he was taking no chances. He drove the speed limit the rest of the way 
back; he didn’t want any more attention.

Simon was picking up the girl from the guest room when he heard unfamiliar 
footsteps outside the bedroom door. He pulled the nine millimeter from his waistband 
and disengaged the safety. He moved behind the half-opened door and waited for the 
next move. Nothing happened. The footsteps stopped. He peeked between the crack of 
the door and the hinges to see if he could see anyone or anything, but he saw nothing. 
The footsteps started again, but they were moving away from his location.  He pulled 
the door open slightly and looked out. He saw a large shadow pass between the hall 
and his master bedroom. He moved out into the hall and saw that the door to his 
bedroom was wide open. He lifted the weapon high in his hands and started to slowly 
move toward the room. He jumped quickly into the room, but there was nothing in 
plain sight.  Every light in the upper level of the house was on. He looked around, and 
out of the corner of his eye, he saw a figure in black with its arm raised and something 
in its hand. He turned to fire, and the whole house went black.

 

The Eagle stood in the bathroom doorway of Simon’s room with a remote in his 
hand. He had picked up all of the transponder signals the house used for its lighting and 
had set his universal remote to copy them all. With the push of a button, he plunged the 
entire home into darkness. He put the remote in his pocket and placed his night vision 
goggles over his eyes. He could see Simon, wild-eyed and waving the gun, feeling his 
way through the room. The Eagle moved over and sat quietly on the loveseat near the 
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sliding doors. He watched as Simon tried to move quietly, tripping over a glass end 
table, sending the glass tabletop crashing onto the tile floor. Glass went everywhere, 
and he moved the weapon in the direction of the crashing glass. The Eagle sat patiently 
as Simon grew closer and closer to him until he could hear his breathing and smell the 
sweat and fear coming though his pores. When he was within reach, The Eagle cleared 
his throat. Simon turned to fire, only to feel the blow of a fist against the side of his 
head. The Eagle had cleared the weapon and stowed the magazine before Simon’s 
body hit the floor, landing amid the broken glass. 

The Eagle pressed the remote, and the house came back to life. Simon was face 
down in the glass and turned to look at what was casting such a long and large shadow 
across his body. As he did, the glass embedded itself into the left side of his face and 
eye, making a blood trail on the floor. “Who are you?” he mumbled with his broken 
jaw and missing teeth. The Eagle grabbed his leg and dragged him through the glass 
and lifted him onto the love seat. “Who am I, Mr. Barstow? I’m justice.” Simon was 
still foggy from the punch and asked, “Justice for what?” “Really, Mr. Barstow? You’re 
seriously going to ask that question?” “Where’s Sergio…where’s Antonio?” “Sergio 
is currently lying on the floor of your morgue. He can’t move very well; he cut some 
critical tendons in his feet and arms.” “I don’t understand!” “How could you know 
anything? You have been up here trying to get the last piece of evidence out of your 
establishment.” “What are you talking about?” Simon grabbed a pillow and pressed 
it gently to his face. “Oh, you know exactly what I’m talking about, Simon. I know 
all about you, your father, and those two subhuman animals you have as employees. 
I have to tell you that in all of my years doing this work, this is the one time that I 
wish I had a lot more time with the three of you, but alas I don’t.” Simon tried to look 
indigently, but he looked more like half human, half hamburger. “I don’t know what 
you think you know, but I can tell you that I’m calling my lawyer as soon as I can get 
to a phone.” The Eagle laughed. “I’m afraid where you’re going, Mr. Barstow, there 
are no phones. But I am certain they have a hell of a lot of lawyers.” Simon sat quiet, 
staring up at The Eagle with his good eye. “This is a misunderstanding.” The Eagle 
laughed cynically. “No, Mr. Barstow, there’s no misunderstanding, and by this time 
tomorrow, you, your company, and your deeds are going to be front page news for all 
the wrong reasons.”

He flung Simon over his shoulder like he was a sack of wheat, and then threw him 
on the floor of the guest room. The Eagle walked over to the girl on the bed; her eyes 
were open and red from crying. “Can you hear me?” She looked into his black eyes 
and nodded. She was lying on her back; her arms out on each side; her legs purple 
from the fishing line that was holding them up. He cut the lines and gently lowered 
each leg as he did it. He cut the line around her ankles, and her deep purple, almost 
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black feet began to return to normal.  “Your legs and feet are going to start hurting 
very, very badly in a few minutes. I know that this is hard to believe, but that’s a good 
thing.” She just blinked. “I’m here to help you. What’s your name?” “She looked over 
at Simon huddled against the wall. “Karen.” “Do you have any idea how long you’ve 
been here?” Her eyes welled up with tears. “Forever.” Simon spouted, “Oh, shut up. 
I take care of you, you little bitch.” The Eagle moved swiftly and smacked the glass-
covered side of his face with his gloved hand. “You will show respect to this child.” He 
turned back to Karen, and she asked, “Where’s Jennifer?” The Eagle looked at Simon, 
who wouldn’t look at him. “I don’t know Karen, but I’m going to get people here who 
will help you find out.” “It hurts!” She broke into tears. The Eagle gently picked her 
up and moved her up on the bed, so her head was resting on the pillow. “Your legs?” 
She nodded. “It’s going to be okay, Karen. I’m going to send help. I need you to be 
brave for me, okay?” She was sobbing and jerking every time she tried to move her 
legs. “How old are you, sweetheart?” “Eleven.” The Eagle placed his hand on her 
forehead and said, “No one is going to hurt you anymore. I promise. I need you to stay 
right here. Your legs are going to start to feel better soon, but I want you to stay right 
here in this bed until either I or the police come to get you. Okay?” She nodded. The 
Eagle stood up and started for Simon when Karen spoke. “Who are you?” He looked 
over at her and said, “You can think of me as your guardian angel.”  She was cringing. 
The color was almost back in her feet, and she was starting to move her legs and feet 
more freely.  

He yanked Simon up and carried him out of the room. “He hurt me, Mr. Angel. 
He hurt me really bad. He’s a bad man.” She was calling it out to him as he walked 
down the hallway with Simon over his shoulder. “I know, Karen. He will never hurt 
another person again, that I can promise. Stay in the room until I or the police come.” 
He walked on with Simon, who started to struggle as he approached the stairs leading 
from the residence to the funeral home below. “That’s how you want to play,” The 
Eagle said. The spiral staircase from the first to second floor had no landing. It was a 
twenty foot drop, and The Eagle threw Simon over the banister and onto the marble 
floor below. Simon landed on his right side between an area rug and the bare marble 
floor. The Eagle could hear the bones snapping as the body hit the ground. The Eagle 
started walking slowly down the stairs, talking as he went. “Not too high as to kill 
you, not too low as to allow you to land unhurt. You have some serious injuries, Mr. 
Barstow. You probably need a doctor; unfortunately, that’s not my area, and there’s 
no time, but I do have time to take a spin with you and your friend Sergio over to the 
crematorium. I guarantee you it’s going to be a BLAST!
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Chapter Twenty
“They owe their lives to The Eagle.”

I
t was half past four when Steve’s phone woke him from the first peaceful night’s 
sleep he’d had in months. He reached for the phone, but Gail was asleep on his chest. 
He wasn’t able to reach it before the call went to voicemail. He laid partially awake 

in the dark waiting for the voicemail tone as he drifted in and out of sleep. Several 
seconds went by with no sound, and he fell fast asleep without hearing the buzz of the 
message that had been left on his phone.

Jim and Barbara were having coffee and talking about a long needed vacation that 
they wanted to use as their honeymoon. He looked at the clock on the kitchen wall 
and commented to Barbara, “It’s hard to believe it’s only four thirty, and we actually 
worked it out so we got a decent night’s sleep and a few hours of alone time.” She was 
making eggs on the stove with her back to Jim when she replied, “It’s also the first 
night in I don’t know how long that your cell phone didn’t wake us, dragging you out 
of bed on some new twisted adventure. I swear to God, Jim. I was serious when I asked 
if you were the only goddamn detective in Los Angeles County.” They both chuckled, 
and Jim got up and walked up behind Barbara as she was cooking breakfast and held 
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her by the waist, pressing his groin against her backside. “Hey, I’ll do the toast.” She 
looked at him in shock. “Jim O’Brian helping in the kitchen…who are you…what did 
you do with my husband?”  They laughed; she snorted. “Forget it. Don’t tell me. I’m 
fine if you’re a pod person.” He dropped four pieces of toast in the toaster while calling 
Barbara a smart ass. “So, where do you want to go for our honeymoon, Barb? You 
name it. The world is wide open!” She put the eggs on plates along with some bacon 
while Jim was buttering.  He dropped the toast onto the plates, and she put them on the 
table and freshened their coffee. “The whole world’s open to travel? My God, Jim. I 
have no idea where to go.” He sipped his coffee and spouted out places as he looked 
around the table. “Where would you want to go, Jim?”

He was looking around the table at the familiar table settings that Barb still had 
in their places. “You know, Barb, I have no fuckin’ clue. I ain’t ever been anywhere 
that wasn’t work-related, and when I was somewhere for work I didn’t sightsee. I’m 
ignorant when it comes to a lot of things, but I would say a tropical place with a beach, 
an ocean, and booze.” Barb’s face beamed, not from his response but by the carefree 
meal they were sharing, and the fact that the world wasn’t intruding on their time. “I’m 
very happy, Jimmy.” He looked straight into Barb’s bright eyes. “I can see it, Barb. I 
haven’t seen that little girl look in your eyes in a lot of years. I’m happy, too, baby. I’m 
really truly happy. We haven’t shared an early morning or evening conversation over 
a meal in decades. It’s nice. We’ve worked our whole lives, and we’re both coming to 
the end of that phase of our lives, and we get to spend it together. A couple of old farts 
cussing each other out as we sit in our rockers waiting for the dust to start falling from 
our fingertips.” Barb smiled and said, “There was a time when I would have yelled at 
you over such a sentiment, but I understand what you mean now.” 

