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Events in our lives often shape how we live and think. Those events also often times 

shape who we trust or become friends with or whether we live the rest of our lives in fear or not. 

Such was the case with me on August 29, 1989 when a master criminal known as the Alphabet 

terrorist broke into my house and killed my grandparents. My grandparents were my last known 

living relatives at the time and after their deaths I was sent away to several different foster 

homes.  

Those years when I kept moving to different foster homes were completely miserable. 

Most of the people in England and Scotland heard about what happened to me and my 

grandparents as both my grandfather and grandmother had been well respected and known. As 

bad as the news about my grandparents’ deaths were to me, and after constantly hearing people 

talk about me made me even more miserable, it was the news that I had been raped by the 

Alphabet terrorist and his thugs that devastated me more. It was more devastating not in that 

people knew about the sexual assault in it of itself but because people found different ways to 

blame me for the assault instead of blaming the Lord of Crime.  

All my life I wanted nothing more than to be like everyone else. I wanted a good 

boyfriend, good friends and the ability to hand out and socialize. When the lord of crime and his 

thugs attacked me not only did they steal my innocence, which was bad enough, but their assault 

on me also ruined my reputation in the schools attended. At one time I had been one of the most 

sought out girls in the schools. I had many boys come up to me, give me their numbers and even 

ask me out. I was flattered though I knew my grandfather would never likely have approved any 

of them.  

After the rape, my reputation in the school went down the drain. Boys would no longer 

eye me as they once had. Girls would whisper amongst each other and spread rumors that I had 

in fact asked to be raped. There was nothing further than the truth. I even tried to convince them 

that I did not ask to be raped and in fact I had pleaded with the Lord of Crime not to. He 

proceeded to rape me anyway. As bad as that night was nothing would prepare me for what was 

going to happen next. Watching the girls spread rumors about me, calling me names I am not 

going to write here and help ruin my reputation and watching the boys shun me made me feel 

like I was getting raped all over again nonstop.  

It was widely known that the Alphabet terrorist committed his crimes against people in 

alphabetical order starting with the first letter in their first name but most people like myself then 

thought he chose his victims randomly. I had only recently discovered that the Alphabet terrorist 

intentionally chose to rape me and kill my grandparents because my grandfather helped put him 

in prison a few years earlier. Even with this knowledge it didn’t remove the pain he caused me or 

the pain that those years in foster care caused me.  

I continued to think about those horrid years after the assault. Nothing was getting better 

but was actually getting progressively worse until my last year in school when I made my first 

lifelong true friend. It made all the difference in the world I said to myself as I continued to think 

about that time. 



I didn’t truly make my first friend until my last year in school when I met a girl named 

Samantha Johnson. Samantha wasn’t much taller than me but she had extremely blonde hair, 

light blue eyes and the softest voice I had ever heard. She was extremely kind except to the 

people who loved to bully other students at the school and we had quite a few of them then.  

Samantha had just recently moved to London with her family and it annoyed her 

immensely whenever she heard the other students calling me E or telling awful jokes about what 

happened to me and my family. When we first met I didn’t know what to say as I had never had 

anyone before care to be friends with me. It was strange but yet it felt good to talk with another 

person who was willing to listen to how you felt.        

 “So Emma I want to know more about you and your family,” Samantha said calmly as 

we sat and ate lunch together.          

 “When my grandparents were alive my grandfather loved to take me fishing and 

camping. We had some of the best times there close to the lake. I really loved being with him. He 

taught me so much about first aid, fishing, hunting and wilderness survival,” I said. 

“Sounds like a swell man,” Samantha said. 

“He meant the world to me. He showed me what a true knight in shining armor was. I 

used to think there were more of them out there,” I said. 

“Believe me there are,” Samantha said. 

“No Sam. All boys want to do is get inside my pants. Look at me. I am a dirty girl that no 

one wants to touch with a ten-foot pole now. Last boyfriend I had, if you want to call him that, 

used our dating to get what he wanted,” I began. 

“Emma,” Sam began. 

“And he got what he wanted. He got inside me because I allowed it. I allowed him to do 

whatever he pleased and he pretty much did. I thought it was love. I thought it was real but no, 

like how everything else has been recently it was another betrayal. I did not realize until the next 

day he had taken pictures or our romantic evening and then began passing them all over 

school,” I bitterly said. 

“No,” Samantha gasped. 

“That is not the worst of it either. Like the other girls in class, my ex began telling others 

that I was an easy catch and that if they wanted to have a girl that it was easy to get into her 

pants that I would be a good one and that whatever they wanted to do I would. To them I could 

be nothing better than a tramp. A slut. Nothing good for society except to have a time of 

pleasure,” I again said bitterly.   

“My friend, that is not true. I see plenty of good in you,” Samantha said. 

“You do,” I asked. 

“Sure. You are kind, humble and honest. You are also courageous too my young friend. 

With all that happened to you if it happened to me, I am not sure I would be here today,” 

Samantha said.  

“But I hurt so much,” I cried. 

“And that is natural. Losing loved ones is a tough situation,” Samantha said. I bowed my 

head for a moment before she again spoke. “Look at me.”  

It took me a moment but I finally looked up at her. For the first time in years I felt like I 

was really loved and that someone finally cared enough to listen and try to help me and not 

judge me based on my past. 

“I tell you something Emma, and it might come as a shock,” Samantha said. 

“What is that?” I asked. 



“That at one time I myself was bad girl,” Samantha, said as I finally cracked a smile. 

“Bad girl,” I said. 

“Yes. Bad girl. I remember in one of our earlier talks you said you wanted to keep 

yourself pure to marriage,” Samantha said. 

“I did but the Lord of Crime made sure I did not,” I said. 

“Between me and you Emma, I admired you for standing your ground and for sticking to 

your principles. When I was younger, and less principled, I was a wild girl. Drinking and 

partying and carrying on,” Samantha said. 

“You drinking and partying,” I said, with slight disbelief in my voice. 

“I know it is hard to believe but yes. To make matters worse Emma I lost my virginity 

when I was ten years old and I did so on my own accord,” Samantha said. 

“Ten,” I again said with disbelief. 

“Yes, I was ten,” Samantha said. 

“What happened?” I asked. I was curious. Samantha had always been one of the most 

popular girls in school and her reputation, unlike mine, was pristine. She did not have to deal 

with the bullying as I did and for her to tell me this and trust me, even though she had no reason 

to, made me feel better. 

“Funny thing you ask Emma. My boyfriend at the time was the last person in the world 

people expected to be a partier and to get involved as he did. You see, he was the son of my 

church’s pastor,” Samantha said. 

“Oh, I get it,” I added. 

“But he acted completely opposite of his parents. His parents were traditionalist and let’s 

just say he had the rebellious streak that attracted me. We both were rebels in our way. We had 

started dating in the third grade and though it started innocent enough by the time we were in 

the fifth grade it had gotten progressively worse until we began drinking, partying and 

eventually going all the way in church,” Samantha said. 

“You had sex in church,” I said, appearing shocked.  

“Church sanctuary to be exact,” Samantha said. “That was where my boyfriend and I 

chose to lose both of our virginities.” 

“If you don’t mind me asking how did you get off that destructive path?” I asked. 

“Havin friends and family who truly cared about me is what got me and my boyfriend, 

and yes he is still my boyfriend now,” Samantha said. 

“Still,” I said. 

“Yes, he is still my boyfriend and I can honestly say he is still the only boy I have had sex 

with. It took a while, but we got our acts together. Knowing Emma that people do truly care 

about you and your struggles does not make those struggles easier, but it does make them more 

bearable. Look my friend I’m truly sorry for all that has happened to you. People who pick on 

other people are just immature and selfish. It doesn’t matter their reasons they’re just being 

dumb. Also not only are you kind, courageous, honest, and loyal but you are extremely smart and 

intelligent and whatever you want to do you will, but you must want to do it and however I may 

be of help let me know,” Samantha said quietly.  

