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The victors are kings,

	the vanquished bandits.

	 

	(China)

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Prologue

	 

	 

	No, they hadn’t had a normal childhood ... 
 
Carol Donewell-Vanhoven, a young woman in her early twenties, chewed on her pen as she recalled the events. Stuff that would make a great novel or, better, a thriller. That's what she was doing. Writing down what had happened. 

	What would be the starting point? This would be a bizarre story, no doubt! How should she begin? Was the fact that her parents were emigrants important to her story? Oh well, it was perhaps an explanation for her knowledge of the Dutch language, but of little importance. No need to include that. The early years of her childhood? Well, little happened. It started when she was about nine years old. 

	 

	 "When I was nine years old, my parents were murdered in cold blood by a man who was mentally disturbed.”

	 

	There it was! What an opening line! That’s when her turbulent life began. 

	 

	"The motive for the murder of my parents was revenge. The day before, my father had arrested a man. For whatever reason, he, this deranged man, wanted revenge. At least that was what my older brothers thought, as I later learned from them. From that moment on, we lived like fugitives, and we had no idea what was happening. Undoubtedly, my parents' murder had become a serious threat not only to us, but to many other people. Before he could harm us, we had to leave our house immediately with the help of the police. A few days later, we also had to leave our home in San Francisco, where we were living. We got help from WitSec. WitSec is the FBI's witness protection program." 

	 

	Well, that was pretty much the crux of what happened. At the time, her father had been handling all sorts of things over the phone at home following the arrest of this man. He wanted to know about the man so he ordered background checks. He had also ordered people close to him to be investigated. From a young age, it became clear to her that her father would never bring home the work he did. As much as possible, he kept work and home separate. It had always remained a mystery why he had done otherwise that day. Maybe he had suddenly remembered something that morning. Something that couldn't wait until his next shift. The "why" was never going to be answered. But they were all aware that their father's behavior had been out of character. Her father had spoken about the events surrounding the arrest. Events, names and facts that did not concern them as a family. Matters that belonged at the police station where he worked as a detective. Apparently, from that moment on, they were in great danger. Carol had not had a clue as to what was going on. She felt a certain kind of anxiety that had then taken possession of her family. Steven and Jamey, her eldest brothers, suddenly acted differently. It was as if a veil of anxiety had been cast over them from that very moment on. A veil that later that day, when her parents had been murdered, turned into a leaden curtain. She had seen them get murdered with her own eyes. It was an image that she never seemed to be able to get out of her mind. Her mother and father had gotten into the car to go visit some friends, Carol remembered. It was a Sunday afternoon. She had waved them off from the front door. Her mother had waved and said something to Steven, standing beside her, about dinner. Then she had gotten into the car and her father had put the keys to the car in the ignition. The bang that followed when he turned the key was enormous. The car was lifted. It landed on the ground a few feet away, burning. All of the windows in the neighborhood had been shattered. She had stood there as if petrified until Steven had pushed her into the house. 

	 

	Carol shook her head, not wanting to think about that now. The realization that they would have to leave their home immediately had not dawned on her at the time of the attack. It was not until later that afternoon that her siblings learned that, in addition to the murder of their parents, there had also been an attack on the police station where their father was an officer. The detained man, who turned out to be targeted, had been murdered in cold blood. The officers present at the station were also killed. The likelihood that the assailant was also the one who had killed her parents was immediately considered to be very plausible. After all, her father had been a police officer at the station, and he had been the one who had made the arrest. 

	Immediately thereafter, Carol and her brothers were under orders to leave their home immediately. They had to leave to be safe. Who knows? Maybe the murder of their parents would not stop there and they were next in line. 

	Outside the police station, the killer had left a message on the wall: 

	 

	Nobody messes with Robert Dayle! 

	 

	It was completely unknown who this Robert Dayle was. He was not recorded anywhere, and there was no CCTV footage that clearly showed him. He was smart enough to make sure that he stayed as invisible as he possibly could. Carol and her brothers had to leave in a hurry. The time to grieve would come later; now they had to act. They had a short stay at a safe house: a place where they could temporarily hide while the police were investigating who their parents' killer was and what his motive was. 