There was a moment of silence, and Jim reached over and grabbed the plastic 
bread bag on the table and looked at the label. ‘Stewart and Gray’s.’ She placed a bite 
of egg on the toasted bread and popped it into her mouth. “Isn’t it wonderful bread? 
Jill turned me on to it when we were together. Have you had it before?” He shook his 
head. He put the bag down on the table and told Barb he needed to take a shower and 
get ready for work. “Okay. I’m off today, so I will throw the dishes in the sink and join 
you.” He didn’t refuse. He walked up the stairs listening to the clink of the dishes. “I 
don’t want to think it,” he muttered as he walked up the stairs.  He had a sinking feeling 
as Barb joined him in the shower. He looked at Barb’s nude breasts under the warm 
water, her nipples hard, her skin soft and supple as he washed her. She washed his 
penis and balls. He looked at her and said, “You have great skin!” She smiled. “Well, 
thank you!” He smiled a faint smile. “You know how ideas suddenly come to you in the 
shower?” She nodded. “I just had one that I wish I never had!” She moved her hands 
to his rear in a hug. “What thought is that?” He put his hands on her ass and washed 
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it as he spoke. “I have a bad feeling I know what’s on the encrypted DVD The Eagle 
left us at the Marker crime scene.” She stopped washing and looked at him with both 
dissatisfaction and confusion. “We’re naked in the shower, and I’m ready for you to 
fuck me, and you want to talk about a crime scene video?” He grabbed her by the arms  
and turned her forcefully the way she liked to be taken and pinned her face first against 
the shower wall. “I don’t want to. I just am, but … that can wait.”

 

Antonio arrived back at the home just before five. He walked in and called out, but 
there was no response. He walked to the morgue, and everything was neat and clean. 
All of the refrigeration doors were closed; the locker doors displaying their numbers 
prominently. There was a clipboard with a chart next to the entrance door containing the 
names of the occupants of each of the units. He took the chart off the wall and looked 
it over. Everything was as it was the last time he looked at it. There was a small panel 
under where the clip board hung. It was so faint that you had to know it was there. He 
struck it gently with the palm of his hand, and it popped open. He reached in and pulled 
out a second clipboard and chart that was always kept hidden. He looked it over and saw 
check marks next to four unit numbers. He smiled. “They didn’t take twenty two,” he 
whispered to himself. “So, she’s still here. It’s been a long hot night; I could use a cool 
lay.” He looked over at the locker but didn’t want to start anything until he knew he was 
alone. He called out over the intercom, but all he got in response was the echo of his 
own voice through the corridors. “They must have taken the girls over to burn them. But 
they didn’t take my little Sissy…” He paused. “Who the fuck names their kid Sissy?” 
He laughed as he started taking off his clothes. He was completely nude as he took hold 
of the locker handle. He pulled the handle, and the unit opened; light vapors escaped as 
the warm air of the morgue mixed with the thirty nine degree air from the fridge and 
created a light fog over the black opening. He grabbed the steel rollout tray where the 
body was kept and pulled. It didn’t budge. He was surprised at first, so he pulled again 
with his other arm. The tray only moved a little. “Fuck…it’s jammed again.” He moved 
to the end of the tray and pulled with all his might, and as he did the tray slowly started 
moving out of the fridge. He was pulling with such force until it suddenly stopped. He 
knew he had pulled it all the way out. “Jesus…I have to talk to Simon about working on 
these things one of these days. We’re going to end up hurting ourselves.” He turned to 
face the tray and sitting up before him was The Eagle with one hand on Antonio’s left 
wrist. It was all happening in slow motion for Antonio as his eyes met the black masked 
steely eyes of The Eagle, and the world went black.
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The white van pulled up in front of the crematorium. It was five fifteen a.m. when 
The Eagle pulled Antonio out of the back of the van and placed him in one of the 
cardboard coffins on a steel gurney designed to be pushed right into the crematorium 
furnace. Simon and Sergio were already lying in theirs; all three very alert and in pain. 
The Eagle took a syringe from his bag and injected Simon and Sergio with a clear 
solution, and they began to scream. He punctured a smelling salt pack and passed it 
under Antonio’s nose, and he roused with a jolt. Each man started to panic as they felt 
the restraint of the cremation cloth. “Good morning, gentlemen! I trust you had a nice 
sleep. Simon, you have a heck of a grimace there. You might want to take it easy. You 
have multiple broken bones, and some of those are ribs. I don’t want you to puncture a 
lung before you get to see and experience the whole show.” He wheeled Antonio over 
to an open oven and said, “You’re first, Antonio. I want the guys to watch as you go 
up in smoke.” He pushed the gurney to the oven opening and started to push it into 
the crematorium. He stopped about halfway in and cut the zip ties on Antonio’s wrists, 
freeing his hands. “There. Now you have a fighting chance.” He pushed the cardboard 
coffin into the oven and pushed the red button. The unit made a whirring sound as 
the steel doors shut. Antonio was pleading as the doors closed until his screams were 
coming through the loud speaker on the cremation chamber. “You two were right 
about him. The guy’s a freak. He was going for that little child again…but when he 
opened the locker door, surprise…I was waiting!” The screams from the cremation 
chamber were loud and clear. The Eagle pressed a button on the speaker and said, 
“How you doing in there, Antonio?” “Oh, God. Please. In the name of God, let me out. 
Don’t do this.” “You’re invoking the name of God at this moment? Hmm…you must 
be really scared and desperate!” “I can’t die this way.” “Actually you can.” The Eagle 
took out a remote and pressed a button, and the furnace came to life. 

Simon and Sergio were next to the glass and could turn their heads and watch their 
colleague and friend through the glass of the cremation chamber. Antonio had gotten 
free of the wrappings and was slamming his fist on the glass, screaming as the flames 
built up around him. “Help me! Help me!” he screamed, looking to his friends outside 
the chamber as The Eagle looked on, and the flames consumed him. His flesh began to 
burn, and his voice faded until the only sound was that of the eighteen hundred degree 
cremation chamber. “Well, that was refreshing,” The Eagle said as he rolled Sergio to 
the chamber next to Antonio’s. “For the love of God, man, please release me. I had 
nothing to do with any of the things that these men have done.” Sergio’s voice was 
controlled and almost apathetic as he looked into the black dead steely eyes of The 
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Eagle. “Oh, Sergio. Even now facing death, you lie? What are you going to say when 
you meet your maker?” Much to both The Eagle’s surprise and Simon’s, he remained 
calm even as The Eagle was pushing the box into the oven. He cut his wrists loose, 
though there was little that Sergio could do to move as a result of his severed tendons. 
“I’m begging you, sir, to let me live. I will go to jail.” “Why would you go to jail? You 
just told me you didn’t do anything wrong?” “It’s all about perception, sir. I only did 
what I felt was right for me. I brought satisfaction to my boss. I was as a dog is to his 
master. Simon was the cruel one; I just ended misery. I was doing his victims a favor.” 
The Eagle was shaking his head as he pushed the container the rest of the way into 
the chamber. “Sergio, that has to be the sickest excuse for behavior I have ever heard, 
and, believe me, I’ve heard a lot of excuses. My only regret with the three of you is 
that I don’t have the time to spend inflicting upon you the pain that you inflicted on 
your victims. I have much to attend to before the truth and the gravity of your sickness 
reaches the masses.”  He pushed the button on the remote, and the cremation oven 
came to life. Sergio yelled, “Who do you think you are to pass judgment on me? What 
right do you have to judge me or my life? Let him who is without sin cast the first 
stone.” The Eagle started laughing as he pushed the intercom button for the chamber. 
“Seriously? Biblical passages?” He pushed the button on the remote to start the furnace, 
but Sergio continued. “There is nothing cliché in my words. Jesus said to those that 
would stone the woman caught in adultery in the gospel of John, Chapter eight, Verse 
seven...” The Eagle laughed as the light blue flames of the furnace began to lap against 
the sides of Sergio’s casket. “Well, if there is a Jesus, you will be able to ask him about 
that in a few minutes.” Simon watched as the box began to burn, and Sergio’s lucid 
conversation changed to one of desperation. “Oh, God…the flames are burning me…
please help me…someone help me. Mommy, mommy, help me, help me.” His cries 
became more and more desperate as the heat and flames engulfed the coffin. Sergio 
rolled onto his side, pressing his body against the glass of the crematorium. His body 
engulfed in flames, his face still clear and intact. The expression on his face was one 
of both terror and agony. “I’m still alive. You’re burning me alive!” His screams went 
unanswered as The Eagle and Simon watched Sergio disappear into the flames. 

The Eagle turned to Simon and slowly pushed his gurney to the third oven. “So…
any last minute begging or pleading before I administer justice upon you?” Simon 
winced in pain. “Would it matter? Would it stop you from killing me the way you 
killed my employees and friends?” The Eagle stood over Simon, his black eyes staring 
through him. “No!” “Who are you?” “You don’t know me, but we have met.” Simon 
had a confused look until The Eagle pulled off his mask and exposed his smiling face. 
“YOU! But you’re a police officer; you have taken an oath to protect and serve.” 
“Yea…that’s my day job. It’s one of the ways I find people like you. Right now, I’m 
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The Iron Eagle, Mr. Barstow, and I’m protecting the people by eliminating you and 
your friends.” “You have no right to disburse your own justice. That’s the job for a 
court of law, a jury, and the people.” “No, Mr. Barstow, that’s where you’re wrong. 
I know the depths of your depravity. You would be sentenced to death by a court of 
law, and then millions of dollars of taxpayer money would be wasted while you sat  
on death row. I simply cut out the middle man. You have confessed your crimes. I  
have it all in writing in your files. I also have the confession of Mr. Marker on a  
two disc DVD set.” 

Simon looked hard at The Eagle’s face and laughed. “My father and I fed millions 
over the years, and I’m the bad guy?” “Yes, Mr. Barstow, you are, but you will never 
and could never understand that. I heard you tell Sergio that one of the things that you 
and your father liked about him was that he was a sadist. He enjoyed being cruel to 
other human beings, yet you never saw yourself in the same light. Sergio knew what 
he was, and he enjoyed what he did. He truly thought that he was an innocent victim 
and only followed what his instincts told him to do. You, Mr. Barstow, are a pure and 
diabolical sociopath. You gain satisfaction from the suffering of others. You revel in 
the idea that you are feeding the masses with the remains of those you killed and 
those who died and came to your facility. You deserve to die and in the most horrific 
way possible; however, I can’t do to you what you deserve to have done. The pain of 
burning alive is too good for you. You will die too fast, and the pain to your flesh will 
be too brief. If I had my way, I would keep you alive for years in a state of suspended 
torture, inflicting upon you every torture that you inflicted upon your victims, but 
alas I can’t, and it is very disappointing to me. I have to inflict your punishment, and 
then tell the world the truth of the horror of your actions. You will not be here to see  
the ramifications of your actions, nor would you understand or accept responsibility 
for them. Your ego gets in the way of everything, but it was your ego that allowed  
me to catch you.” 