I had not felt as good in quite some time as now I had my first friend and Samantha and I 

have remained very good friends since and in fact we became closer than friends we were like 

sisters as nothing could separate us. We both finished school and went on to the police academy 

as both of us had decided to become investigators though Samantha also took extra courses in 

forensics.  



I had moved to the United States later that year where I was quickly hired by the Early 

Detective Agency and though I truly enjoyed working with Charles and Rick there were times 

that I had wished I had stayed home and went to school for a different career but each time the 

three of us ran into the Alphabet terrorist or the Godfather of Time I reminded myself I had made 

the right decision. It frustrated me deeply that every time the three of us had either of them 

cornered Dr. Godson and the Alphabet terrorist always seemed to find a way to escape although 

I believed it would only be a matter of time before they would be caught for good.   

 I had been sleeping on my sofa for several hours when I got woke up by the extremely 

loud thunder and lightning. I got up and looked through the window and saw that it was raining 

extremely hard so hard in fact that most of the streets were now flooded. How long it had been 

raining I wasn’t sure as I sat back down on my sofa. I had started to turn on my television when 

the power went for a minute before turning back on.  

I jumped as the power went off. I am extremely scared of being alone in the dark and as 

soon as the electricity went out even though it was only for a minute I had reached out for my 

phone and when the lights did come back on a minute later I turned and saw I had two messages. 

I wondered who had been trying to call at this time of night as I turned on the machine and began 

listening to the messages.         

 “Hey Emma it’s me Charles I’m just calling and informing you that you need to be at the 

office at 8:00 a.m. and do not be late. We have an important meeting with a doctor from England 

who can give us more information about the Alphabet terrorist,” the message said as the next 

message began to play.           

 “Emma, this is Rick. I just wanted to check to see how you were doing. It is a real bad 

storm. So please don’t go out anywhere. We just had a tornado hit a few blocks from my house. 

It did a little damage to a few of my neighbors but we’re all safe here. One of my sisters came to 

visit today. It was great to see her after all these years, but I mainly called to see how you were 

doing. Well anyway I’ll see you at the office tomorrow,” the second message said as the machine 

turned off.  

I wanted to call Rick back but that was before I realized it was 3:45 a.m. He was probably 

sleeping getting ready for tomorrow which I knew was going to be busy. Who was this doctor 

from England and what kind of information did he have on the Alphabet terrorist that we didn’t 

already have? Did the doctor know who the Alphabet terrorist really was? After all none of us 

knew his real name and nobody who we’ve talked to knew him by anything else. Sure, the 

Alphabet terrorist had plenty of nicknames such as the Angel of Death, the Lord of Crime, the 

Man with No Name but I really wondered who the man was really. What was the name of the 

man who caused me so much pain over the years? The more I thought about it the more I wanted 

to find out. I couldn’t wait to meet the doctor and find out what he might have discovered. 

  

**************************************** 

 

The next morning couldn’t get here soon enough as I arrived at the office fifteen minutes 

before either Charles or Rick showed up. Samantha showed up just as early, but she and 

Detective Alexander was working on a homicide case which had been labeled as a cold case. 

Apparently in 1985 a woman had mysteriously disappeared from her apartment and several 

weeks later her remains were found scattered through a dumpster. Samantha and Detective 

Alexander interviewed witnesses who knew the victim and their stories were the same as they 

were in 1985 when they were interviewed originally. The woman had been a salesclerk at an old 



furniture store which now was closed but she had disappeared one morning while on the way to 

work.            

 “Did you find out anything new?” I asked Samantha.     

 “Nothing new yet but we still have to look at these records which the owner of the 

furniture store was kind enough to preserve and give to us for our investigation. Every one of the 

witnesses we interviewed said the young woman left with an older white man but that’s all that 

they said,” Samantha said as she began looking through the records. I had started to speak again 

when I turned and noticed that Rick and Charles were about to enter his office.   

 “I’ll talk a little more later this morning,” I said to Samantha as I quickly followed 

Charles and Rick into the office. Samantha looked up and gave me the same smile she did when 

we first met several years ago. I cannot say how but her smile always seemed to help me relax 

and I needed to be relaxed a little as I entered the office with Charles and Rick.    

 We didn’t have to wait very long as an older man named Dr. Jeremy Cannon entered the 

office. Dr. Cannon was originally from England but had moved to different countries several 

times over the years to avoid the Alphabet terrorist. Dr. Cannon had seen the Alphabet terrorist 

when he was younger and went by a different name one which the three of us were extremely 

eager to learn.  

I was more eagerly to learn than perhaps Rick or Charles were because for these last 

eleven years I wanted to know exactly the name of the man who caused me so much pain. Dr. 

Cannon was an older white man who was now nearly bald and he had small thin brown glasses 

that covered his equally dark brown eyes. Despite being older Dr. Cannon appeared to be in 

extremely good shape as though he lifted weights or gone to the gym almost daily and he his 

voice had such a strict sounding tone to it that when he spoke I knew he wasn’t playing any 

games. He arrived in the office with a few folders and a suitcase containing much more 

information on the Alphabet terrorist than we could have ever found ourselves.   

 “Hello Dr. Cannon I welcome you to Birmingham, Alabama. My name is Charles Early 

and these are my associates Rick O’Malley and Emma Stevens,” Charles said calmly as we 

introduced ourselves to Dr. Cannon and sat down in our chairs. “Now Dr. Cannon we talked on 

the phone the other day at your request and you said you wanted to come see us as you had 

information on the Alphabet terrorist that no one else had today.”     

 “Thank you Detective Early and yes I do still have some very rare paperwork on the 

master criminal now styling himself as the Alphabet terrorist,” Dr. Cannon said.   

 “Pardon me sir for asking but considering all the records with the true name of the man 

now known as the Alphabet terrorist were destroyed or mysteriously disappeared how did you 

get any of them?” I asked. “I mean we’ve checked and my good friend Samantha Thomas who at 

the time worked for Scotland Yard had also checked and every record every shred of paper that 

might have had the Alphabet’s name or identification was completely destroyed or wiped off the 

records. Now all we have is those reports labeling him as mysterious criminal or Alphabet 

terrorist of course he also has other names like angel of death or Lord of crime or the Man with 

No Name.”           

 “Ah very good Detective Stevens. I had a feeling as such. You see most places back then 

when the Alphabet terrorist really started rising and becoming a threat didn’t have computers nor 

did they share information with other agencies like they do now so of course naturally it was 

easy for him or his people inside the agencies to destroy any record that might have clued anyone 

onto his identity. All the paperwork at the police stations, Scotland Yard, hospitals, places of 

employment or even at his school was destroyed. Even his own birth certification and 



identification card was destroyed so no one can trace him that way either,” Dr. Cannon replied. 

Though he didn’t answer my question I said nothing as he continued to speak. “Detective 

Stevens, you may not believe this but I was the Alphabet terrorist’s psychiatrist when he was a 

teenager. He was a rather troubled young man. Even at the time he didn’t care for anyone other 

than himself and he didn’t care if he hurt anyone else or not.”     

 “I most certainly agree with you on that one doctor. What brought him to you in the first 

place?” I asked curiously.          

 “Detective Stevens as you might expect I’ve dealt with thousands of people in my career, 

but I do not recall ever dealing with anyone as dangerous as him. I didn’t realize at the time 

when I first met him that I just met the most dangerous criminal England and the rest of the 

world would have known for some time and after what I heard he done to his boss’s wife and 

what he did at the lab I feared for my life and started moving to different countries hoping he 

would never find me,” Dr. Cannon said quietly as we continued listening to what he said.  

 It was December 1, 1954 and London had just got through with one extremely bad snow 

storm. Schools had been closed for several days as the snowstorm passed and when the storm 

ended it took several days to clear the streets of the snow so people could return to school and 

work. Even though it wasn’t snowing that day it was still extremely cold and miserable looking 

as clouds completely covered the sky and the wind was blowing. Everything else otherwise was 

returning to normal except for at one particular downtown London district school which was 

home to a particular student named Ivan Jenkins.       

