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1999 Malibu, California

“Dr. Zeev, won’t you please call the orphanage? Harry keeps pleading for us to bring his brother home.”

Psychiatrist Joshua Zeev looked down at his blank computer screen. The black glass reflected the shadow of a man who felt older than his forty years. Why did I agree to come all the way to California? This child doesn’t have separation anxiety, hyperactivity, or even berserker syndrome. He’s demonic. 

Joshua sighed and stared at Barbara again, unsure of what to say. Her long thick black hair shone in the sunlight streaming through his office window. Her fair complexion, large blue eyes, and ideal skin gave her the appearance of a living doll. Joshua wondered why such a beautiful couple would agree to adopt and raise such a troubled child.

“Dr. Zeev, what are you thinking?” Barbara asked.

Joshua sighed and leaned back in his chair. “Please, like I’ve said many times before, call me Joshua. That’s what I prefer my friends call me.”

Barbara smiled and nodded.

Joshua continued, “I was thinking about how good it will be to hear Dr. Adam’s North Carolina accent again.”

Barbara reached across the desk and grabbed his hands. “So you are going to ask for us?”

Joshua nodded. “I will talk to Adam and see what we can do, but don’t get your hopes up. You know we haven’t heard from Harry’s mother since she dropped Bill and Harry off at the orphanage. She was a very disturbed young lady. You can’t imagine the hell she went through when her uncle raped her, and then, to have his child. You shouldn’t be surprised Harry has the troubles he has given how he came into this world.”

Barbara let go of Joshua’s hands. “Yes, but at least she did decide to have him. She could’ve tried to have some back-alley abortion. I can’t say I would’ve blamed her. It sends shivers down my spine every time I think of her going through that nightmare. It’s even worse because she was just a child despite what her body showed.”

Joshua sighed and slightly pushed back his desk chair. He turned towards the window that looked across the street. It was all part of Richard and Barbara’s estate. Joshua often thought the lot across the road had the best view and would go wander around up there when he needed to think. However, he knew abruptly ending their meeting so he could go think would be rude, so he attempted to hide away for a moment in his mind.

“What is it, Joshua?” Barbara asked in a soft voice.

Joshua smiled to himself and kept staring out the window. “Oh,” he said, “just a memory. A good memory. When I met Harry’s mother, April, she was a mess, but she wanted to get better. And for a while, she was. I had her on medication to deal with anxiety and depression, and she would make regular visits to see Harry in the baby ward at the orphanage. Eventually, she was able to take him back.” 

Joshua’s smile left him, and he turned to face Barbara. “I’m not sure what set her back down her dark path. I wish I had fought her for custody of Harry’s brother Bill, but I didn’t. I thought she would come back to get Bill like she promised. Allowing her to maintain custody and leave Bill at the orphanage seemed logical back then. But now, I doubt Bill will ever see the outside of the orphanage grounds until the day he becomes an adult.”

Barbara asked, “Why did she do that? It just seems cruel to me.”

“I would like to say she was being altruistic, but in truth, she was only thinking of herself. Harry was a symbol of the innocence she had stolen from her, and so she wanted nothing to do with him. I’m just thankful she brought him back to the orphanage instead of dropping him in a gutter somewhere. By the time she gave away custody, she hated everything about Harry. 

“But Bill, April adored that child. She said Bill was everything his brother wasn’t. Bill was the seed of her love with another man.”

“But what happened to that man?” asked Barbara.

Joshua stretched his arms over his head and then relaxed, resting his hands on his desk. “He was around, but April wanted nothing to do with him. I don’t know if she had quit taking her medication or what happened, but in the end, she developed multiple personalities. The dominate personality wanted nothing to do with this man she claimed to adore. It was that new personality that convinced April that if she left Bill at the orphanage she could return one day to get him when her mind was settled. So April never gave up custody, and we have yet to hear from or see her.”

Barbara took out a tissue and wiped a tear trailing down her cheek. “That poor woman. Those poor boys. It’s no wonder our Harry is so disturbed. Do you think the state will release Bill to us?”