“If it hadn’t been for that bitch, you would never have learned of me, and what 
I was doing!” “Oh, but you’re wrong, Mr. Barstow. You know very well how I 
learned of you and what you have been doing. That ‘bitch,’ as you have called her, 
has no memory of what you did to her…yet.” He pushed Simon’s casket slowly to 
the edge of the oven, so that he could look up and see the black opening that was 
to be his demise. “That fucker, Marker…he gave me up?” The Eagle raised the 
flask he had filled in the limo and said, “I bet you wish I would give you a great 
big drink of this right now?” He nodded and said, “But you won’t. You want me to 
feel the agony of the flames not the quiet embrace of Valium-laced alcohol.” The 
Eagle nodded as he slowly pushed the casket into the chamber until it was fully 
inside. “Mr. Marker was very helpful in letting me know who you were and what 
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you were doing; however, that is not the whole reason you got caught.” Simon 
spoke from within the chamber. “How did I get caught then?” The Eagle pressed 
the button on the remote, and the chamber began to close. “No…no…how did I get 
caught? Don’t do this to me!” The Eagle pushed the button on the intercom. “Pride, 
Mr. Barstow. It was your pride that brought you to this place. Pride goeth before 
a fall, Mr. Barstow. Pride goeth before a fall.” There was a moment of silence 
before Simon said, “Who’s using biblical clichés now, Agent Swenson?” The Eagle 
pressed the red button, the furnace lit, and the flames began to engulf the casket 
and Simon Barstow. His screams were as desperate as the other two; however, The 
Eagle had no time to spend listening. “It’s time for you to die, Simon. May God not 
have mercy on your soul.” His screams continued nearly two and a half minutes as 
the flames engulfed his body. The Eagle turned and left the crematorium. It was six 
fifteen a.m. He pressed a small button on the bottom of his remote, and four small 
red digital displays lit up on the C4 he had placed in the crematorium. They showed 
as four red lights on his remote. “That will destroy the building for good,” he said 
as he walked back across the lot to the home.

He walked through the morgue. Barstow’s victims were clearly marked with 
the seal of The Eagle on the outside of the cold storage lockers. The remaining 
living women and children had been placed in a conference room at the far end of 
the home. They were all badly hurt, but none had injuries that were life threatening. 
He checked each girl, and as he walked the room, there wasn’t a sound. “Help is 
coming. I’m calling for them now. While you can’t understand this now, you will 
later. Let my parting words live in your hearts. Nothing that happened to you here 
was your fault. The men who hurt you can no longer hurt you or anyone else ever 
again. You are safe.” He turned to leave the room when a weak little voice called out 
to him. “Angel?” It was Karen; he had taken her from the guest room and brought 
her down to the same room with the others. He walked over and touched her face. 
“Yes.” “Who are you really?” He leaned down and lifted the bottom of his mask 
and kissed her cheek. “A very lucky man. You’re going to be okay, sweetheart.” She 
started to cry as he stood up. “Don’t cry, little one. Everything is going to be okay.” 
“Will I see you again?” He looked down on her pretty little face and said, “Yes… I 
guarantee it,” and walked away. He called 911 from the office phone and told them 
about the multiple fatalities at the facility as well as several women and young girls 
who had been assaulted and injured. The dispatcher verified the address based on 
her database back to The Eagle, and he confirmed it. “We are dispatching police, 
paramedics, and fire to your location. What’s your name, sir?” There was a pause. 
“My name? I am The Iron Eagle, and The Eagle is out!” He dropped the phone to 
the floor as he ran across the lot to his truck. 
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He could hear sirens off in the distance, and he removed his body armor and mask 
and stowed them with his gym bags and equipment in the lock box of his truck. He 
drove away from the sound of the oncoming units. He heard the call go out on his 
police scanner, and he heard the light rumble as the C4 detonated in the crematorium 
destroying the building.  He drove the 405 Freeway until he reached Sara’s house. 
He parked his truck and walked into the house. Sara was sitting on the couch in the 
living room with a blanket over her legs. She didn’t move as he walked over to her. He 
held out his hand, and she reached out and took it. “It’s done. They are all dead,” he 
said. “Then, The Eagle has done his job.” He nodded. “There were living victims on 
scene.” “Women?” He nodded. “And children.” “How old?” Sara asked. “Young. One 
of them called The Eagle her angel.” A tear ran down John’s face. Sara embraced him, 
and he took hold of her. “He is her angel. Will she be okay?” Sara asked. “Physically? 
Yes. Emotionally? It will take time, but I think of all of the children I found, she will 
fare the best.” “They owe their lives to The Eagle,” she said while holding John in an 
embrace. They hugged in the living room for several minutes before his cell phone 
rang. John kissed Sara gently on the lips and said, “I need to take this.” 

“Swenson.” “John, it’s Steve. We just received a call that there has been a fire and 
explosion at Barstow’s, and that there are casualties; I need you to meet me on scene 
right away.” “Yes, sir. I’m on my way.” He hung up his phone. “It’s time for Agent 
Swenson to leave, isn’t it?” Sara asked with a clear and positive tone in her voice. He 
nodded. “Take a quick shower. I will lay out some clothes for you and fix you some 
breakfast; you have to eat.” He nodded and ran to the bathroom. Sara stuck her head 
into the shower as the water was running over his body. “I assume you don’t want 
toast!” They both laughed in spite of themselves. John was back in the truck heading 
down the 405 toward Santa Monica, his siren wailing. Special Agent Swenson was on 
his way to another Iron Eagle crime scene.
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Chapter Twenty-One
“How could it get any worse, Mr. Angel?”

J
im’s cell rang at quarter to seven. “WHAT?” Barb was looking at the expression 
on his face as he listened to the caller. “I’m en route; hold the scene.” He hung 
up and called Steve. The phone started ringing as Barb filled Jim’s thermos with 

coffee. Steve answered, “I’m en route, and so is John. Get your ass to Barstow’s, 
pronto. We have a hell of a mess on our hands.” Jim took a cigarette from his top 
pocket and put it between his teeth as Barb handed him the coffee. Jim continued 
as he took it from her hands. “I don’t think we really know the half of it yet, Steve. 
Not the half of it. I’m en route.” Barb looked at him with a smile and walked up 
and kissed his face. “You get to work, detective. I will see you tonight.” He took 
the cigarette out of his mouth and kissed her on the lips. “Meet us at Santiago’s at 
seven. I have a feeling there’s going to be a lot of booze going down.” “You got it.” 
He turned to leave the house but stopped. He didn’t turn around but said, “Barb…
don’t eat any more of that bread.” He went out the front door. She didn’t respond. 
She just got a sick feeling in the pit of her stomach.
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Barstow’s was teaming with energy. The fire department was on scene putting 
out a fire at the far end of the property. The three men arrived simultaneously. Steve 
and John’s team was already on scene and paramedics were treating people, but no 
one could make out who they were. Jim met John and Steve as they walked up to the 
entrance of the home. “What do we have, fuckface?” Jim laughed when he said it. 
“Nothing like anything I’ve ever seen before.” Steve’s face was ashen and devoid of 
life. They entered the home and paramedics were in a large conference room off the 
main entrance. There were several gurneys, and Jim saw right away that the victims on 
them were young women and children. Steve called out to his team leader, “What do 
we have?” “It’s the work of The Eagle!” John looked over at the girls in the conference 
room. “The Eagle is responsible for this?” They all three walked into the morgue 
where Ryan Skillen was standing with Jade and some other CSI team members. 
He saw the mark of The Eagle on several of the cold storage lockers. “The Eagle  
killed these people?” Ryan shook his head. He pointed over to a desk at the end of  
the room. On top of it were boxes, and on top of the boxes were files and  
laptop computers. Ryan said, “I got the call after LAPD and LA County Sheriffs were 
on scene. “Why the fuck did they call you?” Steve asked. “Because we are about to  
have a media nightmare.” 

John stood emotionless, looking around the room. Jim looked down at his 
watch. It was eight fifteen. “What are you talking about?” Steve asked. Ryan 
walked over to the desk and picked up a small folder and handed it to Steve who 
had just put on his gloves. He opened it, and it was a file with a recipe in it, a recipe 
for baking flour on the stationery of Stewart and Gray Restaurant and Bakery. He 
read down the ingredients list when his eyes stopped near the bottom of the page. 
His mouth fell open, and he handed the file to Jim. Steve held his finger on what 
he wanted Jim to see, but Jim had the look of a person who already knew what was 
there. John looked over Jim’s shoulder but had no reaction when he saw where 
Steve’s finger was pointing. “Jesus Christ, Ryan…this is a flour recipe that uses 
human remains in it!” He nodded. “Who’s seen this?” “Just us four.” Steve looked 
at Ryan and asked, “How do you want to handle it?” He took the file back from 
Steve and placed it in his coat. “Right now, not at all. Process the crime scene, 
get these files moved to our offices, and meet me in my office when you’re done.” 
Ryan was walking out when he saw John standing in the doorway. He walked up 
to him and said, “Good job, John…good job.” He patted his muscular shoulder 
and walked off. 

Steve and Jim looked at each other very confused. Steve asked John, “What 
the fuck was that all about?” John shrugged. “You’re not going to pretend that you 
don’t know what Ryan was talking about?” He nodded. Jim looked over at John, 
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and he saw him in a whole new light. Steve was pressing it with John when Jim 
put his hand on Steve’s shoulder and said, “Come with me. We need to check on 
the living victims.” 

John followed them into the conference room. Karen was laying on her side on 
one of the gurneys talking to a paramedic who had put some padding on her backside. 
She was wrapped in a blanket sucking her thumb when she saw the three men walk 
in. Steve was still reeling from Ryan’s comment to John when he heard a little voice 
call out. “Mr. Angel!” He turned to see a little girl lying on her side reaching out in 
the direction of John. John walked over to her, and Steve watched as he leaned down 
to her. Their faces were close together, and he could see that the two were speaking 
to each other. Karen looked at John’s face as he leaned down to her. He said, “Shush 
now, little one.” “You said you would come back.” He had been in full body armor 
and a mask when she last saw him. He asked quietly, “How do you know me?” She 
whispered, “Your mouth. You’re the one who kissed my head. You’re the one who 
protected me from the bad man when I was in the room.” He smiled. “That’s our 
secret, Karen. Can you keep a secret?” She nodded. 

“Okay. You are going to get asked a lot of questions by a lot of people once you 
go to the hospital. If you tell people about the angel, they won’t believe you, and it 
won’t help. You need to tell us everything about the bad men and what they did to 
you, okay?” She nodded. “What’s your phone number? I will call your parents.” She 
looked away and laid her head down on the gurney. “You killed him.” John froze. He 
didn’t know what to say at first. “What do you mean?” “I’m adopted. My daddy was 
Simon.” “Simon Barstow?” She nodded. “How long have you been with Simon?” She 
didn’t know. He said, “I will check into this. You’re safe. We’re going to get you to the 
hospital. She shrugged. “It’s okay, Mr. Angel. He did this to me all the time; it heals.” 
There was a strange maturity in her voice. “You’re going to the hospital to be checked. 
Do you have a bedroom upstairs?” She nodded. “Which one is yours?” She said softly, 
“There’s a mattress in my daddy’s bedroom closet, that’s where I slept when I wasn’t 
in bed with him or the others.” He touched her face, moving a piece of hair out of 
her eyes. “It’s going to be okay, Karen.” She nodded and said, “How could it get any 
worse, Mr. Angel?” He didn’t know what to say. 