 Ivan Jenkins was a very troubled young student who most of the students and teachers 

was terrified of but he did keep close to him a few other students but if you looked at the way that 

he treated them you would think that they were more like his servants or bodyguards than they 

were his friends. Ivan was a mysterious young man who was tall and had dark brown hair and 

dark brown eyes. He had a terrifying voice and an extremely short temper especially toward the 

few people who were close to him. He wasn’t very tolerant on failures of his followers nor did he 

tolerate those who stood in his way and those who were brave enough to stand up to Ivan was 

often times bullied or beaten up by him or his followers causing even more fear in the school. 

 No one really knew much about Ivan’s past not even those close to him nor did they know 

anything about his family though rumors had started spreading around the school that Ivan had 

killed his entire family but there were also rumors saying that his family had abandoned him out 

of fear for him. No one was sure of what happened to his family as he didn’t say anything about 

them to anyone but one thing was for certain whatever he wanted he got even if he forcefully 

took it from another person. He and his few followers would often times bully the other students 

into giving them their money or other possessions that they desired. While school officials 

frowned upon Ivan’s bullying they thought that eventually he would grow out of it as he got older 

as some do but they quickly started becoming frightened of him when they discovered his 

laboratory of experiments.          

 Ivan had quickly begun to develop a liking for science and especially for anatomy and 

chemistry as he took over an old abandoned building and started using it as a lab. Initially he 

would use dead animals he found in the streets for his dissection experiments but it wouldn’t be 

long afterwards that he would also develop chemicals and start using live animals. He would 

inject certain chemicals into the animals and sometimes the chemicals would instantly kill the 

animal and sometimes the chemical would do nothing but put the animal to sleep. Although Ivan 

used his guards to keep people out of the lab he also had a furnace in the lab which he used to 

disintegrate the bodies of the dead animals he experimented on. For the most part he kept the lab 



rather clean despite the experiments and even though the school officials eventually found the 

lab and some dead animals still burning none of them truly knew how many animals Ivan had 

slaughtered and experimented on.         

 Ivan was confronted about the lab and his experiments on the animals and he admitted to 

the experiments out of curiosity and for knowledge. School officials not knowing what to do with 

Ivan forced him to promise not to do any more experiments to animals as a condition to stay in 

school. They reasoned that since Ivan had no known family and no place to go it was better for 

him to stay in school than to be expelled and released onto the streets. Ivan kept his word about 

no more experiments on animals but little did anyone realize he was about to start his 

experiments on fellow students.              

 Ivan who hardly ever got sick or missed a day at school usually ate lunch with his few 

close followers. They would watch the others and occasionally a student would get their 

attention whether that student was alone or whether they were particular clumsy or whatever but 

on December 1, 1954 Ivan and his followers sat at their table and watching a young girl sit at 

another table alone.           

 “Hey Ivan it looks like you might have one today,” one of his followers told him as he 

looked at the girl again. The young girl was short and petite and she had dark blond hair and 

light blue eyes. Ivan looked at her for a moment before he decided to approach and as he was 

walking to her he decided to make his combed hair even slicker as though he was trying to 

impress the girl on the first date. The girl slowly looked up to Ivan who smiled back as he calmly 

spoke to her.   

“Welcome to our school my name is Ivan Jenkins and who are you?” Ivan said calmly as 

he sat down in front of her. The young girl had recently moved from Ireland recently introduced 

herself as she spoke.          

 “My name is Alice Yell. It’s a pleasure to meet you Ivan,” the girl said quietly.  

 “Let’s say we be friends,” Ivan said as Alice agreed not knowing what being friends with 

Ivan entailed. No one had said anything to Alice about Ivan and nor did they say anything to her 

after she agreed to become friends with him.  

 

***************************** 

 

Within a few weeks after they became friends it became apparent to her why hardly 

anyone else wanted to be friends with him. Even those who followed him stayed their distance 

from him yet he was the only one who cared enough to introduce himself to her so she continued 

to be his friend though she was becoming more impatient every day. Alice was more like 

everyone else in that she wanted to hang out or go to the movies or go on dates but Ivan wanted 

to mainly keep to himself. He saw no need for such things for he had different interest some of 

which Alice didn’t truly fully understand.      

“Why can’t we do things like everyone else?” Alice demanded angrily.   

 “We’re not like everyone else. We’re different and unique,” Ivan said. That much was 

true, but Alice didn’t truly realize what he was saying. Alice wasn’t at the school when the 

school officials discovered Ivan’s secret laboratory where he had dissected and killed animals in 

and it was extremely doubtful she would had ever become friends with Ivan had she known for 

Alice really loved all kinds of animals.         

 “But I want to be like everyone else. I want to go on a date to a movie,” Alice said 

bluntly. Ivan was getting rather tired of hearing Alice complain so after a few minutes pondering 



to himself he finally relented.          

 “Alright it’s a date tonight,” Ivan said as Alice became delighted although in the back of 

his mind he thought to himself it will be a date you soon won’t forget.      

 “So was this the first time you saw Ivan Jenkins,” Emma asked Dr. Cannon.  

 “Oh heavens yes but it wouldn’t be the last time by a long shot. Ivan did take the girl 

Alice to the movies and had sex with her afterwards. Her parents didn’t find out what happened 

until several months later when they went to a doctor and found out she was pregnant. Oh, her 

parents were steamed when they found out and when the school called me and told me to come 

there I thought the parents were going to kill Ivan when they saw him,” Dr. Cannon said.   

 “You had sex with my daughter and now she is five months pregnant. You had to put 

some kind of drug in my daughter’s drink. I know she isn’t that kind of person so what was it you 

put in there,” Mr. Yell yelled loudly as he grabbed Ivan and slammed him to the wall. Dr. 

Cannon stood and watched not saying a word as the school officials and the police officer had to 

get Mr. Yell off Ivan.           

 “Calm down Mr. Yell. We’ll deal with Ivan,” the school administrator said calmly as 

Ivan turned and gave Mr. Yell the wickedest smile the older man had ever seen.   

 “Now tell us Ivan exactly what happened? Did you or did you not have sex with Mr. 

Yell’s daughter?” the school administrator asked.       

 “Alice and I as you all know were friends and went out on a date that night to the movies. 

It was actually relaxing and we had fun. All she ever wanted to do was be normal be like the 

other students go to parties, movies and hang out and the sort. I resisted at first, but I eventually 

gave in. I thought she was acting strangely but perhaps that was because she had been shut out 

from the rest of society for so long as you all know until she met me was kind of a loner here at 

school with no friends. Yes, we had fun and after the movie I had sex with her. She asked me if I 

wanted to have sex. I resisted at first but after she asked enough times I relented. I gave her what 

she wanted and thus I did nothing wrong besides probably using poor judgment,” Ivan replied 

calmly.     

“Poor judgment my butt you manipulated yourself onto my daughter and now she is 

pregnant with your child,” Mr. Yell yelled angrily.       

 “It’s not my problem,” Ivan said coldly.       

 “Ivan I must also ask you for the record because Mr. Yell believes you did but did you 

put any chemical agents into Alice’s drink which might have caused her to have sex with you,” 

the school administrator asked.         

 “I most certainly did not,” Ivan calmly said. Mr. Yell believing Ivan was lying began 

yelling and hollering after Ivan replied but the school administrator said nothing else as she 

dismissed Ivan. Proving whether he put chemical agents into Alice’s cup was darn near 

impossible now as Alice herself wasn’t cooperating with the school officials or the police.  

“What now?” the administrator asked.      

 “I will be making my report in a few days. Until then keep the two separated,” Dr. Canon 

said..   

“He confessed he had sex with this young girl after the movies,” I asked. 

“Yes,” Dr. Cannon said. 

“Was there any evidence that this sexual encounter between Ivan Alice was anything but 

consensual? I mean, I don’t like it but teenagers having sex and testing boundaries is not 

something new. Certainly not illegal as long as it is consensual,” Charles said.   