Joshua frowned. “Honestly, I doubt it. You are here in California, and Bill is in North Carolina. The last address April lived in was in North Carolina. I don’t think the state will want us sending her child all the way across the country. There is nothing about his life at the orphanage that’s cruel. To be honest, after my work with him, he became a well-adjusted young man. I’m sure he would prefer a family, but the courts will not remove a child and give custody to a non-family member simply because his biological mother has not shown up yet. If you attempt to push this too far, the courts could decide he should no longer be in the orphanage and may put Bill into a foster home or with relatives he doesn’t know. I will talk to Adam, but I suggest you don’t hold out much hope.”

Barbara’s eyes were glassy, and she nodded her head. “I just want to help Harold deal with his loneliness and do what we can for his brother.”

Joshua took her hand. “You and Richard are doing all you can, and I’m here. If I didn’t think we could help Harry, I wouldn’t have left the orphanage. Those boys were all my children, but I could see how much you and Richard love Harry. It will take time, but have faith.”

A howl echoed down the large Spanish estate’s hallway. The lonely cry reverberated like the call of a wounded coyote and transformed into a deep guttural growl. Barbara and Joshua leaped from their chairs and nearly ran over each other as they made their way down the hallway to the far end of the house.

They passed by the foyer and then the entrance to the kitchen before suddenly stopping in their tracks. Richard lay wounded on the hallway floor. Blood trickled from his head and stained the Spanish tile. A five-foot-tall child appeared from the doorway to the left, his breaths heavy and quick. Sweat dripped from his thickly curled red locks, and spittle flew from his lips. He had a large book lifted over his head, ready to strike Richard.

Barbara screamed, “Harry! Stop!”

The child looked up at Barbara and Joshua with rage in his bloodshot eyes. “My name is Harold!” he roared in a voice far too mature for such a young man. 

Joshua took a step forward and put his hand up. “Harry, you will take the book back to your room and wait for me.”

As if a switch had flipped, the boy slowly lowered the book as he turned back towards his room. He stopped for a moment and looked back at Joshua and his mother. This time when he spoke his voice sounded more like a ten-year-old child. 

“Joshua, will you take me to our special place?”

After Joshua nodded, Harold dropped his head and went skulking into his room.

Joshua walked over and examined Richard’s head before helping him to his feet. He could see his new friend was upset. “Don’t worry, Richard. I will talk to Harry. It’s going to take time.”

“Why doesn’t he want us calling him Harry, Joshua? Why are you the only one who can do that?”

Joshua shrugged. “I honestly don’t know. I assume it’s because I have worked with both him and his brother. It could be that he doesn’t want to be called Harry by either of you because you are his new life, his forever family, and he doesn’t want you reminding him of the orphanage.”

“But you remind him of the orphanage,” Barbara interjected

“I know. My advice is to call him Harold. That is the name he connects with being your son. I don’t know why it matters so much to him. So far, he has refused to share his naming preferences with me.” 

Blood began to drip down Richard’s face. Richard pulled a handkerchief from his back pocket and wiped away the blood. Joshua put out his hand, and Richard gave him the cloth. 

Joshua applied pressure to Richard’s fresh wound. “Why don’t the two of you let me deal with Harry? Barbara, please attend to this wound and put a bandage on Richard’s head. Thankfully, it’s only superficial.”

Richard held the bandage to his head, and Barbara slipped her arms around him. “I hope he didn’t hurt you too badly with that book.”

Richard gave a half-hearted smile. “It looks like a pen can be mightier than the sword.”

Joshua squeezed his shoulder. “Especially if you’re unarmed.”

Barbara and Richard walked back towards the other side of the estate to their master bedroom. Joshua took a deep breath and turned his attention to Harry.

Joshua walked into Harry’s room. The boy sat on his large double bed with his legs hanging over the edge. Although large for a child his age, Harry sometimes resembled the two-year-old child Joshua remembered from the orphanage. 

All the books had been tossed about the stucco-colored room, except for one. On his walnut desk sat the C.S. Lewis’s book, The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe. Joshua could see where Harold had only begun reading it a short time ago.

As he sat down at Harry’s desk, Joshua turned towards the bed. Harry’s eyes were calm, and tears streamed down from the face of a boy truly sorry for what he had just done. 

Joshua decided he would start. “Harry, I have a question for you. Why do you want me to call you Harry instead of Harold?”

Harry shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s the name I remember from the orphanage. I don’t really remember anything else.”

“Then why do you get mad when your mom and dad use that name?”