	But Robert Dayle was untraceable. It seemed as if he had simply vanished from the face of the earth. It soon became clear that everyone who had dealt with him was in danger or dead. It was no longer possible for the Vanhovens to stay in the safe house, and it was decided that for their own safety they would have to live somewhere else. The eldest brothers made Carol and her slightly older brother, Vincent vow that, first and foremost, they would do as they were told, without asking. If an adult came to them and said "Berendje Kleinsma," they were supposed to go with that person without question. They were not allowed to refuse to go or to ask any questions. They were to simply pretend that was normal and go. How many times had their mother told them never to do that, no matter what their promises were. Now they were going to have to, and Carol knew that it was important to listen without questioning. 

	"I had just returned to school for a few days, a different school from the one I had first gone to, in a different city. My teacher told me that I had to go out into the hallway during the school day, during class. She had no idea why. There was a nice lady standing in the hallway, and the first thing she asked me was if I was Carol. She told me to come with her, but I hesitated despite my promise. My name alone was not enough to convince me to go. I had been told not to talk to strangers by Steven, my oldest brother. Only if someone came up to me and said "Berendje Kleinsma", would I agreed to listen. Then it was okay. I had to go, no matter what. And that is how it was on that particular day. A lady dressed in what I imagined to be "official clothes" came to me and told me to listen to her very carefully. As soon as she called out that strange name, I knew that it was good. That no matter how scared I was, I could trust her. She told me that we were going to go on a trip and that everything was going to be all right. I wasn't allowed to go home, not even to pack my stuff. I wasn't even allowed to go back to class because she didn't want anyone to know that I was leaving. She promised me that everything would be fine. It was an exciting adventure. But I was scared. Before I knew it, we were on an airplane. Now I know that the time frame in these situations should be as short as possible to prevent anything from going wrong. But, of course, I didn't know then. I didn't know exactly what was going to happen to me and I was very scared. Vincent was not with me, and my older brothers were also nowhere to be found. But, I knew the importance of listening. Steven, Jamey and Robin had said it repeatedly. So I did what I was told to do. We flew for hours. When we finally landed, I saw on the signs that we were in New York. The lady took me in a cab and we went to an old warehouse. A kind of living room had been set up for us, with all kinds of different furniture. Fortunately, I was also able to see some of my things from back home as well. To my great relief, all my brothers were there, as well as my father's boss. I knew him well because he had been to our house so many times. He was anxious to be part of our journey. To make it a little less painful, he had brought me a puppy. But, I still didn't understand. How could I have known that we had officially entered witness protection then? How could I have imagined, at the age of nine, that there would be a day when I wouldn't be safe? I didn't understand why we had left home. What were we doing here in this warehouse? Why had Steven taken all of my stuffed animals, all of my clothes, and all the pictures from our home? When would we go back to our home, our hometown? It was only later that I began to realize that it had been an escape, and that we had to live here to be safe." 

	 

	Carol chewed the back of her pen again. She brushed her blonde, medium-length hair back behind her ears with a quick flick of her hand; a gesture she always made when she felt uncomfortable. She felt it again, that dizzying fear all over again. How often had she experienced that? She remembered sitting on that odd sofa with Steven and Jamey, her oldest brothers, facing her. They had told her very gently, why they had left home. She realized that they would never be able to go back to San Francisco. Realizing that everything was going to be different forever made her cry, too. Who was going to come and take care of them? Would anyone even notice they were gone? Would anyone even care? 

	 

	“We were young, we were strong, and most of all we were resilient. We could make it in a new life. For a bunch of teenagers without parents, we did pretty well. The two eldest worked during the day. We, the three youngest, went to school. It was a strange situation. We still missed our parents very much. In the absence of our parents, Steven would have to discuss our progress during parent meetings at school. Robin, my older brother, also joined the police a few months later. Apparently, my father's boss had been able to arrange all this. Vincent and I still had to go to school. We spent most of our time having fun together, but tried to have time alone, too. Steven and Jamey did everything they could to make sure that our lives were as normal as possible and that we had friends and acquaintances over to visit us. Soon we met many new people. And we made new friends. Our "old" life started to fade into the background. Of course, we were careful about our past and our parents. In our stories, we made up a nicer version of the past. We never told what really happened to our parents. This was one of the things we agreed to do to get protection. Our story was that our parents had an accident, and that was enough. We could not risk anyone knowing what had happened in the past and why we suddenly weren't living in San Francisco anymore. Steven couldn't stress this point enough. Even though we had moved across the country, we were never sure if we ever would feel safe again." 