 “Do I believe Ivan forcibly raped Alice?” Dr. Cannon repeated. 



“Forcibly raped. We had not mention rape at all,” Rick added. 

“I do not believe Ivan forcibly raped Alice. Not by knife, guns or hint of threats but I do 

believe Alice was raped by manipulation and by causing her to not truly have the ability to 

consent ,” Dr. Cannon said. 

“Oh, you mean like drugging her. Spiking her drink. Do you think Dr. Cannon Ivan 

spiked her drink so he could have sex with her while still being able to claim Alice consented ot 

it?” Charles asked.           

 “I personally believe so, but I did not have evidence to back up that claim. It was just my 

thought on the matter. Even at that age Ivan had already proven that he was a master manipulator 

and deceiver and that he was in control over everything including his own followers. Yes I 

believe Alice Yell was Ivan’s first rape victim but it never went on record as she went on later to 

say that the sexual encounter was consensual and that she was deeply in love with him,” Dr. 

Cannon said. 

“Of course once the girl says the sex was consensual the case stops,” Charles said. 

“Fortunatley for her, she didn’t get to see him after that . She and her family later moved 

to Canada where she gave birth to a baby girl and Ivan and his followers transferred to another 

school where they also began causing trouble,” Dr. Cannon said.  

 

***************** 

 

Ivan and his followers transferred to another school which was in the northern district of 

London. The school headmaster who had heard about Ivan’s troubles made it perfectly clear to 

Ivan and his gang that their shenanigans would not be tolerated. It didn’t take long for Ivan to 

recruit more people into his gang and it even took them less time to quickly discover the students 

who were easy targets and prey for him and his gang.      

 It was March 29, 1957 school had just ended for the day and students were quickly 

leaving to either go home, work or hang out with friends. All the students and faculty had left 

except for Ivan, his followers and one student whom the gang had been bullying for protection 

money. The student named Isaiah Rogers came from a very wealthy family. His family had made 

most of their money by importing and exporting goods out of England and had owned a port 

since the late 1800’s.            

 “It’s time to pay up or we’ll let my friends deal with you,” Ivan bluntly told Isaiah. 

 Everyone including Isaiah knew who Ivan’s friends were and Isaiah had no desire to deal 

with them. Isaiah was a short white young man who had light blond hair and light blue eye. He 

was also rather timed and seemed to get scared of most of everything. He preferred to be left 

anyone and would rarely speak to anyone even the teachers. He had several run ins with Ivan’s 

followers as he would often pay them money to leave him alone but he was a fortune one as those 

who couldn’t pay or refused to do often times wound up being put into hospitals with broken 

bones, severe cuts or burns. Ivan wasted no time in doling out punishments to those who defied 

him or those who followed him and failed.        

 “Did Ivan Jenkins ever finish school?” Charles asked curiously.    

 “Ah yes he did but before graduating he did have some more incidents. Incident reports 

which the school sent me indicated he was responsible for a string of beatings which left several 

young men in the hospital and that one of the young men was beaten so severely he nearly died 

and that Ivan was suspected of being responsible for a rape that occurred a week before 

graduation but that charge was dismissed as the girl refused to testify,” Dr. Cannon said as he 



handed Charles the files.          

 “She was probably too scared or was seduced by him,” I said bluntly.   

 “You’re not going to find anything from the school as the school this happened at has 

since been closed and torn down,” Dr. Cannon replied calmly. None of us said anything as Dr. 

Cannon handed Charles even more files on Ivan Jenkins. “My records do indicate that Ivan did 

go to college for chemistry and that he graduated and started working for a lab which I know he 

later blew up after killing his boss.”          

 “DO WHAT! When did this happen?” Rick and Charles asked together.   

 “These are the first official recorded charges against the man now known as the Alphabet 

terrorist. It started on July 15, 1964 when Ivan supposedly broke into his boss’s apartment and 

raped his boss’s wife and two days later his boss confronted him about it and he quickly shot and 

killed his boss and moments later quickly destroyed the lab. It was after this all the records 

concerning Ivan Jenkins began to disappear from everywhere and within a short few months no 

one knew who the man was as he began started his spree of horror. I’m not certain how, why or 

even when he began calling himself the Alphabet terrorist. I guess it is something that puzzles 

me and strikes a sense of curiosity in me as most sadists like him usually do take on an alias,” 

Dr. Cannon said calmly as he stood up and began to leave.      

 “Well I most certainly appreciate it as do my two partners,” Charles said as we watched 

Dr. Cannon leave. We waited for several minutes before I turned and began speaking.  

 “Charles do you believe everything he is telling us. It is kind of odd to me that after all 

the records concerning the man now known as the Alphabet terrorist is destroyed that Dr. 

Cannon suddenly appears with some paperwork. It just seems to me to be too convenient,” I 

asked.   

“Well it may be, but I do believe him. He may have honestly been running to different 

places in hopes the Alphabet terrorist didn’t find and kill him and I can’t blame him. Emma I’m 

even scared of the Alphabet terrorist. If you remember the first time when we both faced him 

together how he burned the judge to death on television that still haunts me to this day,” Charles 

replied calmly.            

 “Yes, I do Charles I remember everything about that investigation. It was one of the 

worst I had ever experienced,” I replied harshly. I had started to speak again when the phone 

rang and Charles wasted no time in answering and even though he was on the phone for only a 

couple minutes it felt like hours as we waited patiently for Charles to speak again.   

 “Emma, the chief just called. It looks like we have another case well at least you and 

Rick do. I am going to London and talk with people at Scotland Yard and find out what exactly 

happened back in 1964. This might be the clue we need to finally solve the Alphabet mystery. 

Finding out about him and his tendencies might help us in stopping him when he strikes again,” 

Charles replied calmly.          

 “What happened?” I asked.         

 “Last night there was a murder at a nuclear plant. It is a sort of strange kind of murder 

according to the police. The chief told me the victim was one of the plant workers and his body 

was completely charred leaving nothing but his skeleton lying on the ground. The police don’t 

have any suspects and when they checked the security tapes and cameras the police found out 

they had been erased,” Charles replied calmly.       

 “I do wonder who could have hacked into the nuclear plant’s security system and who 

would want to completely annihilate one of the workers there,” Rick asked.   

 “The more important question is what was it that they were trying to get from the plant. 



Was there anything taken from the plant,” I asked.       

 “According to the records some of the nuclear energy was taken but nothing else,” 

Charles replied.           

 “The theft of the nuclear energy sounds like something that the Godfather of Time would 

do but the way you described the killing it sounds like something the Dark Hood might do but if 

they are both involved what is it that the Dark Hood stands to gain from this?” I asked.  

 “That’s a good question Emma. What indeed is the Dark Hood to gain from this? She 

would never do anything unless she could directly benefit from it and the murder the police 

described to me was similar to the ones she committed in Atlanta,” Charles quietly said.  

 “I am too worried about this. If both the Godfather of Time and the Dark Hood are 

involved we do have a very precarious situation. Both are extremely dangerous and even if we 

find out it was them that robbed the plant and killed the worker how are we ever supposed to find 

out where they are going to,” Rick asked.        

 “Well evil like that always seems to leave a distinct mark. You two are extremely good at 

finding small evidence that most officers seem to ignore besides you two won’t be alone. The 

chief has also requested Detective Thomas to go with you,” Charles said as Samantha and 

Detective Alexander entered the office.        

 “What we’re you saying about me Charles? I heard something about me,” Samantha 

asked as she handed him the paperwork on a murder case which she and Detective Alexander 

had just finished solving.          

 “Ah yes Samantha I was just telling Rick and Emma that the three of you have been 

assigned to a robbery-murder case that occurred at a nuclear plant not too far from here,” Charles 

replied.            

 “What’s Dr. Godson up to this time?” Samantha asked.     

 “We’re not sure if it is him or someone else. But we know we have a killer on our hands. 

And that’s what you got to find out. Who did it? Why was it done?” Charles said. 

“From reports I have heard nuclear energy was stolen,” Samantha said. “So it has to be 

him.” 