Steve walked up as John stood. “Who is this, Agent Swenson?” “My name is 
Karen. Who are you?” Steve leaned down and said, “My name is Agent Hoffman, 
Karen. You seem like a very bright young lady. Where is the angel you called out to?” 
She shook her head. “I don’t know.” John stood silent. “What were you and Agent 
Swenson talking about?” “He told me that I’m going to be okay.” “Why did you call 
him your angel?” “I thought it was him, but he isn’t him.” “Oh…I see. Can you tell 
me what your angel looks like” “He’s a black angel!” Steve looked confused. “Do you 
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mean his skin is black?” She shook her head. “Was he dressed in black?” She nodded. 
“Did you see his face?” “His eyes were black.” “What makes him your angel?” She 
looked up at John and then over at Steve. “He saved me from the bad men.” “Did he 
talk to you?” She nodded again. “What did he say?” She grimaced a little as she moved 
her leg. “There was a lot happening. He saved me then made me a safe place. He told 
me he was going to try and save my friend.” “Did he?” She shook her head. “No, she 
was already dead.” He shook his head. “I’m sorry Karen.” The paramedics interrupted; 
they needed to take her to the hospital. As they were moving the gurney out the door, 
she called out to John. “Will you visit me in the hospital?” “Yes, Karen. I will come 
and see you to talk to you more later.” “Okay…thank you.” “You’re welcome.” She 
had disappeared out the door when Steve and Jim both asked, “What the hell was  
that all about?” “She thought she knew me then realized that she didn’t.” “Did  
she say anything?” asked Jim. “Yea, she said that The Eagle saved her, and that  
he’s her angel, and that Simon Barstow is her adoptive father.” The statement was  
met with dumb silence. 

They walked back toward the morgue where the boxes were being collected and 
taken to an FBI van. “We have some big issues guys, and we have to figure out how 
to make it public,” Steve said. “Shit….” Jim said in disbelief. “I just had this bread for 
breakfast this morning.” “So did a lot of other people, Jim,” Steve said coldly. “Come 
on, John. We have to meet with Ryan.” “Do you want me there?” Jim asked. “No. This 
is an internal FBI issue.” “The fuck it is, Steve. I’m going to have to explain this to the 
general public as well. This needs to be a joint release when the information goes out, 
and I have no problem telling that to Ryan. You might be the U.S. government’s police 
force, but I’m the police force for the County of Los Angeles, and this is a city, state, 
and federal problem … in that order.” He looked at Jim’s face and knew he wasn’t 
going to back down even if that meant crashing their news conference whenever that 
would be. “I will talk to Ryan when I get back to the office. Be ready at a moment’s 
notice to be in my office.” They had stepped out the front entrance to the home when 
one of Jim’s deputies approached and said, “Detective, there’s more at the building 
site.” “More what?” Jim asked as he lit a cigarette snapping his lighter shut. “The Eagle 
left more at the crematorium, that’s what was burning.” “Show me!” He followed his 
officer as Steve and John followed. They walked across the back lot between the home 
and the crematorium site. The fire department and bomb squad had cleared the area, 
but there was nothing left of the building. Six crematorium ovens stood in the burned 
out remnants. He walked them over to an out building about ten yards away from the 
burnt out building. He pushed open the door, and the lights were on in the small shed. 
They walked inside, and the deputy pointed to the back wall of the building. There on 
the wall was the mark of The Eagle, the same poster-sized mark as was over Marker’s 
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body at his home. An arrow was drawn onto the poster pointing to the ground. On 
the ground was a portable DVD player. “Has the bomb squad cleared this building 
and this unit?” He nodded. Steve walked over to the unit and pressed the play button  
but nothing happened. There was a small slip of paper underneath the player, and he 
pulled it out. It read:

‘Greetings Agents Hoffman, Swenson, and Detective O’Brian. You can use this DVD 
player to play the second encrypted DVD I left for you at the Marker home. That 
DVD will answer all of your questions about this crime scene and the Marker scene. 
You will find the remains of Simon Barstow and his two employees and co-killers, 
Sergio and Antonio, in the first three crematorium ovens in the burned out building. 
I was too late to save most of the young victims. I did the best I could to save the 
others. The DVD is fit for media release with full confessions from the parties to their 
heinous crimes. 

‘Until the next time we meet, cordially yours,

The Iron Eagle’

Jim sounded off. “You have to admit, he’s always polite.” Steve picked up the 
unit and handed it to John. “Stow this in your truck and bring it back to the lab.” John 
took it out of Steve’s hands and left the building. Steve turned to Jim and asked, “Why 
is it that I think that I am in the presence of The Eagle all the time?” Jim shrugged 
and said, “Because, in a way, you always are. We’ve been chasing the son of a bitch 
for over a decade, and you feel like you know him inside out.” Steve shook his head. 
“No…I’ve been looking for him for over a decade, and I know less about him now 
than I did a year ago. When this story breaks, The Iron Eagle is going to be praised as 
a hero in the public eye.” Jim took a drag off his cigarette and said, “And that’s a bad 
thing how?” “He’s a vigilante…he’s a killer, a sadistic, cruel, and arrogant killer, and 
I can’t get a beat on him. He hides in the shadows, yet, at the same time, I feel he’s in 
plain sight. And what the fuck was the atta boy from Ryan to John all about? Does he 
know something about John that I don’t?” 

Jim walked out into the morning fog; the marine layer was thick, and the crashing 
ocean waves in the distance made a soothing background sound. He walked into the 
middle of the parking lot where only he and Steve stood and sat down on one of the 
concrete parking blocks. He took another drag of his cigarette then stubbed out the butt 
on the concrete in front of him. “What I’m about to tell you, I have never told anyone.” 
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Steve sat down on the block next to him. “When I covered the first Eagle crime scene 
at Pendleton in the summer of ’02, I thought ‘this has to be one of the sickest mother 
fuckers I have ever come across.’ But as time passed and I examined more and more 
scenes that The Eagle had staged, I realized he was sending me messages.” Steve 
rolled his eyes. “Serial killers always leave us messages, Jim. That’s what gets them 
off.” “No…not this guy. This is not a man filled with pride; he doesn’t kill for sport. I 
realized that in those early crime scenes The Eagle was looking for someone, someone 
who hurt him or someone he loved. While his tactics have changed over the past 
decade, his searching pattern in his killing had not … until the Cruthers case.” 

“Cruthers is missing. The Eagle left a scene that explained itself.” “At first, that 
threw me. He didn’t handle Cruthers the way he did his other victims. That was also 
the clue to me that The Eagle found who he was looking for.” “I agree that Cruthers is 
most likely dead, but The Eagle didn’t grandstand that scene.” Jim nodded. “Precisely. 
He didn’t make the big scene with Cruthers, and, most importantly, he didn’t leave a 
disfigured and tortured body for us to find.” “You lost me. What does this have to do 
with The Eagle of today?” Jim lit another cigarette. “He’s closed whatever chapter he 
needed to in his search for whomever he was seeking. But finding the killer he was 
seeking didn’t stop him; he’s still killing.” “Because he has a taste for it, and he’s 
gotten good at it,” Steve said. “No…this is not about ego. Again, he is not killing for 
the sake of killing. He is deliberately seeking out these killers, and he’s deliberately 
making a scene for us to dissect. This is a killer that we’re never going to catch.” Steve 
grew angry. “The fuck we’re not! I will move heaven and earth to find this fucker. 
If you want to idolize the guy, that’s your business. He’s a cold-blooded killer, and 
sooner or later it’s going to spill over to innocents. It’s always that way. He will slip 
up, Jim. He will, and when he does I’m going to nail him.”  “Pride goeth before a fall, 
Steve.” Jim said quietly. 

“See! You got it. That’s how I’m going to catch him.” “I’m not talking about The 
Eagle, Steve. I’m talking about you.” Steve’s face lost all emotion. “Are you saying 
that I’m too proud, and that The Eagle is going to kill me?” Jim started laughing. 
“Fuck no…I mean, yes, you have way too much pride, but The Eagle isn’t going to 
kill you. You’re going to kill yourself or more directly your career.” Steve looked 
thoughtfully for a moment.  “Hmm…so you think that my lust to find The Eagle will 
be my undoing?” Jim laughed and said, “Yea.” “How so?” Jim took a deep drag off 
the cigarette and said, “The Eagle isn’t getting any direct help from law enforcement, 
but I have a sneaky feeling that there are a lot of people in our line of work who feel 
the same way I do.” “And?” “I think he’s performing a public service. I also think he’s 
going to get better and better at finding these sick people that aren’t on our radar and 
eliminating them.” Steve got mad. “And you feel that’s okay?” He took another drag 
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of his smoke. “If you ask me on the record as a sheriff’s deputy, I would tell you that I 
reject his practices and feel that he needs to be stopped, and law enforcement and the 
justice system need to do their jobs.” “And off the record?” Steve asked with anger in 
his voice. “Off the record, I say let him go to it. If I learn who he is, I will assist him 
if I can. Not in the killings that he performs, but in tracking down the bad guys and 
then turning them over to him. I applaud him.” Steve stood up and pulled down on his 
FBI windbreaker. “I think that you have lost your perspective on this guy, Jim. I think 
you’re headed down a slippery slope that could end with you either as a victim of The 
Eagle or worse … becoming like him.” He laughed as he stood up. “I suppose you’re 
right, Steve. You’re the head doctor, not me. I can tell you that I’m not a killer. At least 
not in the way that The Eagle kills. I couldn’t exact revenge on anyone in the manner 
that he does, no matter what the crime. I just wanted you to know where I stand.” 