	 

	That was how it was for them. Safety was never guaranteed. Even though she didn't understand a word of it, she still had a clear memory of what had been said that morning, the morning before her parents' murder. Her father was on the phone with his colleague at the police station, asking for information about the man who was under arrest. He wanted to know more about the man's family background. She heard her father say something about someone being wrong. It wasn't clear to her. Did that person do something wrong? Had that person been wrong? She had been too young to be able to understand. Her father had called a co-worker that morning and given him names of individuals with whom this detainee had been involved. He had mentioned an apparently important address: 401 Parnassus Avenue. Her father had mentioned that address several times. He had also mentioned an Anna and a Daisy a number of times. Carol had two classmates with those names. That had piqued her interest. The story he told about these women hadn't gotten through to her. They were not the girls in her class, as she had quickly come to understand. But she had secretly continued to listen because her father had done something that morning that he had never done before. He never ever called his colleagues from their home about something that had happened at work. Her father had said he was schizophrenic, but Carol didn't know what that meant. It had to have something to do with the man who had been arrested. 

	The consequences of the man’s arrest had apparently been very horrible. Someone had arranged his murder at the Richmond police station shortly after her parents' murder. The assassin had entered the station unnoticed, and made his way to the cells. Moments later, with total disregard for his own safety, the killer had thrown a hand grenade into the cells. As he fled, seconds before the grenade went off, he had tossed a second into the office. By the time the second grenade had exploded, he had already escaped. He was able to get away without anyone being able to grab him. 

	He still had the nerve to spray-paint a statement of his own on the wall at the side of the building: 

	 

	Nobody messes with Robert Dayle! 

	 

	Most of her father's co-workers, including the co-worker with whom her father had consulted on the phone, were killed almost instantly. All of this happened just a few hours after the murder of her parents. 

	 

	Once they were away from San Francisco, they lived a good life, but one of uncertainty and fear. They were haunted by the name ‘Dayle’. What the person behind that name was going to do to them was a mystery to them. Was he looking for them? Was he close to finding them? Or had he forgotten all about them? But the biggest question was why? Why had he killed this particular prisoner and why her parents just before that? The officers who had been shot were, roughly speaking, collateral damage. No one had been able to answer these questions. Their father and his colleagues would have known the answer to that question, but they had not gotten around to writing it down in a report. 

	As the years passed, the fear of being followed or watched slowly faded. Their insecurities began to diminish. They stopped looking over their shoulders. The future looked bright. 

	Until ...

	 

	 

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	CHAPTER 1

	NEW YORK, 1985

	 

	 

	Carol Donewell - Vanhoven sat in a rocking chair in the porch of her home on the Sydney coast. The sun was shining brightly. For the first time in a long time, she felt good. After all that they had been through as a family, peace seemed to have returned to them. The call she had just received made all the unhappiness of the last years worthwhile. And so she had just decided that she needed to write it all down.

	The story of her life. How had they gotten to this point, what had they experienced, how had they reunited? It was going to be a story in which she would try to articulate that it had not been just a miserable existence. The love they had for each other had been the most important thing. That had given them the courage to go on. Faith in each other, concern for one another. No matter how hopeless the situation seemed, with love in the heart everything could be overcome.

	No matter how much they tried to separate them, they had not succeeded. They were together again. They had fought and won. The criminal was history.

	She had already taken a large notebook and written down some points. The prologue. Short and to the point. But that was enough. Not everything had to be on paper. It would be too complicated. Her thoughts drifted back. Back to the time after they had moved to New York and it had seemed that growing up together was over forever. How, from one day to the next, they had begun to lead completely different lives. When, for the first time in their lives, they were on their own. 

	It was Sunday, June 23, 1985, in New York.

	The attack on their brothers was the beginning of the misery they were to face. Although they all knew that something could happen at any time, the unexpectedness of the event made it even more shocking. They had tried to be prepared; ready for anything. They had never imagined this. 

	Of course, having her parents murdered had been terrible, horrible. But she had been much younger then. She hadn’t fully understood it all. 