 “Maybe and while I believe that he stole more nuclear energy so he can power up his 

time machine I still must give you a word of caution. I don’t know if you’ve ever run into a 

woman named Dr. Lindsey Roberts also known as the Dark Hood, but she is extremely 

dangerous. She is very elusive and very cruel and likes to burn her victims’ bodies all the way to 

the bone. She may be far much more dangerous than Dr. Godson is at this point. We suspect that 

she helped him rob the plant but we’re not for certain yet,” Charles said as Samantha and 

Detective Alexander sat down beside Rick and I. “Detective Alexander you will continue to do 

your normal case load for now. Oh one more thing I do have a bad feeling on this, but should 

Agent Heath try to get involve with this case try to stay out of his way. He is authorized to shoot 

to kill. If you stand in his way he can kill you all and I don’t want to come back from London to 

find that I have any dead detectives. Do you understand?”      

 “Yes sir,” the four of us said. 

“Good luck and good hunting,” Charles said. 

 

***************************************** 

 

No one had been watching the old science building which had been Dr. Godson’s hideout 

as the Godfather of Time and his men snuck again into the building and much to their surprise 



the building for the most part was left intact. Nothing was taken from it and it was mostly clean 

except for the dust that collected on the tables and ground.      

 “I swear I will get those wretched detectives if it is the last thing I ever do,” the 

Godfather of Time yelled mainly to himself as he and his men entered their hideout. He had 

quickly turned to the dark figure that stood behind them silently as he spoke. “Nice work out 

there. I’m impressed. The way you barbecued the plant worker sure got my attention. Now what 

is it that you want?”   

“Ah you go straight to the point don’t you? You know what I want and that’s revenge,” 

the figure in the shadow said. At first Dr. Godson’s men didn’t know what to think but as the 

figure stood out of the shadow most of the men inside the building stood back away from the 

figure.            

 “Revenge on who the detectives? You must be joking. Only I have the right to get 

revenge on Detective O’Malley and his associates. I will not share the glory with you,” Dr. 

Godson asked bluntly.          

 “Believe me you have no choice,” the Dark Hood said as she pointed her fingers at one of 

his men. Dr. Godson watched as she quickly pointed her hands at one of his men and within 

seconds he saw her suit charge up as streaks of lightning quickly shot out of her gloved hands as 

the man who was standing beside the front exit was now nothing but ashes. “I believe I’ve made 

my case.”            

 “What’s your plan?” Dr. Godson asked.       

 “The poor fools think they have you cornered. They will follow you until the day they 

catch or kill you. So perhaps now it is the time to turn the tables on them,” the Dark Hood 

replied.           

 “What do you mean?” Dr. Godson asked.      

 “The detectives believe you’re using the time machine to hunt and kill the Alphabet 

terrorist. That’s how they have been tracking you by using the energy that the machine lets off to 

find you. I suggest instead of trying to hunt down and kill the Alphabet terrorist I suggest you 

use your free flowing time and space traveling abilities to kill the detectives,” the Dark Hood 

said.   

“Kill them in their own homes. I like the idea already,” Dr. Godson said as he started 

appreciating what the Dark Hood said. The detectives would be too concentrated on trying to 

find him at the moment for them to realize he was destroying each of their homes. It was a small 

consolation prize that was sure but it would eventually lead them to where he wanted them. He 

wanted the detectives to suffer for all the times they humiliated him. All those failures were 

because of Detective O’Malley and his associates and he swore to himself that he would make 

their deaths slow and excruciating.    

 

************************************ 

 

There had been reports of extreme electrical activity coming from the building which we 

knew was Dr. Godson’s hideout and the three of us wasted no time to arrive there. We were not 

surprised at all when we entered the building and saw that it was empty again.   

 “Blast it. We lost him again,” Samantha said angrily.     

 “It looks like our friend the Dark Hood has also been here,” I said as Rick and Samantha 

turned and saw the pile of ash I was looking at. I had seen many times how she killed in the past 

and I was certain that she killed one of Dr. Godson’s thugs, but I was beginning to wonder what 



was in it for her. She despised working with others and had tried to kill the Alphabet terrorist 

when they were in Atlanta and I was not convinced that either the Godfather of Time or the Dark 

Hood wouldn’t try to kill the other.  

Samantha started looking towards the end of the building where we knew Dr. Godson 

had kept his time machine and where most of the electrical equipment was located. She had 

closely inspected the equipment when we all turned and looked up at the speakers as we heard 

the Godfather of Time’s voice.         

“For a long time you all have been nothing but a thorn in my side and now it is with great 

pleasure to announce your time has come to perish,” the Godfather of Time said threateningly 

over the intercom speakers.         

 “Enough games Dr. Godson. What do you want?” Rick asked.   

 “Straight to the point as usual detective. I admit that’s one thing I’ve admired about you. 

You don’t hold anything back. That’s good because you’ll need all your strength and luck if 

you’re going to catch me but before we start our cat and mouse game I want to introduce to you 

my guest,” the Godfather of Time laughed manically as he spoke. We stood there not knowing 

what the Godfather of Time was talking about but our fear quickly became anger as we heard 

Samantha’s husband voice over the intercom.       

 “Don’t come home Samantha,” Tim said over the intercom. “It’s a trap.”   

 “Indeed it is you filthy vermin,” the Godfather of Time said as we listened to several 

gunshots over the speakers. For a few moments we didn’t hear anything over the speakers but we 

knew the worst happened as we heard Tim’s final four words.     

 “I love you Samantha,” were Tim’s final words. We knew he had been killed by the 

Godfather of Time as Samantha fell onto the ground crying.  

“NOOOOOOO,” Samantha screamed. It hurt me deeply to see my best friend on the 

ground crying but my sadness quickly became anger again as I heard the Godfather of Time 

speak on the speakers again.         

 “This is just the beginning you meddlesome detectives.  You have humiliated me for the 

last time. Now it is your time to suffer,” the Godfather of Time yelled as the intercom turned off.  

Samantha was still on the ground in tears as I help lift her onto her feet.    

 “Tim. Tim. My Tim is gone,” Samantha screamed. I held her close to me. I did 

everything I could to try to comfort her. I knew the pain of losing a loved one. The Lord of 

Crime had shown me all the facts of life including the pain of losing someone close to me. 

 “I’m sorry Samantha for your loss. We will catch the Godfather of Time and the Dark 

Hood,” Rick said as he also held onto Samantha as she cried. “We need you to be strong though 

Samantha. You need to go back to the office and stay there. You will be a lot more protected 

there. I don’t think the Dark Hood or the Godfather of Time will strike there.”   

 “What about my baby? Tim was about to go pick her up from the daycare center,” 

Samantha asked.           

 “You should know us better than that. We will get her and bring her to the office.  The 

Godfather of Time and the Dark Hood won’t find her I promise,” Rick said as he took out his 

radio. “Detective Alexander please listen to me.”       

 “Go on,” Detective Alexander replied over the radio.     

 “I need you go to pick up Ginger Thomas from the Ross’s Daycare center and take the 

child back to the office. Samantha will be there in a few moments to get the child,” Rick said.  

 “It will be done,” Detective Alexander said as his voice faded over the radio.  

 “Thanks,” Samantha said to Rick as she gave him a quick kiss before leaving the 



building. I stood there not saying a word as I was thinking to myself of how we were going to 

catch these two renegades. We stood there for several moments watching Samantha leave before 

we got an announcement over the radio.        

 “Attention Detectives Stevens and O’Malley there has been a robbery committed at the 

downtown first bank that has resulted in several killings. I repeat there has been a robbery with 

several killings,” the detective on the radio said.       

 “We’ve got that,” Rick said as we quickly left the building and rushed to the first 

downtown bank. 

 

*************************************** 

 

Unfortunately, when we arrived at the bank the Godfather of Time, the Dark Hood and 

their thugs had already left. It was an awful scene. Everyone who was in the bank at the time of 

the robbery was dead. Some of the people who were killed had been shot some had been 

completely burned into ashes while some of the others had been killed by the Godfather of 

Time’s mosquito insects.  