Harry looked at his hands and rubbed his fingers together while he spoke. “I just like Harold. It sounds more grown up. Harold Brown. The name Harry, and you, remind me of my past and my brother. Harold reminds me of who I am now, and who I hope to be when I’m grown up. Your question is boring. This place is boring. When are we going to take our trip? You promised me we would go there to talk.”

Joshua pulled out his pen. “I want you to focus on my pen.”

Harry rolled his eyes. “I already know all of this, Joshua.”

“You’re a smart young man,” Joshua said as he lowered the pen, “but you need to follow my directions.”

Harry nodded, and Joshua raised his pen again. Joshua spoke calmly and quietly in an almost monotone voice. His rhythmic speech purposefully maintained a slow, steady beat. Soon Harry’s eyes drooped down.

“Harry, where are you?”

“I’m in our ringed fortress.”

“That’s right. We are in the village near the gate. Tell me what you see.”

“The trees are green, and the land is covered in heather.”

Joshua stood up and walked over near Harry. “Let’s walk to the longhouse.”

“Okay,” Harry said in an excited voice.

The child slid off his bed and followed Joshua down the hall to his parent’s bedroom. Barbara and Richard were not there, but Joshua heard them in Richard’s office at the end of the hall. Harry and Joshua strolled into Richard’s office. Barbara and Richard were behind his desk. She had just finished patching his head. Both looked surprised to see Joshua standing in the room with Harold. 

Joshua put his finger to his lips, lowered it, and then spoke, “Okay, Harry. We’re in the longhouse. I believe you have something to say to your parents, the King and Queen Trelleborg.”

Harry lowered himself to one knee and bowed his head. “I’m sorry, Mother and Father. A son should never attack his parents. Do whatever punishment seems fit.”

Barbara caught her breath and covered her mouth. Tears filled Richard’s eyes. Joshua simply nodded their way.

Richard spoke up, “You are forgiven, Harold. There is no punishment if you allow us to teach you how to control your anger.”

“It would be my honor,” said Harold, still looking at the floor.

“You may go,” Richard said as he wiped the tears from his cheeks.

Harold stood up, and Joshua spoke, “Harry, let’s take a walk to the village wall and talk.”

Harry nodded and gave Joshua a distant look. The two walked from the office, down the hall, and into the Southwestern-decorated living room. Harry followed Joshua around the overstuffed tan couches draped with serapes and through the French doors that led to the sundeck of the home. The two walked out and sat at a table. Joshua took a deep breath. The salty cool air from the Pacific Ocean that glistened in the distance helped to relax his stressed body. He looked over at Harold who seemed to imitate him.

“What do you see, Harry?”

“I see our kingdom. Our fields, the woods, and our happy subjects, but I don’t see my brother.”

Joshua took Harry’s hand. “I’m afraid Bill can’t come live with you. He must serve in his own kingdom.”

Harold scowled. “You mean he’s a prisoner to that awful witch.” 

Joshua sighed, remaining quiet for a moment while he thought of a response. “Yes, Harry, he is her prisoner, but only for a little while. You can’t blame your parents for her actions. Your parents are powerful, but even they can’t free Bill from a faraway kingdom.”

Harry bowed his boyish head. “I know. I’m sorry.”

Joshua knew it was time to stop. “Harry, it’s time to leave, but you will remember everything we have talked about.”

Harry’s face looked disappointed, and he sighed but nodded. Joshua slowly brought him out of the kingdom he had traveled to in his mind. Harry’s eyes lost their glassy, distant look. 

“How are you feeling?” Joshua asked.

Harry smiled. “Better, thanks. I wasn’t expecting to end up outside.”

Joshua shrugged. “Well, I like the warm California sunshine, and look at this view. Besides, I may want to go swimming in the pool when we’re done.”

“But you have your clothes on,” Harold said.

“You are an observant young man.”

“Joshua, can we walk down by the pool and talk a little more. You know, here, not in the place you built in my mind.”

Harry’s suddenly mature request surprised him. 

“Sure.”

Joshua led the way down the concrete steps that rested on the side of the hill to the infinity pool that sat on the edge of a level hilltop. Joshua stopped at the pool’s edge and admired the view of the homes nestled in the mountains below them. 

From behind, Harold’s voice yelled, “What’s up, Doc!” 