	They had more or less managed to pick up their lives again after the death of their parents. Until that one day. She remembered so well how it had all started. Her thoughts drifted back to that time.

	 

	‘Stop being so nervous!’ Carol Vanhoven, a fifteen-year-old girl with long blond hair and glasses, smiled at her oldest brother Steven and threw a pillow at his head.

	By one of the three large windows in the living room, Carol sat in the sunshine on the windowsill. This ledge was her special place in the room, and it was lavishly furnished with small cushions, which, it turned out, were also good for throwing around.

	Throwing the pillow back, Steven laughed at her actions. Seeing this as a chance to play Dodge, the dog, joined in. Steven started playing with the dog, who became more and more desperate and barked.

	Sssst!' Carol hissed at both the dog and Steven, nodding her head in the direction of her youngest brother's bedroom. ‘Think of Vincent and don't drive this dog mad. Not everyone is up yet! And please calm down! Dodge and you are pretty hyper today!’

	‘Just wait ‘til we get back. We'll be even worse!' Steven predicted. He was referring to the victory 'their' baseball team would undoubtedly achieve. 

	‘I'll be sleeping when you finish celebrating, and I want you to be calm,’ Carol giggled. She hoped everyone would remember that they had to get back to work the next day. She had seen days like this before, when there was yet another game to be played and the whole town seemed to be losing its mind.

	 

	This day had begun like any other Sunday, except for the excitement of Steven and his younger brothers, Jamey and Robin. Today was THE game of THE New York Yankees team, and Steven had managed to get his hands on three tickets. They, some of Steven and Robin's coworkers and, of course, all the members of Steven and Jamey's baseball team, were going together to the game that was going to start late in the afternoon. After that, there would be a big victory celebration, because their winning was taken for granted. 

	‘Is Vincent going to come with us?' Robin wanted to know, but Carol was already shaking her head.

	Vincent had made it clear the day before that he didn't feel like going with them. They knew that he had been working at a big party the night before. Vincent had provided the music and made it an absolute blast with colleagues and friends on Coney Island. The boys realized that Vincent had come home late, or rather early in the morning before breakfast, so he wasn’t likely to appear for breakfast.

	Carol herself had decided to settle down in the sunniest corner of the room with an exciting book and was not in the mood to join them. Luckily, this was possible, because Sunday was the only day when everyone was free to do whatever he or she felt like doing.

	New York had taken some getting used to for the Vanhovens, mainly because of the different climate. San Francisco had always had fairly stable weather, with winters that were not too cold and summers that were nice. New York had harsh winters and hot summers. To see real snow for the first time had been fantastic. The many possibilities of her new hometown distracted her.

	This made mourning her parents’ death and her sudden relocation seem a little less important.

	 

	They were very lucky with their housing. It was a very old apartment between Little Italy and Tribeca that they did a lot of renovations on together. The apartment they lived in was part of a large warehouse. The top floor of the warehouse had been bought by a real estate agent who had turned it into an apartment. He then rented out the apartment to the Vanhovens. Hughy King, Steven and Robin's employer at the time, had made this rental possible. Of course, WitSec would have been able to arrange this in advance with one of their contacts.

	They had had to do a lot of work on the place over the years, but they had enjoyed doing it. It was to their liking now. There was room for everyone, so everyone had their privacy. In the meantime, the floors below had also been renovated by other real estate agents and sold to young artists.

	 

	The location of the property was convenient for all of them, as Steven and Robin were police officers in the 6th precinct in Manhattan, just above their neighborhood. They’d gotten their posting with Hughy King's help and they enjoyed working there for many years.

	Carol’s thoughts drifted away from her book as she thought about the years that lay behind them. Years in which they had had to prove themselves in a town that they didn't know at all. To people who still seemed to have a mentality that was quite different from the one they’d been used to in San Francisco.

	At first, they had missed their home environment terribly. But, over time, little by little, the conversations became more relaxed and there were fewer and fewer questions. 

	Gradually, piece by piece, Carol learned more about her past. Her brothers explained to her why they had left San Francisco. The real reason. One that she had only just fully come to understand.