They both saw John walking across the lot toward them. “Well, Jim, as far 
as I’m concerned, I’m going to keep hunting the bastard until one of us is dead.” 
“I know!” John walked up to them and asked what they were discussing. “We’ve 
been talking about The Eagle and our feelings on what he does.” Steve looked at 
John and asked, “What’s your take on this guy, John? What do you think of The 
Eagle?” He looked at the two of them for a few seconds before he responded. 
“I don’t have an opinion.” “Oh, bullshit,” said Jim. “That’s a fuckin’ copout if 
ever I heard one. I know goddamn well you have an opinion; we’re all friends. 
What do you think of the guy?” John looked over at the burnt our remains of the 
crematorium as he answered. “I don’t envy the man. I think it’s a hell of a burden 
that he’s decided to undertake. He sees the underbelly of the world of these killers. 
He sees the scenes as they unfold. He uncovers the nature of these animals and 
the savageness of their crimes most of the time before we ever know they exist. 
I wouldn’t want that kind of responsibility, nor would I want to see what these 
people are doing while they’re doing it. I don’t think he’s a hero; I don’t think he’s 
a villain. I think that he’s doing the best that he can to control his own demons 
while destroying the ones he finds. 

“We only see the aftermath of his victims when he has done his worst to them, 
and he only does his worst to them after they have been and are doing their worst 
to other human beings. He removes the secrets of their deeds and has to live and 
relive the twisted reality of his victims and their victims. I don’t think that he 
deserves accolades or awards, and I don’t think he wants them. In my profile of 
The Eagle, I see a man who’s been hurt or had someone he loved very deeply hurt 
by these animals, and he’s trying to get to them before they get to their next victim. 
As for me, I will withhold judgment on him until I meet him face to face, if that 
ever happens.” “And if it does?” Steve asked. “I will do my job to try and catch 
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him because that is the oath I’ve sworn. I can say without a doubt that I wouldn’t 
want to see the things that he has seen or make the decisions on life and death that 
he labors himself with.” Jim and Steve stood in stunned silence. 

“You give an interesting perspective to The Eagle, John,” Steve said in a calm voice. 
“I never thought of the balancing act that he must do when dealing with the things he 
deals with.” Jim nodded. They walked across the lot to their cars. Steve asked Jim to meet 
them at their lab. He asked, “What about the crime scene?” “Our people are working it. 
I think we need to get back to the lab and look at the second DVD and then meet with 
Ryan on just how we’re going to release this information to the media and the public at 
large,” Steve said. “You have to admit that this thing gives the old saying ‘man eat man’ 
a whole new perspective.” John and Jim laughed. Jim said, “I wonder if they played their 
victims’ favorite music and showed them a peaceful scene before they made them into 
food.” There was no holding back; they all broke out into loud laughter. John stopped 
laughing and said, “I highly doubt it, but I bet there’s going to be puking a plenty tonight 
and a hell of a lot of bread and other bakery goods going into trash cans all around the 
country maybe the world.” Jim got a serious look on his face. “I told Barb not to eat the 
bread she had from Barstow’s subsidiary. We both had it for breakfast.” “Why?” asked 
John. “I don’t know. I just had a strange feeling. I can’t explain it.” “Well, you might 
want to give Barb a call ahead of the press release, so she has a chance to start puking 
before the rest of the people do,” John said in a joking way. “Yea…I’ll call her from 
the car on the way to your offices.” They each parted for their cars. John headed for the 
office and called Sara on her cell to tell her what happened. She was quiet for a moment 
and said, “I better get ready for work…the ER is going to be overrun with people who 
are going to be freaked out that they have been eating human remains.” “What do you 
think the split will be between those that are worried for health reasons and those that 
think they have spooks in their bodies?” She laughed. “Spooks will overtake two to one. 
What do you think?” “I’m not making any bets on this one; it’s going to be a mess.” Sara 
laughed. “If we only knew the reality of what goes into our food,” she said in a joking 
way. John laughed and said, “It does give a whole new meaning to the word ‘additives!’” 
There was a moment of silence, and Sara asked in a serious tone, “There are others out 
there doing worse, aren’t there?” John was quiet for a moment and then responded. “I’m 
certain of it.” “Oh, God…please don’t find any more of those people,” she said in a much 
more serious tone. “I have no control over how the killers kill or their means of disposing 
of their victims. If it comes, it comes. I just have to keep doing what I’m doing and let 
The Eagle do what he’s doing.” There was a little shudder in Sara’s voice on the other 
end of the line. “I’m glad it’s over, John.” “It’s never over, Sara.” “I know, and I will be 
right by The Eagle’s side when he needs me.” They were silent for a few seconds, and 
John said “I will see you tonight.” “You bet your sweet ass you will, Mister.”
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Chapter Twenty-Two
“How ironic! Your office is investigating the case, and,  

in the end, you’re the one who killed Cruthers.”

T
he next several days brought revelations that rocked the very foundation of 
civilized society. The DVD exposed the acts of Simon Barstow, his father, and 
Tom Marker. Stewart and Gray restaurants were closed even before the first news 

conference. The USDA took it on the chin, though there was no way they could have 
known what was happening in a small restaurant and bakery chain in California. Calls 
for more regulation of food process echoed from the halls of Congress to the streets 
of every city and small town around the country. The Iron Eagle got his first national 
exposure, and the arguments began as to whether he was hero or villain. In the end, 
the consensus was that he was a vigilante killer who saved lives with his actions, 
which started a new debate on just how far the public trust should extend into law 
enforcement, which started another debate about his actions as in the best interest of 
the public. John and Sara watched all of these things unfold, both knowing that The 
Eagle didn’t care about the common good; he accidently discovered a serial killer, who 
just happened to be feeding his victims to the public. Ryan Skillen was credited with 
having the best CSI team in the country, and his popularity skyrocketed, so he resigned 
six months later and ran for Congress. He would go on to win a seat as an independent.

Steve Hoffman was hailed as a hero as were John and Jim. Steve was offered 
Ryan’s job but refused it. Instead, he was named Head of Behavioral Science of the 
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FBI and took over in Quantico, Virginia and was named Special Liaison and Criminal 
Consultant to the President of the United States. He and Gail married in the summer, 
and she went back to school to study criminology.

John was recognized for his profiling abilities and his investigative skill in the 
Barstow and Marker cases. He was offered several book deals, which he turned down 
to focus on his duties as the new Head of Behavioral Science in the Los Angeles FBI 
office and as Special Assistant to Steve Hoffman at FBI headquarters in Virginia. Sara 
and John married in the fall and took a brief honeymoon in Hawaii before buying a new 
home in Granada Hills overlooking the San Fernando Valley. They kept in touch with 
child protective services regarding Karen, who was back in the system after her failed 
and brutal life with Simon Barstow. They learned that he had adopted her when she 
was only three, and she had been living the nightmare of his torture for eight years of 
her young life. When the story broke, Doctor Emily Morrison-Faber and her husband 
Doctor Nicolas Faber, both close friends of Sara and John, adopted Karen into their 
family, and she became their fourth adopted child. The adoption was completed two 
weeks after Karen’s twelfth birthday. Sara and John became her godparents, and Karen 
got the opportunity to spend a great deal of time with them. She called John her dark 
guardian angel, and the two became very close. John was very protective of Karen. 
Life took on a semblance of normalcy for the first time in a long time for all of them.

Jim O’Brian was hailed as a hero in the events that led up to the discovery of what 
became widely known as the ‘Barstow Feedings.’ He didn’t like the nickname given 
to the case, but he had no control over the media. He was promoted to Captain, but his 
constant bitching about the way the sheriff’s department was run, and his newfound 
celebrity, put Barbara in a position to tell him to shut the fuck up or run for sheriff if he 
wanted to change things. He did as she asked and put up rather than shut up, ran for the 
office of Los Angeles County Sheriff, and won election by a landslide in November. 

There had been a great deal of media surrounding the anniversary of Walter 
Cruthers’ death  because the trustee who had been handling the estate announced that 
Mr. Cruthers had been pronounced dead in the eyes of the law after being missing 
for over a year, which opened his estate to probate.  The media was buzzing when it 
was leaked that there was an heir to the Cruthers estate and fortune. Estimates of his 
fortune moved through the media like lightning. Several economic analysts put his 
holdings, between WEC Medical and his other holdings, in the hundreds of millions. 
The attorneys for the estate released an audited financial report for the SEC because his 
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company was publicly traded and stated that the value of his estate was one hundred 
and fifty billion dollars. The rumor mill churned as to who the mystery heir was. 
Cruthers had no children and no living relatives, but he had left a will, which he had 
revised in the year prior to his death. One news headline read, “Someone Out There Is 
the World’s Newest Billionaire.” The announcement of the heir took on the fever pitch 
of a lottery jackpot. Those in his inner circle believed that the estate was most likely 
left in trust, and his long-time attorney, Howard Cohen, would handle the assets of the 
trust and the goings on of the businesses in that trust. Howard Cohen called a news 
conference for the Monday after the formal declaration of Cruthers’ death to announce 
and introduce the heir.

 

Sara had been working the graveyard shift for one of her ER doctors at Northridge 
Hospital. She had just come off shift and was finishing some reports when her office 
phone buzzed; it was her secretary, Rita, who announced that she had a visitor. It 
was half past nine a.m., and she was wiped out. “Not today, Rita. If it’s a drug rep or 
someone wanting a meeting over hospital policy, please push it off until tomorrow. I 
need some sleep.” “Sara. Mr. Howard Cohen is here to speak with you.” “Oh, what 
now?” she cried out.

Howard walked in, and she invited him to have a seat. “Mr. Cohen, if you’re 
here to serve me with a lawsuit, I just want you to know that I haven’t slept in almost 
forty eight hours, so there’s a good chance you’re going to get slapped.” He started 
laughing as he put his briefcase on his lap. “No, Doctor Swenson. I’m not here to 
serve you with a lawsuit. I’m actually here on business related to the late Walter 
Cruthers.” “Mr. Cohen, I don’t know if you are aware of it or not, but Mr. Cruthers 
and I had a…” She paused, “strained working relationship.” He laughed again. “I am 
quite aware of that; however strained that relationship might have been, Mr. Cruthers 
named you as the heir to his estate.” She sat in stunned silence for a few moments 
and then laughed and said, “If this is your idea of a joke, I assure you I do not see the 
humor.” “It’s no joke, Sara. You are now a very, very wealthy and powerful woman.” 
“I don’t understand. Mr. Cruthers and I didn’t have any relationship whatsoever, Mr. 
Cohen. For the most part, he was the bane of my existence.” “So I have been told 
by Mr. Powers and others who knew of your situation, but, nonetheless, you are the 
named beneficiary of his estate, Doctor Swenson, and you are now the holder of  
all of his personal and business assets, with all of the rights and responsibilities  
that come with them.” 
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She sat back in her chair with a thoughtful look on her face. “This isn’t a joke, 
is it?” “No, Doctor Swenson. It is no joke. I understand from Mr. Powers that you 
have the weekend off. I have a news conference planned for Monday morning at nine 
a.m. to make the announcement and introduce you and your husband to the world.” 
She laughed. “And if I don’t want the inheritance?” “That is your prerogative, 
Doctor Swenson. You can decline the estate, and it will remain in trust, and I will 
oversee it as I have been doing.” He opened his briefcase, took out a manila folder, 
and placed it on her desk. “There are two documents here. One is your acceptance 
of the inheritance and the responsibilities that come with it; the other is a rejection 
of the same. Should you reject the inheritance, you need only sign that form in the 
presence of a notary with me, and you have no responsibilities.” “How much time 
do I have to think about it, Mr. Cohen?” “None…I would have told you sooner, 
but the will and the trust would not allow the release of the information until Mr. 
Cruthers’ death; however, now that he has been officially declared deceased by 
the California court, his estate must transfer to the heir within two business days.” 
“And if I choose not to sign either document?” “Doctor Swenson, you would put 
the investments and the jobs of thousands of people in jeopardy because the estate 
would have to be placed in probate indefinitely, which could bankrupt the entities. 
It is a contingency I have thought about, but I shudder to think of the ramifications 
of that.” “I need to call my husband!” “Don’t let me stop you; I, however, am 
not leaving here today without your signature no matter what you choose.” “But 
you said we need notaries and things like that? I thought you said we have until 
Monday?” “Those people are downstairs waiting for my call. Monday is the day I 
have to make the announcement; today, I need the answer. I have to have it before 
midnight tonight but would prefer to take care of this here and now.” 