A hard shove propelled Joshua forward before he knew what hit him. His instincts took over, and he put out his foot to stop his fall. Unfortunately, the only thing to rest his shoe on was the pool’s water. Joshua plunged into the eighty-degree water of the heated pool. At the pool’s edge, Harry stood pointing and laughing. Soon he was doubled over from laughing so hard at his own joke.

Once the shock wore off, Joshua also started laughing, not only about Harry’s joke but also for joy. It was the first practical joke Harry had played on him. The two had now grown close enough that Harry felt comfortable pulling a prank. Joshua reached down to his pocket, relieved to find his flip phone missing. Joshua slowly made his way to the pool’s edge in his water-logged clothes. 

He raised his hand towards Harry. “Help an older man up, young man.” 

Harry grabbed Joshua’s right wrist with both hands. Joshua effortlessly tossed Harry over his shoulder and into the pool before Harry had time to react. The boy came up sputtering and laughing. 

He splashed water towards the doctor and shouted, “Hey, Doc! That’s not fair!”

Joshua feigned indignity. “That’s Dr. Zeev to you, young man.”

Harry swam over and grabbed the edge where Joshua floated. He shook his head and water slung in every direction. 

He looked at Joshua with his face beaming. “Nope, for now on you’re just plain Doc to me. It’s gonna be Doc this and Doc that for as long as we are friends. Now I have a dad and a doc.”

Joshua laughed and nodded. “Okay, Harry, you win this round. We should probably go in and get cleaned up before your mother catches us in her pool with our clothes on.”

Just then the back door opened, and both the doctor and the boy froze. Joshua let out a sigh of relief when he saw the young housekeeper, Maria, coming out with towels and her index finger on her lips. 

Joshua forced himself to ignore her tan skin, long straight shiny hair that fell to her waist, and her small proportional frame. He had been attracted to her since the first day he arrived in California. Unfortunately, he knew nothing would ever come of the two of them. Maria was in her late twenties, more than ten years his junior, and Harold was more than he could handle for the foreseeable future. 

Maria made her way quickly down to the pool as Harry and Joshua finished getting out. “Please, hurry,” she said in a hushed conspiratorial tone. “My mother was watching you both and sent me. She is keeping Barbara in her bedroom with silly questions, but you must hurry.”

Harold took off towards the house, doing his best to dry, walk, and run all at the same time. Maria stayed behind with Joshua. 

“Thank you, Maria. You’re a lifesaver.” 

Joshua leaned down and gave Maria a kiss on her soft, cool cheek. Maria blushed and turned away.

“Please, senor,” said Maria, “you must go too.”

Joshua nodded and started up the hill, but instead of going to the back door, he diverted his path to the gate at the left of the estate. Peaking around it, he made his way to the garage and his car. 

“What are you doing?”

Joshua jumped at the sound of Maria’s voice. 

He whispered, “Where did you come from? I didn’t hear you following me.”

Maria giggled and then whispered back, “I can be sneaky when I need to be.”

Joshua took out his key and unlocked the car. He knew Maria would cover for him, so he said in a hushed tone, “I can’t go to my room. It’s right across from Richard and Barbara’s bedroom. Tell them I am going to the gym.”

“But where are you going, senor?” asked Maria.

“To the gym. I have my bag in the back of my car. I can get a shower and change clothes there. I’ll be back in half an hour.”

Maria giggled again and went into the house through the garage entrance. Joshua backed out of the driveway, laughing as he drove down the winding mountain road. His day had not gone as planned. Joshua navigated down the two-lane road with his heart full of pride. He knew he was making headway with the family. Everything would be better, but it was going to take time.  

Joshua pulled into the parking lot of the Malibu Plaza. He grabbed his gym bag out of the trunk and entered the gym. He pried out his membership card from his soaked wallet. Although his clothes were no longer dripping, he had clearly been submerged in water shortly before arriving. 

The woman at the entrance looked at his card and said, “A little pre-workout swim before the real thing?”

Joshua chuckled. “Something like that. A friend of mine decided I needed some time in his pool before coming in. I promise I’ll dry out before getting on the equipment.”

The young lady smiled, and Joshua went into the locker room. The warm shower felt good on his chilled body. He slipped into his workout clothes and decided to spend a few minutes on an exercise bike. From that vantage point, he could get in a light workout and enjoy the view of the beach across the street. Joshua dug around his gym bag and was thankful to find his flip phone where he last left it. He headed onto the deck to start his short workout.