	What had led to the fact that her own life had been in danger? That still might be? That was something nobody dared to think about. Something that had never been spoken out loud. There had never been a sighting of Dayle, and there had never been word of him again. 

	Had it really been necessary to be on the run? This uncertainty had banished the uninhibited spontaneity out of their lives for good. 

	They were living a fairly carefree life now, but there was always a sense of restlessness in them. 

	A pitiful fear of the unknown, of THE unknown. 

	Panicking when one of them was not home on time.

	Feeling like they were always looking over their shoulders, never knowing what to look for. 

	But they had gotten through it. They were still getting through it, even if it wasn't always easy.

	 

	Carol thought about her family:

	Steven, the one who was responsible, who looked after them like a father. Driven, athletic, humorous, and yet a little suspicious was the best way to describe him. Optimistic, but at times a little reserved, because they had been through too much already.

	 

	Jamey, the serious one, the one who paid the most attention to how he looked and made sure his room was always neat and tidy, had spent several years working on the Wall Street Stock Exchange, just as he had been promised. He was now an experienced broker after much study and experience, but still studied often and a lot to keep up to date.

	 

	Robin, the family athlete, had shown in previous years that he was passionate about his profession and wanted to advance in life. He had worked his way up from trainee to policeman incredibly quickly.

	 

	And then there was Vincent, the musician. He was the youngest, the rowdiest, the most cocky. After graduation, he had gone to work at a small recording studio in SoHo, also not too far from home. There he worked as a sound engineer and was well liked by his colleagues and the artists. His personal touch on a recording had helped many a band get a hit. Still, he cherished the dream of becoming a pop artist, even though he knew it would be too dangerous for him and his family. Once his name became known, their address could be traced in a heartbeat, and that could be their death sentence.

	 

	With both feet firmly on the ground, Carol had grown into a teenager. With her background, she had a great deal of wisdom about life, and that helped her get through the difficult moments that she experienced from time to time. But sometimes she yearned for a mother to talk to. Fortunately, there were mothers of friends to whom she could turn, and there were also a few teachers who had a soft spot for this girl who had grown up without her parents.

	She would have to spend two more years in a school not far from her home. Her desire was to go to college. But that was not going to happen for now. Thinking far ahead was not in her nature anymore.

	 

	The five of them were all pretty much the same, which made the atmosphere in the house a lot better. Sure, there were arguments from time to time, especially between Jamey and Vincent, and there could still be some clashes. Robin and Steven were a bit more patient and had more understanding for each other. Vincent loved to play rough and Jamey was calmer.

	Having lived in New York for several years, they had once tentatively dared to believe that the great danger of finding out about them had passed. They continued to be cautious about the new people around them and about situations in which anything at all about their past might come up in any way. Phone numbers were almost never exchanged. Outside of their regular circle of friends, hardly anyone came to their apartment. For Vincent, the rule remained that he was not allowed to do anything in public under any circumstances, because the risk of being recognized would be too great.

	 

	None of the five was aware of the fact that they had been being watched very closely for several months. They had been tracked down by the Great Invisible, Robert Dayle. He obviously knew who they were, and that they probably knew what their father had discovered about the arrested man. He must have had the Vanhovens' phone tapped as soon as he realized that person had been arrested. 

	This also meant that no time had been lost in having the car in which their parents had been riding blown up. Every move they made the day after the murder, every conversation they had in the house, Robert Dayle overheard. 

	All the furniture had been left in the house. Therefore, the devices had not gone with them to New York. They were discovered later by detectives who searched the house after the Vanhovens were killed. 

	A conversation that Jamey had with Steven about what to do next had not taken place in their home, but in the basement, where there were no listening devices.

	As a result, until recently, Robert and his associates had no idea where the Vanhovens had gone.

	 

	Robert Dayle was a tall, thin man with a cold, ice-cold, stare, deep-set eyes, and black stubble that made his expression hard to read. He had insidiously approached one of her father's last remaining colleagues. A female colleague who feared she would die if she did not comply with what he demanded. Despite all the training she’d had and even though she knew that the children in question were the children of her former colleague, she told him what he wanted to know. She had told Robert more than she should have. She knew a few things about the case - fortunately, only in outline. She knew that the Vanhovens were in Manhattan, but she had no idea where they where or how they’d gotten there. By keeping her alive, but putting her under intense pressure, Robert was able to prevent others from learning about the leak. To make sure she would never cross him again, he killed her a few days later. The promise he had made to her to keep her alive was of no value to him at all. He didn't give a damn about humans. Most of them were liars, he was convinced.