Sara picked up the line and asked Rita to get John on the phone. It was a matter 
of seconds, and she had him. “Sweetheart, it’s me!” “John’s voice was bright on the 
other end of the line. “Hi, me. What’s up?” “I need you. I need you here in my office 
now!” She put him on speaker. “Okay…why?” “Mr. Cohen, would you please tell my 
husband what you just told me.” Howard said, “Hi, John, it’s Howard Cohen. How 
are you today?” “I’m doing well, Howard. What brings you to my wife’s office?” 
“In short, John, Dr Swenson is the heir as directed by Walter Cruthers in his will. Mr. 
Cruthers was officially declared deceased two days ago, and this is the first chance 
I have had to speak to Doctor Swenson. Unfortunately, time is of the essence, and 
Doctor Swenson must either accept or decline the inheritance.” “And this must be 
done today?” “Yes, John. I wish I could have spoken to you both sooner, but the will 
forbade it.” “Sara?” “Yes, John.”  “I’m on my way to your office. Sign and accept the 
inheritance.” “But, John!” “Sara, who better to make some good come from the estate 
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of Mr. Cruthers than you?” “Can I wait for you to get here?” “Howard, I’m on my way 
to my truck. I will be there in half an hour. Can you wait for me?” “Of course, John. I 
owe you big for saving Maria Martinez. I will wait for you, sir.” “Sara, hold tight. I’m 
on my way.” John barked out some orders to his secretary on his way out the office 
door. He jumped in his truck and made a quick drive to Northridge Hospital.

He parked and walked in the main entrance. There were several people milling 
about in the hospital lobby, and he knew they weren’t patients. He got to Sara’s office; 
Rita greeted him and sent him in. Howard stood up and reached out his hand to John, 
who shook it and went over to be with Sara. “Okay,” said John, “I don’t want you to 
repeat yourself, so let me just make sure I understand what you’re telling Sara. Walter 
Cruthers left his multibillion dollar estate to her?” Howard smiled. “I see you follow 
the news!” John looked at Sara’s face. “Not really. My office has been charged with 
the investigation into his disappearance, and I and the coroner witnessed the execution 
of his death certificate for the court.” Howard started laughing. “How ironic! Your 
office is investigating the case, and, in the end, you’re the one who killed Cruthers.” 
Sara and John looked at each other. “Come again?” John asked. “A figure of speech. 
It’s just the irony that the husband to the heir is the one who declared Cruthers dead.” 
John said flatly, “It’s just a part of my job, and to be honest I wasn’t very excited  
about it. I asked the U.S. Attorney in Los Angeles to extend us another year on  
the search for Mr. Cruthers.”  

Howard sat back down. “You know, I read over the brief submitted to the court 
by the U.S. Attorney and your declaration. What on earth makes you think that Mr. 
Cruthers might still be alive?” John sat down on the credenza behind Sara’s desk. 
“Mr. Cohen, I’m charged with a duty to turn every stone when a case is presented 
to my office. I’m not convinced that Mr. Cruthers is deceased; he might have had 
some type of psychotic break and might be in an institution somewhere, or perhaps 
he just decided he wanted to disappear. We have had a global manhunt on for him 
over the past year since he went missing.”  Howard crossed his legs in the chair and 
folded his hands in his lap. “John, I have known Walter Cruthers for three decades. 
He and I were the best of friends. I knew him better than anyone … or so I thought. 
Walter is not the type of person to walk away, and he most certainly didn’t have a 
psychotic break. We both know that Mr. Cruthers was a victim of The Iron Eagle. 
There is no way that serial killer would let a brutal killer like Walter Cruthers live. 
We also know that wherever The Eagle placed Mr. Cruthers’ remains, he will never 
be found. I’m a realist, John, and so are you. You had a hunch about Maria Martinez, 
and you exposed one of the most horrific serial killer cases in U.S. history. The Eagle 
didn’t spare the three men who were the living ring leaders in that killing spree. Why 
would he let Cruthers live?” 
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John didn’t have a response. He just leaned on the credenza looking down at the 
folder on Sara’s desk. “It’s contrary to logic, I know, Howard, that Cruthers could still 
be alive. I like to tie up cases cleanly. If someone is dead, I want a body; I need to 
have a cause of death and information on why Cruthers did the things he did.” Howard 
smiled. “You will never get that closure, John. For whatever reason, The Eagle didn’t 
want Cruthers found. We also know that there was evidence missing from the crime 
scene.” “The gap in the photographs of the two known victims?” Howard nodded. 
“How do you know about that? We never released that information to the public?” 
John had a frown on his face. “I’m Walter’s attorney. I would have defended him or 
been a part of his defense team should he ever be tried. I examined the crime scene at 
his Malibu home, which by the way, if you accept the inheritance, Sara, you will own. 

“We have our own team of experts ready to mount a defense for Mr. Cruthers, and 
we have our own conclusions on what happened that day.” “What conclusion would 
that be?” John asked coldly. “Does it really matter, John? Cruthers is dead in the eyes 
of the law. If he ever popped up again, he would be arrested and tried, and I have no 
doubt be found guilty of the murders he allegedly committed. You’re beating a dead 
horse here. Let’s focus on the estate. I need to wrap this up. Lives and jobs are on the 
line.” “If Sara accepts the estate, can she divest herself of all interest in the businesses 
of Cruthers?” “You mean, can she sell off the stocks and bonds and take the money 
and run?” “There is enough baggage that comes with this Cruthers guy. If Sara accepts 
the estate, can she accept it and have the money and assets but no responsibility for the 
day-to-day operations of the business?” 

“That is exactly what I anticipated that Sara would do. Walter is the majority 
shareholder in WEC as well as several other high profile companies. There has been a 
lot of conversation and concern amongst the board members (who don’t know Sara is 
the heir yet) that the heir might come in and upset the apple cart. There are only a few 
directives in Walter’s will that Sara would have to abide by. None of them requires that 
she keep her shares in the companies. She can divest herself, and, in the end, I think 
that would be the best thing for the businesses. They all have long standing officers 
and management teams that will run the businesses better than Sara can, as well as 
long standing boards of directors.” He looked at the bleary eyed Sara and said, “No 
offense.” “None taken.” “There would be a pretty large tax bill in selling her interest 
in the business; however, we have made preliminary calculations, and based on the 
closing price of those stocks today, if Sara liquidates her holdings, her net of the estate 
after taxes would be a hair north of one point three billion dollars.” John and Sara 
were both rocked by that number. “What are the restrictions that Sara would have 
to deal with?” Howard uncrossed his legs and stood up, pointing at the folder on her 
desk. “There is a clause in the will that the details of the will and its bequeathals and 
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instructions can only be disclosed when the heir accepts the estate.” “So, she has to 
sign and accept before we know if Cruthers has placed her in a bad situation?” John 
asked. “If it will put your minds at ease, the few rules of the will shall have little 
impact on Sara. They are really simple no-nonsense things, which I feel Sara would 
like dealing with. I don’t mean to be rude, but I have a conference call meeting with 
the board of directors of all three major public companies of Mr. Cruthers. I have to 
have answers for them, so we need to resolve this to let them know where we stand … 
so, I need a signature one way or the other.” 

John leaned down and whispered into Sara’s ear, “Accept the inheritance. You can 
do a lot of good with that money. Better in your hands than in the hands of a cold 
unfeeling company or law firm.” She nodded. “I accept the estate, Mr. Cohen. Call your 
people in.” She pressed the button on her intercom and told Rita that Mr. Cohen was 
going to be bringing some people up to the office and to please open the conference room 
and make everyone comfortable. Sara paused for a second then asked Howard, “Can I 
ask Martin Powers to join us?” “Of course! I didn’t think that you were going to give 
up on this institution.” She called Marty’s office and asked him to come meet her in the 
conference room. She was quietly listening to his response and said, “I’m certain that 
you are very busy, Marty, but I really think you should be here. It’s very, very important.”  

The whole transaction took ten minutes and Howard did a press release prior 
to his scheduled news conference disclosing the heir to the Cruthers fortune. When 
Marty found out that, in essence, Sara now owned the hospital, he was stunned. 
“Will you be leaving us as a physician?” he asked. She told him no, but that  
she would keep one official piece of WEC for herself; she would purchase  
Northridge Hospital outright.

Once the media release and news conferences were over, Howard did a formal 
reading of the will. It was pretty much boilerplate. Sara could do with the estate anything 
that she saw fit. There was only one catch. The will required that ten percent of the net 
value of the estate be used to set up a not-for-profit foundation for a nationwide charity 
that would provide housing, education, counseling, and rehabilitation for abused women 
and children, as well as rehabilitation services for abusers. The foundation was to be 
named the Walter E. Cruthers Center for Battered and Abused Women and Children. 
Howard laughed when he read that part of the will. He commented to Sara and John that 
Walter must have known deep down that what he was doing was wrong. John didn’t 
see it that way; he saw it as a way to centralize potential victims, so that it would be 
easier for abusers and even killers to window shop for their victims. It was the one part 
of the will that he did not like, but it had to be enacted, which it was. He commented to 
Howard after the reading that what Cruthers did in that part of the will was an insult to 
the memory of every woman he victimized. Howard had no comment.
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It took nearly a year to get the estate worked out, and during that time John and 
Sara visited the Malibu house frequently. Walter owned homes around the world along 
with a vast collection of cars, boats, ships, aircraft, and every toy imaginable. Sara 
became the Chairman of the Board of Northridge Hospital and remained the head of 
the emergency medicine department. John remained at his post at the FBI, and, short 
of having a huge amount of money, life for the two changed little. When the final 
divestments were completed, they made the joint decision to tear down the house in 
Malibu and make it a memorial. Sara also created a memorial and scholarship fund at 
Northridge Hospital in memory of Amber Lynn, and John delivered the first speech at 
the memorial’s dedication ceremony. He was touched by Sara’s desire to remember 
his late wife, and her best friend, in such a tangible way. The time passed quickly, 
and John worked hard on new cases that were coming through his office as well as 
traveling back and forth to meet with Steve at Quantico one week each month. He 
worked crime scene profiling with Steve and trained new agents coming up in the 
academy in profiling serial killers. The Eagle had been quiet for quite a while, and Sara 
asked John at one point through the year if The Eagle was dead. His reply was simple. 
“The Eagle will be dead when I’m dead.” They never discussed it again.