I had knelt and was looking at a young woman who had been killed by one of the 

mosquitoes. She was very beautiful with light blonde hair and light blue eyes. She was dressed in 

hospital clothing but not the white suits that doctors wear so I knew she had to either be a nurse 

or an orderly. I looked at her identification which indicated she was a registered nurse that 

worked at a nearby hospital clinic. I looked again at the spot where the mosquito first bit and it 

was quickly decaying and spreading to the other parts of her body.   

“Hey Rick look at this,” I said as Rick looked at the young woman.    

 “It looks like one of those mosquito insects again,” Rick said as I stood up. 

Unfortunately, neither of us saw the mosquito insect that was on the wall and by the time we saw 

the insect it had flown to me and landed on my shirt as it stung me in the neck.   

 “NOOOOOOOO,” Rick yelled as he saw me pull the mosquito off me.    

 “It can’t be,” I said in disbelief as I looked where the mosquito stung me. For all accounts 

I should either be dead now or dying but I recalled several months earlier Charles, Rick and I 

were given vaccinations for the poison which was helping me stay alive.     

 “Just sit down. You’re going to the hospital for observation,” Rick said as he began 

calling.  

“I don’t want to go,” I begged.        

 “Oh no miss you’re going. Even though the vaccination appears to be working I still want 

to make sure you will be alright,” Rick said in no uncertain terms.    

 “Rick I’m fine. I really don’t want to go,” I tried again to reason with him.   

 “I’m sorry Emma but I’m going to make that an order. You will not violate our agency’s 

policy,” Rick said severely with no room to argue. All I could do was wait as the medics arrived 

and put me into the ambulance. Rick could be hardheaded at times which often angered me, but 

there was little I could say. Rick watched as they took me to the hospital as he turned to the other 

officers who had arrived moments earlier.        

 “Detective you might want to look at this,” the officer who was looking at the security 

tapes said to Rick.            

 “What is it officer?” Rick asked as the officer took him to the security room. The officer 

turned on the security film for when the robbery occurred.  “Well, no surprise there. Our friendly 

villains up their tricks again.” It wasn’t much of a surprise to Rick that the Dark Hood, Dr. 



Godson and one of his men enter the bank but what amazed Rick was how quickly and 

efficiently the three robbed and killed the people in the bank. Dr. Godson had taken out his 

handheld remote and opened up a small time portal which Rick and the officer saw six small 

mosquitoes fly out. Five of the mosquito insects quickly attacked and stung their victims while 

the Dark Hood quickly electrocuted and burnt several people while Dr. Godson’s henchman took 

out his pistol and began shooting the others. The robbery didn’t last long as the three quickly 

filled up their bags and left the bank with everyone else in there dead.   

“I do find this strange though. They kill everybody in the bank and disarm the alarms and 

yet they only take twenty thousand dollars and leaving most of the money,” the officer said. 

 “It’s not strange officer. It’s a message for me and my partners. One of my partners 

Detective Stevens was stung by a mosquitos,” Rick said calmly. “I sent her to the hospital. She’ll 

most likely be alright as she had been given a vaccination for it earlier.”   

 “He must really have it for you three and with his handheld time machine remote there is 

no telling where he could be,” the officer said.       

 “Quite correct sir but Dr. Godson is a narcissist. He will call us again right before he 

strikes. He wants to stretch out his game and try to make us suffer before he goes for the kill,” 

Rick told the officer. Rick was about to speak again when the Godfather of Time began speaking 

over the radio.            

 “Round one of our little game goes to the Dark Hood and me. You meddling detectives 

by now should be at the bank which we just robbed of twenty grand and killing everyone while 

there,” the Godfather of Time said as he laughed manically.      

 “Yeah and one of your no good mosquitoes hit my partner you no good vermin,” Rick 

yelled over the radio speaker.          

 “Ah I’m sorry to hear that. NOT,” the Godfather of Time sarcastically said as he laughed 

over the radio as he heard the news. “There is a price to be paid for fighting crime. I’m just sorry 

I wasn’t there to see it happen.”         

 “What do you want you no good coward?” Rick yelled thunderously through the radio 

speaker.            

 “You know what I want. So far it's been so good. One officer is down and a few more 

still yet to go. I’m also sorry for your friend’s husband. Hearing him plead and cry was like 

music to my ears,” the Godfather of Time boasted.         

 “Too bad I couldn’t have burnt him into ashes,” the voice of the Dark Hood said before 

Rick could reply.           

 “Don’t worry my friend you soon will have chance to burn and destroy as much as you 

want,” the Godfather of Time said to the Dark Hood before speaking to Rick again.  “In exactly 

one hour I will unleash my little pest to kill people and my friend the Dark Hood will go out to 

burn and destroy the city unless you and Detective Early surrender to me. You have one hour.” 

The radio quickly turned off as Rick and the officer stood there stunned for a moment.  

 “What are we going to do now sir?” the officer asked.     

 “I’ve got a phone call to make,” Rick replied.   

 

********************************************** 

 

Charles was in London speaking to Scotland Yard officers about the 1964 case of Ivan 

Jenkins. This was when Ivan Jenkins started his terroristic crime spree which has now spread for 

almost forty years. Most of the officers he spoke to couldn’t give him much information as either 



they weren’t alive when he first struck or they were so frightened to even mention his name. 

Charles was as equally frightened recalling several times before of how he and his partners 

escaped with their lives after their encounters with the Alphabet terrorist.    

 “I’m sorry I wish we could be more help Detective Early,” the major said as he handed 

Charles the Alphabet terrorist file. Charles slowly looked at the entire file which detailed all the 

crimes the Alphabet terrorist committed in England.       

 “Thank you very much major. This is more that we have on the man known to us as the 

Alphabet terrorist,” I said calmly as I was looking at the charges he has rung up in his many 

decades career of crime.  

 “You know what scares me Detective when I look at that man’s chart is that these 

charges are only for England and not for the United States or other countries that he has 

committed crimes in. You know he has a much documented history on crimes but no one seems 

capable of stopping him,” the major said quietly as Charles began reading the report. 

NAME:  THE ALPHABET TERRORIST-THE MAN WITH NO NAME, LORD OF CRIME 

(other aliases known by in separate report) *only official charges as adult and does not include 

those suspect may have been charged with as a juvenile 

 

ADDRESS: UNKNOWN                             DATE OF BIRTH: 11/01/41 

LAST SCHOOL ATTENDED:   UNKNOWN   *****IS VERY EFFICENT IN CHEMISTRY 

Date of Crimes Charges Disposition 

July 15, 1964 Rape-1- Kidnapping False 

Imprisonment 

Guilty 

July 17, 1964 Murder-1 (42 counts) Arson, 

Bombing, Terroristic Activity 

Guilty 

January 2, 1968 Murder 1 (3counts), Armed 

Robbery, Sexual Battery 

Guilty 

January 9, 1973 Robbery, Arson Guilty 

November 11, 1977 Rape 1 (2 counts), Murder 2, 

Robbery 

Guilty 

November 17, 1977 Rape 1 (4 counts), Murder 1, 

Robbery, Arson 

Guilty 

December 18, 1977 Counterfeiting, Bank 

Robbery, Murder 1 (20 

counts) 

Guilty 

September 1, 1987 Escape from prison, Murder 

of a police officer or 

administrator, 15 counts 

murder of corrections officers 

Not yet brought to trial 

August 26, 1989 Rape 1, Murder 1 Not yet brought to trial 

August 28, 1989  Robbery, Arson, Shoplifting, 

Larceny 1- Attempted Murder 

on Public Official, 

Kidnapping with Attempt to 

Rape 

Not yet brought to trial 

August 29, 1989 Rape-1, Murder 1 (2 counts) Not yet brought to trial  



 

 “Yes I know and that is what scares me,” Charles replied quietly as he handed the file 

back.  “Tell me major where did the Alphabet terrorist go to college for? I see in his file that he 

is very efficient in Chemistry.”         