	Robert knew plenty. The rest would fall into place now that he knew which town and even which district to look in. He wanted to prepare personally. He wanted to make sure they were in New York. The rest would be done by someone else. To eliminate any chance of discovery he had decided never to get his hands dirty again. A decision he later changed.

	After several weeks of watching and searching, he literally bumped into Steven. He looked, immediately recognizing him, and hurriedly excused himself.

	Steven took no notice and continued on his way, unaware of the danger that was right in front of him. For a moment, however, he was confused by the look in the eyes of the man who had just bumped into him. It was a strange look. It was cold, but almost lustful. And indeed, Robert was almost ecstatic. He had followed Steven to his house without anyone noticing and so, by a lucky coincidence for him, he had found out what he needed to know.

	 

	Now the most difficult, but above all the most satisfying of all the things he had been working towards was coming up for him: the assassination. Of course, by now he had committed and commissioned numerous murders. Of course, most of his pursuits tended towards crime. But this one went much further than that. With so much police involvement around this family, he was entering a hornet's nest. He got tremendous thrill out of doing that and knowing that he’d been so close to getting caught, that he still might be caught. He would never be released if that happened. He knew that paying for killing so many would undoubtedly result in the death penalty. That was why this gave him such pleasure. This was playing with fire. The extra dimension he had to find each time to feel good. More difficult, more complex, more dangerous. It made him crazy but it felt so good.

	 

	Over the next few days, he made sure to get a picture of what the five were doing and where they were during the day. A key place was the garage, which housed Vincent's bike and Steven's car. This was a suitable location for the attack.

	Robert had already learned that none of the four ever went to the garage alone, which increased the chances of succeeding. Meanwhile, he had already given the order for the assassination . Now he waited for the news that it had happened. To make sure that the assassination would be carried out, the reward he had promised was more than enough.

	 

	It wasn't until mid-afternoon, just before the brothers left for the game, that Vincent's bedroom door finally opened. With a still sleepy face, he entered the living room. His hair was a bit disheveled, but he was already fully dressed in his normal outfit: black jeans, a gray shirt, and black boots. A strange but attractive contrast to his naturally blonde hair.

	'Good afternoon,' Carol teased him, even though she could already tell that he was not in the best of moods. 'Got a headache after last night?’

	Vincent mumbled something unintelligible, patted Dodge's head, and went into the kitchen to make coffee.

	The enthusiasm of his brothers was a little too much: their noise had woken him up. In fact, he had a headache and was not feeling well. Something was bothering him from the night before, a face that he had seen in a flash of light that had, as it were, caught him by surprise. A look that had stayed on him for too long. So long that it could no longer be considered casual eye contact. It was only a split second, and he never saw the man again the rest of the evening but, the excitement had been set in motion.

	And on this Sunday, Vincent was restless. Perhaps unconsciously aware that something was about to happen, he could not find peace.

	As they left, the atmosphere among the other three was exuberant. It irritated Vincent immensely. Was he the only one who felt that something had changed? It irritated him even more that they were completely unwilling to listen to him when he asked them to be careful, to look around, to pay attention.

	 

	They continued to walk towards the alley where the garage was located, not feeling threatened at all. Not even when they heard a car approach. It was an alley, admittedly in a less than desirable area, but that was why the garage was so cheap.

	The first suspicion came when the car seemed to slow down and Robin looked aside to see why. Almost immediately, the barrel of an automatic pistol was pointed at him, and bullets flew. Robin, who was right in the line of fire, was hit by the first bullets. The next one to be hit, immediately after that, was Steven, who was too stunned to jump away and took a bullet right in the chest. As the driver of the car accelerated, the gunman fired another round, and as he watched Jamey go down as well, he knew he’d completed his assignment.

	This would be another New York drive-by shooting.

	It was an everyday occurrence. But for a family that had already suffered so many setbacks, it was a tragic event with very serious consequences.

	 

	It must have been late afternoon, during the intermission, Vincent calculated later, when the phone rang.