 

Steve invited Jim and John out to Quantico to give a talk on police procedures 
and profiling techniques to his graduating class of new agents. They all met in 
Steve’s office in the Behavioral Science Building on Saturday morning to catch up 
and compare notes on their speeches for that evening’s ceremony. Barbara and Sara 
flew in together on Sara’s private jet. Barbara commented on the ease and comfort of 
traveling privately. Sara explained that she took very few perks from the money that 
she had inherited, but she kept the fleet of aircraft that Cruthers Aviation owned, and 
she and John used them often. Sara told Barbara it was a fast and comfortable way to 
travel, and that she didn’t miss the lines at security or the cramped confines of coach 
air travel. The two women hit it off, and Barbara became like a mother to Sara.

Gail had full security clearance as Steve’s wife, and she met Sara and Barbara’s 
plane when it landed at Quantico MCAF/Turner Airfield at the Quantico Marine 
Corps base. She was standing outside her vehicle when the plane landed, and she 
took the girls back to her home to get ready for the evening’s events. The three 
women formed a bond while comparing their stories. Barbara shared her story 
about the killing of Jill Makin, her lover after Jim, and how the two of them 
ended up together again. Gail talked about her marriage, post life with her ex, and 
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how much she loved and respected Steve. Sara told the story of John and Amber, 
of Amber’s death, and the rekindled love between her and John after years of 
separation. Barbara and Gail spoke of their brush with The Iron Eagle and were 
still telling stories of how polite and gentle he was with them given the situation 
they were placed in. Sara just smiled and listened to the stories and enjoyed having 
the inside understanding of The Eagle in a way they could never know. 

Gail let Steve know that the girls had landed and were at the house with her. 
He passed that on to John and Jim, who were talking about new situations that had 
been arising in LA and about two new serial killer cases that they were working 
on jointly. The events for the evening were set, and the couples enjoyed a nice 
weekend including a visit to Ryan Skillin’s office on Capitol Hill in Washington, 
D.C. When the weekend was over, Sara and John, and Barbara and Jim flew back 
to Los Angles, landing at Van Nuys Airport, and went their separate ways.
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Rome Is Burning
Book Three: The Iron Eagle Series

Prologue

“All is not lost, the unconquerable will, and study of revenge,  
immortal hate, and the courage never to submit or yield.” 

  John Milton, Paradise Lost

“W
ax seals are so rarely used in this day and age,” said Mark Heisman, owner 
and operator of Heisman Stationery in Beverly Hills, California. He was 
wrapping up a special order including a wax sealing stamp and some sealing 

wax as he commented to customer Colleen Bolton. She smiled as he spoke. “Do you 
use this?” he asked. Colleen let out a little laugh. “Do I look like an old lady living in 
the nineteenth century? I hardly think so. This is for my employer; she’s a little old-
fashioned.” There was a twinkle in her emerald green eyes. Mark admired her beauty 
and appreciated her frequent business. He watched her hold a fountain pen that she had 
been admiring. Her hands were delicate and slightly tan like the rest of her body. She 
was dressed in a short red sundress that rode midway between her knees and thighs, 
showing off a fabulous pair of silken tan legs. Her bare arms were without blemish as 
was her face. Her jet black hair and ruby red lips set her eyes ablaze. He desired her 
very much and had told her as much several times. He never dared ask her age; any 
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smart man knows better than that, but he figured her to be near his own age of thirty 
nine. He hopelessly flirted with her whenever she came in, but she never showed any 
interest. He figured she was gay but continued to woo her just the same.

After wrapping her purchase, he said, “It is still hard getting used to someone 
using sealing wax for her correspondence.” Colleen looked up at him and said, “How 
so?” “No matter how one cuts it, Miss, the postal system will certainly ruin the 
integrity of the wax.” “You have no customers that use a wax seal?” she asked. “Oh, 
yes, Ms. Bolton. It is quite common. Not to be insulting, but I find it cliché.” “It’s my 
understanding that it is a family tradition of my employer, so while I don’t personally 
take offense, I do on behalf of my employer.” “My deepest apologies, Ms. Bolton, 
no disrespect was intended. It is still an unusual request.” “Oh?” she asked, now 
listening to him intently. “It just does not fit well into the postal system of the twenty  
first century.” She set the pen down on the glass display case it had come from  
and said, “I like it!”

He was the consummate businessman and salesman, and he agreed with her 
statement. She leaned in close to him, the smell of her perfume wafting up into his 
nostrils encouraging him. “Can I confess something to you?” he said. She smiled 
and nodded. “I have been investigating the seal.” She had a stunned look on her 
face. “Whatever for?” “Please don’t be angry with me. I wanted to impress you with 
what I learned.” Her eyes softened, and she asked in a sultry low voice, “And what 
did you learn?” Her eyes were peering through him, and he was getting engorged by 
her sultry stare. He stumbled on his own words. “Um…um…the wax seal has been 
used for communication with…” She smiled and leaned on her elbow with her chin 
resting on her hand. “With whom, Mr. Heisman?” He was clearly taken and out of 
sorts, and she could see it. “Much to my embarrassment, Ms. Bolton, I don’t recall. 
I believe that I have seen this mark in the newspapers of late. “I don’t know much 
about those things, Mark. I just pick up what my boss orders.” “I meant to ask you 
about that.” “About what?” “Well, you tell me that these are items that your boss 
orders, yet they always come in your name. Why don’t they come in your boss’s 
name?”

She stood up and took out her American Express card to pay for the items. “My 
boss is a celebrity who likes to remain anonymous, so she gives me the instructions, 
and I do her bidding.” He smiled as he took her card to pay for the order. “Yea, I 
understand. I have a lot of famous customers, and a fair amount of them wish to 
remain anonymous; however, I do all of their ordering for them then either deliver 
the goods to them, or they send in an employee to pick them up.” He handed Colleen 
her card and the receipt for her signature. “I will keep trying to remember where I 
have seen that logo before, and I’ll let you know the next time you come in.” 
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There was a copy of the Los Angeles Times next to the register. She could see the 
front page, and right there in front of her was the seal. She looked over at Mark and 
asked, “May I see the paper next to the register?” He was so smitten with the fact that 
she was giving him the time of day that she could have asked for a kidney or lung, 
and he would have agreed. “Oh, yea, sure. Here you go.” She leaned down with the 
paper flipped upside down so that the emblem could not be seen and allowed her large 
breasts to rest on the counter, giving Mark a beautiful view down her dress. Mark 
stood mesmerized as she gave him a full well-lit view of her exquisite triple D bare 
breasts. She pretended to read and then asked, “May I take this with me? I didn’t get 
to read yesterday’s paper.” “Yes…by all means. Please take it. Is there anything else I 
can do for you, Ms. Bolton?” She stood up tall and said, “Yes, Mark. There is. Would 
you be interested in having dinner with me tonight?” He babbled almost incoherently. 
“I’m going to take that as a yes.” He just nodded; he didn’t know what else to do. She 
handed him her business card. “This is my address. Pick me up at seven. I will make 
a reservation for two at the Oak Room on Wilshire. Is that okay with you?” It was 
one of the most expensive restaurants in LA. A meal there with a good bottle of wine 
could set a guy back a grand or more. “Sure…I will pick you up at seven.” “Great.” 
She smiled and leaned over the counter and gave him a kiss on the cheek. “Now, don’t 
be late. You don’t want to keep a lady waiting.” She danced out the front door of his 
store as he stood in dumb silence. “I can’t believe it! It’s going to happen. I’m going to 
get in her pants…WOW…this is turning out to be one of the best days of my life.” He 
looked at the clock, and it was four thirty. He would close things up at five and worry 
about setting up the store in the morning. A dream was about to come true for him, and 
he was not about to be late.

Colleen got back to her house off Beverly. She had inherited a large fortune when 
her parents passed away five years earlier. They were in a tragic car accident, and since 
then she had been trying to get her life on track to figure out what she was going to do 
with the rest of her life. Men, while she loved them, weren’t in the cards. She wasn’t 
going to get taken by any man. She used them for sex and that was it. She dropped 
the bag with the wax and seal on a corner table as she entered her house. Her cat was 
sitting on the dining room table as she passed to go to the kitchen. “I fear Mark knows 
too much, Pablo, or if he doesn’t, he will figure it out sooner rather than later. I’m 
going to dine with him tonight then bring him back here for sex and termination.” Her 
eyes grew cold and the emerald green turned almost ashen. She walked to her closet 
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and got out her favorite black dress. She showered, dressed, and sat at her makeup 
table putting on her face, then went to the study that once was occupied by her father 
and finished writing the notes she had started three days earlier. She had been waiting 
for the seal and wax to arrive, so she could send them out

They were handwritten with a fountain pen in what looked at first blush like 
red ink, but the smell foretold as blood. She addressed the front of each envelope 
and then sealed the back with the wax. Agent Steven Hoffman, FBI; James 
O’Brian, Los Angeles County Sheriff, and Special Agent John Swenson, Behavioral  
Science Unit, FBI Los Angeles. The grandfather clock chimed six forty-five as she 
opened the paper she had asked Mark to give to her. The headline on the front page 
said it all, The Griffith Grinder Strikes Again. The door bell rang, and she smiled and 
headed for the door. 