Keeping a slow but steady pace, Joshua opened up his phone and dialed Adam’s number.

“North Carolina Children’s Home,” came the sound of a familiar voice.

“Dr. Adam, how is my old friend?”

“I’m doing good. To what do I owe the pleasure of your phone call?”

“I was just missing an old friend and the Piedmont,” Joshua responded. 

He heard Adam laugh on the other end.

“Really? Tell me, Dr. Zeev, what are you looking at right at this moment?”

Joshua was quiet before replying, “A beach in Malibu and the Pacific Ocean.”

“Bless your heart. Y’all really suffer out there. I’ll be praying God will strengthen you in your time of suffering.”

Joshua’s laughed and lost his rhythm on the exercise bike. He stopped himself and restarted.

“What is that hum I keep hearing, and why do you sound like you’re breathing harder?” asked Adam.

“Um, I’m at the gym.”

Adam’s voice dripped with sarcasm, “When will your suffering ever stop? I honestly don’t know why you’re not running back to North Carolina. How can you stand the strain?”

Both men laughed. 

Doctor Adam continued, “Seriously, Joshua, what can I do for you?”

Joshua stopped peddling and looked around the deck. He was alone. 

“Richard and Barbara are still pushing to adopt Bill. I told them I would call.”

Adam’s voice took on a serious tone. “I thought you and I agreed that we would never pursue that. You know Bill could end up in foster care, or worse, with one of April’s relatives.”

Joshua nodded to himself as he held the phone to his ear. “We did, and we won’t. I promised them I would call and ask, and I have. I’m going to tell them you said there isn’t a way to make it happen. This way nobody is lying.”

“You always were the smart one, Joshua.”

“How is Bill doing these days?”

Adam’s voice softened. “He misses you. All the boys here miss you. Bill was so young when Harold was adopted he doesn’t remember his brother. I’ve told him you were called away to help a family friend with their child. There is no reason to cause Bill the additional trauma of knowing you are with a brother he doesn’t remember.”

“Has Bill regressed any?”

“No,” said Adam. “He is the same model child you left. I still don’t understand how you turned off his switch. It seems like just yesterday he broke a boy’s arm and was flipping over picnic tables at the age of five.”

Joshua looked around to confirm he was still alone. There was nobody on the deck except a lone seagull that had stopped on the guardrail at the far end. 

Joshua replied, “I can’t say I have a formula. That’s part of the reason I wanted to work with his brother. Bill responded quickly to the hypnotherapy. We dealt with his rage in a simulated battle and conversations around imaginary campfires. Harold is much too violent to try the former. I have only been able to deal with him after he goes berserk. I put his mind in a quiet location and help him understand the damage he has caused. I don’t know if I will ever be able to get him to the stage I got Bill.”

“Do you think there is something genetic involved?” Adam asked. “After all, Harold is a child of incest. Maybe there’s a recessive trait or mutation we don’t understand that is affecting his mind.”

“Possibly,” said Joshua, “but I’m not sure why Bill would exhibit the same symptoms, just to a different degree, if it was genetic.”

“If you figure that out, Dr. Zeev, you’ll be on the front page of the New England Journal of Medicine.”

“I’d settle for a solution without any pomp and circumstance.”

“And that’s why I think of you as my protégé and a friend.”

Joshua smiled, and then the men said their goodbyes. He went back inside and got his gym bag full of wet clothes. Joshua drove with the window rolled down and soaked in the mild California weather on his return to the estate. He was surprised to see Maria step out into the garage as he pulled his car in. She walked to the back of the car and waited for him to open his trunk. As soon as the trunk popped, she reached in and grabbed the gym bag. 

Joshua quickly climbed out of the car. “You don’t have to do that. I’ll wash those.”

Maria shook her head once. “No, this is my job. You need to take care of Harold.”

“Did something happen while I was gone?” Joshua asked with concern.

“No,” said Maria. “He is working on his homework in his room, but you have your notes to do.”

Joshua was intrigued Maria knew what he did. “You’re very observant.”

Maria blushed and said, “I watch everything you do. Now please, get to work. Mr. Richard and Ms. Barbara are counting on you.”

Joshua nodded and headed towards the garage door. He knew the family was relying on him. Joshua just hoped he could solve their problem.
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