 “Ah yes Charles. When we interviewed other people who knew him they all said he was 

a great worker and that he was one of the best in the lab. He knew most of the chemicals that 

they had in the lab. In fact now you mention it they indicated he knew more about the chemicals 

than did some of those in charge there,” the major replied. “A few people told me that he had 

gone to school but they didn’t know where.”        

 “Thanks. I think that will do for now,” Charles said as he picked up his cell phone which 

had started ringing moments earlier. At first he had expected a call telling him that someone 

found out more about the Alphabet terrorist but Charles quickly became terrified when Rick told 

him these words. Detective Thomas’s husband is dead, and Detective Stevens is now 

hospitalized. “Okay Rick you know what to do. I’ll be there as soon as I can.”   

   

****************************************** 

Rick wasted no time in getting Detective Alexander to meet him in his office as the two 

had to devise a plan to stop the Dark Hood and the Godfather of Time from destroying the city. It 

is really becoming personal. I’m glad that the no good vermin didn't see Emma get stung by the 

mosquito. If he had been there I would have probably killed him myself Rick thought to himself 

as he sat down and watched the news.         

 “What are we going to do sir? We have only ten minutes left before the Godfather of 

Time carries out his threat,” Detective Alexander asked bluntly.      

 “Yeah I know and we probably won’t be able to trace him until it’s too late. There have 

been no indications of where he is and by the time we receive a signal half of the city could be 

dead,” Rick said bluntly.          

 “Sir even then we might not get the transmissions,” Detective Alexander replied.  

 “Why do you say that?” Rick asked curiously.      

 “Sir I believe our transmissions are being jammed. I say this because I sent out a 

August 30, 1989 Bank Robbery (2 counts) 

Murder 1 (3 counts) 

Not yet brought to trial 

September 4, 1989 Murder 1 (2 counts), Arson, 

Grand Larceny 

Not yet brought to trial 

September 6, 1989 Rape 1, Robbery, Arson, 

Murder with special 

circumstance of torture 

Not yet brought to trial 

September 10, 1989 Murder 1 (3 counts), 

Robbery, Arson 

Not yet brought to trial 

September 17, 1989 Murder 1, Arson, Extortion Not yet brought to trial 

****The Alphabet Terrorist/Lord of Crime was convicted on all chargers prior to September 

1, 1987 but all charges afterward are still pending.  

 



transmission to a friend of mine that works in the downtown precinct and when I called he didn’t 

get the message. He even told me he sent a message, but we didn’t get it,” Detective Alexander 

said.           

 “Meaning someone has been intercepting our messages and transmissions before we 

could get them and chances are since Dr. Godson would have had to charge up his machine then 

we missed that transmission,” Rick replied.        

 “What do you mean sir?” Detective Alexander asked.     

 “When he recharges the time machine and the remote it requires a massive amount 

energy and when he uses the energy our radar can pick up his location and send the signal back 

to us but someone has been intercepting the transmissions and trying to beat us to them,” Rick 

said irritably as he realized it meant.         

 “Who sir could do that?” Detective Alexander asked.     

 “Agent Heath and he is more than capable of doing so. Charles told me that he might 

have interfered and I didn’t believe him,” Rick said and as Detective Alexander was about to 

speak the two detectives heard a loud noise and as they looked out of the window the two saw a 

large old building that appeared to be some kind of plant get blown up.     

 “What in the-,” Detective Alexander asked.      

 “I am really starting to hate that man,” Rick said irritably as he again looked and saw the 

burning people. “First he kills Detective Thomas’s husband then he nearly kills Emma and now 

he and his friend is now blowing up buildings and killing people with their mosquitoes.”   

 “And it is about to get a lot worse,” the voice of the Godfather of Time came over Rick’s 

office phone. “It looks like my threats haven’t been good enough. First you let your friend’s 

husband die then you let your girlfriend get killed and now you’re letting civilians get killed. 

How many more people will have to die before you and Detective Early will surrender, or will I 

have to let my pests and the Dark Hood destroy the entire city?”      

 Realizing that the Godfather of Time was more than capable of destroying the city Rick 

saw very little option other than to surrender to him, but he knew that surrendering would likely 

cost him his life. The Godfather of Time admitted earlier that he relished at the thought of finally 

killing us. This whole plan of theirs was an elaborate scheme to make the detectives suffer before 

being killed and unfortunately it was working. Rick didn’t know how much longer it would be 

before Charles came back from London and he wasn’t sure how long he could keep Emma’s 

survival from them. The Godfather of Time assumed Emma had been killed by the mosquitoes 

like the other people in the bank were and Rick wanted to keep that in their mind as long as 

possible.           

 “All right Dr. Godson you’ve won. What do you want me to do?” Rick asked, with 

sadness in his voice.          

 “Meet me back at my hideout in thirty minutes and bring no other detectives or police 

officers. Just you and the old man,” the Godfather of Time said triumphantly over the speaker. 

Rick said nothing as the voice of the Godfather of Time faded over the radio.    

 “Let’s go get them sir,” Detective Alexander said calmly.     

 “No I’ve got an idea,” Rick said as he picked up the phone and began calling.  

*************************************** 



The Dark Hood, the Godfather of Time and his men were watching the television as they 

waited for the detectives to arrive when news broke out the death of Charles Early. Dr. Godson 

watched the news and at first was stunned by the news but quickly became angered as he looked 

at the Dark Hood.           

 “I told you not to kill the detectives. I wanted them to suffer,” the Godfather of Time 

screamed at the Dark Hood.          

 “What more can you suffer from than to find yourself burning alive?” the Dark Hood 

pleaded. The Godfather of Time thought about the idea for a moment before finally agreeing 

with what the Dark Hood said.        

 “Perhaps you’re right. Burning to death is a painful way to die. I can imagine the old man 

screaming in agony and realizing that no one would be able to help him,” the Godfather of Time 

said as he looked at the Dark Hood. “You’ve done well. I was mistaken. Prepare for our other 

visitor who should be on his way now.”        

 “Sir if I might add Detective O’Malley is a sly and clever fellow. He has already lost his 

fiancée and his senior partner and I know from personal experience he will not be foolish enough 

to come here alone,” the Dark Hood replied.        

 “Of course, you’re right. I send some of my men outside to be on the lookout for some of 

their trickery,” the Godfather of Time said as he turned and pointed to some of his men to go 

outside and wait for Rick. He quickly turned back to the Dark Hood as he spoke. “As for you I 

have a special assignment for you.” The Dark Hood looked at the Godfather of Time with great 

anticipation as though she knew what was coming.   

***************************************** 

Detective Alexander and Rick wasted no time getting to Dr. Godson’s hideout. Rick had 

called the chief and told him of the plan and the chief assured him that he was sending help when 

the time was right. Detective Alexander and Rick finally arrived at Dr. Godson’s hideout as they 

saw several armed men guarding the entrance.       

 “Do you suppose that he knows we’re already here?” Detective Alexander asked.  

 “Well if he didn’t know he does now. Look,” Rick told Detective Alexander as the two 

looked and saw Agent Heath and several officers get out of their van as they began surrounding 

the building.             

 “That no-good double-dealing agent is going to ruin it for us,” Detective Alexander said 

angrily as the two saw Agent Heath and his men get into their positions. The men guarding the 

building didn’t see them as they looked around looking for Rick and whomever he had brought 

with him.            

 “Not if I can help it. Let’s go,” Rick yelled as they got out their car and began running 

toward the building. The men quickly turned and began shooting at Rick and Detective 

Alexander as Agent Heath’s men began taking them down.      

 “Boss what are they doing here?” one of the officers asked Agent Heath.   

 “I don’t know but they won’t be here for long. Take care of Dr. Godson’s men and I’ll 

take care of these detectives,” Agent Heath yelled as he began running to Rick and Detective 

Alexander.             

 “Look,” Detective Alexander said.       