	It was Nick, one of Jamey and Steven's friends. A very surprised Carol answered the phone.

	‘Home? What do you mean? They're with you, aren't they?' she asked.

	‘No, they were supposed to be here before the game. We were supposed to go in together, but we didn't see them and thought maybe they forgot,' Nick laughed, knowing better.

	‘Could they be sitting in another box?’ asked Carol, but an overwhelming sense of unease had already hit. They sat in the same box each game they went to. 

	Lodge Box 484, on the right side of the field, in the center. That had been their regular seat for years. 

	‘Maybe they took the subway and you missed them?’

	Nick found her answer good enough and went back to watching the game. They would still meet.

	But Carol was far from reassured. She knew that Jamey had tickets for a particular section. The possibility of them sitting anywhere else was slim. When she told Vincent, he was shocked and kicked a chair as hard as he could.

	‘Believe me. There is a reason I am so fired up today. There must be something going on,' he growled, running his hands through his hair in despair. He was about to panic, but he couldn't allow that to happen. Not now, not until he knew for sure what was happening. He had to act now, see if his worst fear had become reality. Had he been so wrong last night, or was the alarm system in his brain still working as sharply as on the first day?

	He quickly put on his coat and went to see if the car was still in their garage.

	Carol wanted to go with him, but Vincent told her to stay home to answer the phone in case anyone called. She asked him to bring the dog for protection, but he wouldn't.

	 

	He left, walking quickly. The closer he got to the garage, the less comfortable he became. The neighborhood was not the best. There were a lot of bad people walking around here. The agreement was that he would never go to the garage on his own, but now there was no other way.

	Just before he turned into the next street, he heard the sound of sirens in the distance. A moment later, he heard more emergency services arriving and shooting into the alley right in front of him. Flashing lights indicated that the police were already there. Again, he felt the panic.

	A piece of paper whirled at his feet and he saw that it was a ticket. Something had actually happened! He ran into the alley and immediately saw that his brothers were lying there. He wanted to run to them, but he was stopped by a police officer, who pointed out the police tape. Vincent growled at him, telling him that they were his brothers. The officer could tell by the panic on his face that Vincent was telling the truth, and he let him through. Vincent knelt beside Robin and then looked over at Steven. He immediately saw that they were both badly hurt.

	A moment later he tried to get to Jamey next to the paramedics, and for a moment he sighed with relief. Jamey was already lying on the gurney. He seemed to be hurt only in his shoulder. The moment Vincent touched him, he came to.

	‘He found us,' he whispered, barely understandable. ‘Don't let anyone know we're still alive.’

	 

	One of the paramedics shoved Vincent aside, warning him that he would be obstructing them. Jamey raised his hand, gesturing Vincent to come closer. ‘Vince, this is important, don't let anyone know what happened, I have to take care of something ...’ he whispered.

	‘Calm down, calm down,’ Vincent tried to soothe him and pushed him back down. ‘You are wrong, this can't be! This must have been gang-related! It's a coincidence this happened. This happens here every day, Jamey, it was a coincidence ... It's probably not what you think!’ There was no way in his mind that Jamey could have been right.

	Jamey did all he could to regain his composure, once again pleading for the attack to be kept under wraps. Finally, slumping backwards on the gurney, he slipped into deep unconsciousness.

	The doctor, busy with Jamey, once again told Vincent to move out of the way and began to wheel the gurney into the waiting ambulance with an EMT. Vincent thought quickly. What did Jamey want? What if he was right? Then what? Slowly, he began to realize what Jamey was talking about. Once, long ago, they had discussed this possibility.

	What would happen if they were ever found by someone who knew them back in San Francisco? Or this man Dayle? What would this Dayle have in mind for them?

	He calmed down a little as a plan began to form. He spotted the senior doctor by the ambulance and went over to him. Vincent explained to the doctor what needed to be done. Not all three of them to the same hospital, no publicity or outward information about the shooting to the newspapers, and most of all, no statements were to be made about the condition of Robin and Steven.

	The doctor, now in the ambulance with Jamey, found Vincent’s instructions odd and began to ask questions.

	Sweating, Vincent began to explain what had happened and finished by saying that it would undoubtedly happen again if it became known that all three had survived - so far.
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