She invited Mark in and walked him into the study; he was clearly in awe of the 
house. She explained her situation and how she inherited the home. After some chit 
chat, he noticed two shadow boxes on the wall behind the desk in the study. Colleen 
excused herself to pick something up, and he walked over to the desk in her absence to 
admire the units. One box held a Marine Corps dress uniform with a full bird colonel’s 
brass emblems on the shoulders. The second housed multiple ribbons and medals from 
the Marine Corps. The brass placard above the medals surprised him. ‘Presented to 
Colonel Colleen Sondra Bolton for service above and beyond the call of duty: Semper 
Fidelis.’ She stepped back into the room as Mark was looking on at the wall. She 
cleared her throat, and he turned with a start. “I’m sorry, Colleen. The shadow boxes 
caught my attention. Is the Colleen mentioned in this award box you?” She nodded. 
“Yes, Mark. That is my uniform and the medals I earned while in the military.” He 
looked at her with even greater awe. “I would never have guessed you as having 
served.” “I did Mark; did you?” He shook his head. “May I ask why not?” She had a 
look of disapproval on her face, and he feared his honesty might cost him his date.” 
“I went to enlist when I graduated from high school, but I was deemed 4F on account 
of a congenital birth defect in my heart.” He lowered his head in embarrassment. She 
walked over and put her hand on his shoulder. “Don’t hang your head, Mark. You tried. 
It was not your fault that you weren’t able to serve. The fact that you had the courage 
to enlist and be declared 4F shows me that you have great courage.” A smile of relief 
grew across his face. 

“I have to drop some letters off, is that okay?” He was so happy that he didn’t 
care. “Anything you need, Colleen. I’m happy to oblige.” She had Mark take her 
to a nondescript building off Wilshire in Beverly Hills. She asked him to wait for 
her as she went into the building. Inside, she placed each envelope in a mailing 
envelope after sealing them with the self adhesive strips. She slipped them through 
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a small slot in the wall, took off a pair of latex gloves she was wearing, put them in 
her pocket, and left. The building housed a mailing service that provided its clients 
with discreet anonymous mailing services that were untraceable. Once she knew 
her latest correspondence was en route, she rejoined Mark in his car. 

They had a delectable meal, but when the check came Mark thought he would 
have to sell an organ to pay. Colleen promptly pulled out her AMEX and paid the tab. 
He was embarrassed. “You didn’t have to do that,” he said as they drove down Wilshire 
toward her home. “I tell you what…you can make it up to me in my bedroom.” She 
smiled at him as he turned onto Beverly. She invited him to park in her garage, which 
he did. She walked him into her home, arm and arm, and he pressed the button on the 
alarm to his car and it beeped, letting him know it was locked.

John got to the office early after coming back from working with Steve and Jim. 
He was drinking a bottle of water as he went through the mail stacked on his desk. 
He came across an envelope with no return address and opened it and poured the 
contents onto his desk. It landed face down, and he saw the wax seal on the back of the 
envelope. He took out a pair of latex gloves and called Steve and Jim on their office 
lines; both men were at their desks. Steve said it before John could get it out. “The 
Griffith Grinder’s newest note?” Jim and John had not read theirs yet. “I only saw the 
seal,” John said as he held it up to the light with a pair of tweezers. “Well, I’m three 
hours ahead of you, so I will save you the time of reading it. The long and short of it 
is the note says there will be another body left in Griffith Park tonight, and this time 
it says we will see his real wrath.” Jim laughed on the other end of the line. “Like the 
last pile of meat with a cock on top wasn’t enough?” There was a moment of silence, 
and Steve asked John, “So, this is note number three in less than two weeks. What are 
we dealing with?” “This is a serial killer, but she’s different!” They both heard Jim 
clear his throat.  

“Did you just say SHE?” “Yes, Jim. She. The killer is a woman,” John said on the 
other end of the line. “Women aren’t serial killers, John,” Steve said from his office in 
Quantico. “Well, this is a woman, and she is getting a real taste for this. We better be 
careful how we handle this.” “How are we going to catch her?” Jim asked. “That’s a 
question for the ages, Jim. Let’s beef up patrols in Griffith Park; we might get lucky 
if she does it there.” Steve replied, “You two are assuming she hasn’t already killed 
her next victim.” There was silence for a moment, and Jim piped up. “Okay. What the 
fuck, Mr. Wizard? Do you think he’s already dead?” “Yes!” said John. “Well, we are 
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yesterday’s heroes, guys. We live in a society of what have you done for me lately. We 
need a profile, and we need it pronto.” John piped up. “I’ve looked over the first two 
letters that she’s sent, and she’s taunting us, daring us to catch her. She gets bolder in 
each one.” Steve spoke up. “Well, wait until you read this one. She’s even bolder than 
before. She’s advancing to the next level. Now, she’s challenging The Iron Eagle to 
catch her. She says in this letter that she’s hunting him … if it is a she.” 

There were a few moments of silence between the men. “Let me read the letter, 
and I will call you both back. It’s definitely a woman,” John said. “Well, if she wants 
to flush out The Eagle, she’s inviting hell with it,” said Jim. “There’s no way to know 
because we haven’t been talking to the media about this. The media only knows what 
we want them to know, and most of that is information being leaked from within. Does 
anyone here think that she knows who The Eagle is?” Steve asked. “No,” came the 
response from John and Jim simultaneously. “Well, then what the fuck are we dealing 
with?” Steve asked in a pleading voice. “Trouble, Steve. Real serious trouble. We need 
to leak it to the press that she is trying to get to The Eagle,” John said. “Are you out 
of your damn mind? Leak it to the press and The Eagle that a woman is looking to kill 
him?” Steve asked. Jim said, “That’s a hell of a good idea, John. We let The Eagle flush 
her out. He’s not going to kill a woman!” Steve chimed in. “You’re kidding, right Jim? 
The Eagle killed Jill Makin. He doesn’t give a shit what the sex of the killer is. He’s 
going to take it as a challenge and start looking for her, then it’s going to come down 
to who is smarter, faster, and more lethal.”  

John responded. “Steve’s right about everything but his last point.” “Which is?” 
Jim asked. “The Eagle is only going to see it as a challenge to save lives. We have no 
idea who she is.”  “Well, I have a feeling we’re going to see how serious she is in a 
few short hours; you guys better get on it.” “Thanks, Steve. John and I were just going 
to sit back and play chess tonight.” There was no laughter. “Let’s get to work before 
we have another body on our hands.” “We already have another body on our hands; 
we just don’t have it yet. We need to find out what motivates this woman,” said Jim. 
“Leak it, Jim. Let’s give her the same nickname we use in the office.” “Why that name, 
John?” Jim asked. “It will piss her off. We need her angry, so she will slip up, so we 
can catch her before The Eagle does.” 

Steve chimed in. “How do we know The Eagle isn’t already looking for her?” 
“We don’t,” said John. “I have a feeling this fourth victim is but the tip of the iceberg 
of something much larger.” There was a sigh on the other end of the line. “Please don’t 
tell me you think it’s as big as Barstow?” Steve asked. “It’s a whole new world of serial 
killers. Each has to do worse than the last. It’s got to be bigger and better. Stack up 
the body count.” “Jesus Christ, John. You’re not talking about a serial killer anymore; 
you’re talking about a terrorist,” Jim said. “That’s exactly what I’m talking about. This 
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is a game to this woman. She’s pretending to be a serial killer, but I think she’s part of 
something larger, more sinister, and a hell of a lot more dangerous to the public as a 
whole.” “Well, I’m not going to start issuing security briefings to the president based 
on four letters from a woman,” Steve said with sarcasm in his voice. 

“You better get ready to Steve. If one of us doesn’t get to her first …” John 
replied. “One of us who?” Jim asked. “The FBI, the police, or The Eagle.” “Jesus, 
John. You’re lumping The Eagle in with the validity of law enforcement? Those 
words better never reach beyond the three of us. The Iron Eagle is a vigilante 
killer, plain and simple. He’s not a good guy! He’s a criminal, no different from 
the people he’s killed,” Steve said, now completely angry. “There’s a difference 
between The Eagle and those he’s killed, and you know it,” Jim said. “This 
conversation is over. Do what you need to with the park. John, you have the ball 
here. If you think this is the start of something that could deal a blow to national 
security and you can validate it, get it to me ASAP. We can’t put every resource 
into this yet, but I will see if I can get a couple of trainees working on Internet and 
phone chatter. Jim, you leak it through your office as discussed, and, John, find 
out just what the hell we’re dealing with.” Steve hung up the phone and shook his 
head. “What the fuck is the world coming to?” He didn’t realize it, but he had the 
line on speaker, and the line was still open. “An end if we’re not diligent, Steve. 
An end,” John said as the line went dead.

“Mark…Mark…” He was nodding in and out; his wrists were aching, but 
he wasn’t sure why. “Did you have fun having sex with me, Mark?” He knew 
who was speaking, but he couldn’t feel the ground.  He opened his eyes and saw 
Colleen below him; he was hanging, nude, in the air by his wrists. He started to get 
his bearings. His vision was blurry, but as it improved he was able to see that the 
walls around him were one giant map. He looked closer, and there were markings 
on the map, arrows pointing in different directions, flames in several parts, and 
depictions of explosions in others. “What are you doing to me, Colleen? What’s 
happening?”  “Look at it, Mark. Look at the walls and the map; we’re going to 
make it happen!” He looked around him. “Who’s going to make what happen?” 
“Oh…I wish I could explain it all to you, but it’s too complex. I’m going to do it 
with the help of The Iron Eagle.” He shook his head. “The serial killer?” “Yes…
it’s going to be beautiful. A whole city burning in blessed hell fire set in motion by 
me, those who serve me, and with The Eagle at my side.” 
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“Why are you hurting me?” “You’re a means to an end, Mark; you’re just a 
means to an end. You’ve seen too much. I must dispatch you; it’s nothing personal. 
You were wonderful in bed.” He struggled against the ropes that held his wrists, 
and as he did he heard the sound of a motor starting beneath his feet. He looked 
down as best he could, and he saw blades circling beneath him.  “What are you 
doing to me?” “Do you like hamburger, Mark? That’s what I’m doing to you … 
making Markburger.” He heard a clinking noise, and he began to feel his body 
lowering toward the blades. “Oh, God! What are you doing, Colleen? What did I 
do to you?” His feet were inches from the blades when she said, “You fucked me, 
Mark, and you enjoyed it. Now, you have to keep your part of the deal and help 
me get The Eagle’s attention.” His feet hit the blades, and he began to scream. 
Colleen watched and listened as the blood curdling screams continued, and Mark’s 
body was slowly lowered into the industrial meat grinder. The blood and ground 
Markburger were coming out of the bottom of the grinder; he was still screaming 
as the unit slowly pulled his body into the blades until they reached his ribs, and 
he could scream no more. The blood began pouring out of his mouth as his body 
was consumed by the machine until there was nothing but a pair of hands tied in 
a prayer hold, palm to palm. She stopped the machine. “I will leave these with the 
burger. They will know who you are by the finger prints. This will bring forth The 
Iron Eagle, and we will be one in the carnage!”
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