 “Yeah I see him,” Rick added. Both Rick and Detective Alexander had seen Agent Heath 

running to them but neither of them cared as they continued running to the building.  

“Everybody stop where you are. I said stop,” Agent Heath shouted.    

  Neither Rick nor Detective Alexander listened, and it was only after Agent Heath took 

out his pistol and shot at Rick did either of them stop. It was most fortunate as the shot easily 

missed both but the mere thought of being shot to death made both Rick and Detective 

Alexander stop to listen to Agent Heath.        

 “What do you want Agent Heath?” Rick asked angrily.     

 “I want you two to go back to the office and leave this to us,” Agent Heath demanded. 

 “Do you not know what will happen if we don’t appear before Dr. Godson?” Rick asked 

bluntly.            

 “The government and I are aware of what will happen. You see we intercepted your calls 

and now have this place surrounded. We will get the Dark Hood and the Godfather of Time,” 

Agent Heath boasted.          

 “You must be joking. The Godfather of Time while he has his time machine will always 

be able to escape regardless that you have this place surrounded. Didn’t you think of that? Never 

mind I seriously doubt you did,” Rick scolded Agent Heath.     

 “No, I am not joking. If you two don’t leave I will shoot you myself before going after 

the doctor,” Agent Heath warned with such a tone that left no room for argument. No sooner was 

it that Agent Heath turned and began shouting at his men did Rick take out his taser gun and 

stunned him.            

 “Sorry Agent Heath I must do this myself,” Rick said as the path to inside the building 

was clear. Neither Rick nor Detective Alexander knew what to expect as they quickly entered the 

building but both knew the time machine needed to be destroyed permanently. They quickly 

entered the old building and much to their horror the building appeared to be completely 

deserted.           

 “Where are they?” Detective Alexander asked.      

 “We are here and have been expecting you,” the Godfather of Time roared as he and his 

men suddenly appeared in front of them. “I must say I am very disappointed in you Detective 

O’Malley not following directions. I see you brought a friend after I told you to come alone with 

Detective Early.”           

 “But Detective Early is dead. Your men saw to that,” Rick lied.    

 “Ah yes and I must say his death will be merciful compared to what I must say yours will 

be,” the Godfather of Time said as he pointed to his men to grab both Rick and Detective 

Alexander.            

 “You won’t get away with this,” Rick said angrily to Dr. Godson.    

 “Oh I won’t. I know about Agent Heath and his men and by now they should be dead but 

I also have another surprise for you,” the Godfather of Time said as he turned on the television. 

“I want you two to watch the Dark Hood kills all your detectives and destroys the agency.” 

 Rick and Detective Alexander became horrified as they began watching the television 

which showed the agency being attacked. The detectives who were in the office quickly took out 

their pistols as they saw the Dark Hood enter. The Dark Hood looked at the detectives smiling as 

she hit a button on her suit which magnetized it and caused all of their guns to hit her suit and 



within seconds the guns that hit her suit quickly were destroyed and shattered into pieces. 

 The Dark Hood then turned and quickly turned on its high-volume speakers as it quickly 

destroyed all the office windows. Most of the detectives fell onto the ground in agony as they 

held their ears trying to keep from listening to the loud noise the Dark Hood was making through 

the speakers. Samantha stood up and took out a gun that was in her desk as she managed to get 

off one shot before the gun was snatched away by the suit’s magnet. The Dark Hood turned and 

shot out lightning which hit Samantha causing her to fall down and hitting her head on a corner 

of the desk beside her before she fell onto the ground. The Dark Hood then began shooting more 

lightning destroying all the desks and other offices.     

“You will pay for this Dr. Godson,” Rick yelled as he continued to watch the destruction 

the Dark Hood was doing. It was only after Rick spoke did the Godfather of Time turned off the 

television.           

 “Oh I seriously doubt that and since you’ve now seen all your friends and colleagues be 

killed it is now your time to suffer. Take out the time machine,” the Godfather of Time told his 

minions as he turned to Rick again as he spoke. “Do you something detective? The human body 

can only survive to temperatures up to 130 F. Anymore and it leads to death.”  

 “Well that’s good because I hate long waits,” Rick said sarcastically.   

 “I’m going to send you into the middle of a volcano where the temperatures can get as 

high as 1600 F. Imagine the agony you will suffer before you die. If the temperatures don’t kill 

you the poisonous gases and fumes will. Open up the portal,” the Godfather of Time yelled to his 

men as he approached Rick. “I take it you have no last words before your execution is carried 

out.” Rick was about to speak when they turned and saw a car crashing through the entrance. 

“What the heck?”           

 “Freeze Dr. Godson,” came my familiar voice that Rick and Detective Alexander was 

glad in hearing. Rick and Detective Alexander turned and saw me and several city officers 

pointing our guns to Dr. Godson and his men.       

 “Kill them all,” Dr. Godson said as his men took out their guns and began shooting at us. 

Rick and Detective Alexander managed to escape as the shootout began but unfortunately 

Detective Alexander was shot and killed by one of Dr. Godson’s men. Rick shot and killed one 

of the men as he turned and saw Dr. Godson escaping. Most of Dr. Godson’s men had been shot 

and were laying on the ground either dead or in immense pain unable to move as Rick began 

trying to arrest Dr. Godson.         

 “Freeze,” Rick yelled as he tried shooting at Dr. Godson but as he fired Dr. Godson had 

reset the time machine coordinates. Dr. Godson turned and smiled as he lifted the time machine 

and slowly entered the portal. Rick tried to shoot and run after Dr. Godson but unfortunately the 

portal closed allowing the Godfather of Time to escape yet again with the time machine much to 

Rick’s anger. “He got away again. That piece of garbage vermin got away again.”   

 “We will get him someday sweetheart but now I have you,” I said as I ran and kissed 

him.  

“I could get used to this,” Rick said.       

 “I know you could mister,” I laughed.      

 “Fun time is later miss but now we have our work cut out for us,” Rick said. 

 “Indeed we do,” I said. 



************************************* 

I had no doubt Rick was relieved to see me, but his concern quickly became for the 

agency. We quickly went back to the agency which we saw mainly laid in ruins and our horrors 

weren’t truly realized until went inside and saw most of the detectives inside had been killed or 

were dying. My first thoughts were for Samantha who I saw was lying on the ground barely 

conscious.          

 “Emma is that you,” Samantha asked quietly.      

 “Yes it is. I am here,” I replied.        

 “You will stay with me won’t you,” Samantha asked.     

 “Of course I will,” I said and meant every word of it. “You’re my best friend. You were 

there for me when I was younger. That’s what friends do stick up for one another when they are 

having problems.”           

 “Forever and always,” Samantha smiled.  The fire department and medics had already 

been called and it was only when they arrived and took Samantha to the ambulance did my 

sadness become bald anger. As they put Samantha into the ambulance I looked around and saw 

lying on the ground not too far from Samantha was the Dark Hood robot which was now blown 

into several pieces.           

 “That no good Dark Hood got away again like Dr. Godson did. I swear if I get my hands 

on either of them I will kill them myself,” I shouted.       

 “Come on dear you don’t mean that. Revenge is never justice. You’ve told me that 

before. I know he has committed many crimes and someday Emma he will answer for the 

murder of Samantha’s husband as well as the other crimes he has committed,” Rick said as he 

lifted me off the ground and saw me crying tearfully. Most of our staff had been killed, my 

friend’s husband had been murdered and my friend was now going to the hospital and it was not 

all certain that she would survive. All this occurred and yet we didn’t capture either the Dark 

Hood or the Godfather of Time.  

I started thinking to myself whether I was in the right field or not, but I knew I was as 

Rick came and comforted me. Rick always had a way to comfort me and I never really noticed or 

appreciated it until now as he walked me as we walked outside the agency. The future was 

uncertain for all of us and words cannot describe accurately how either Rick or I felt at this 

moment. No matter how I knew that someday the Godfather of Time and the Dark Hood would 

answer for the crimes but for now all we could do was wait and pray for the best and tell Charles 

what happened whenever he got back from London. 

 


