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  ‘As ever with Connolly, the macabre narrative is couched in prose that is often allusive and poetic … Refreshingly, Connolly has always resisted repeating himself, and the plot trajectory is strikingly innovative. The Reapers affords unusually bracing doses of Stygian delights.’


  Barry Forshaw, Independent


  ‘The Reapers is an excellent addition to Connolly’s already high calibre collection of work to feature this team who seem, on the surface at least, so different from one another and yet manage to gel so well. I challenge anyone to be able to put this book down. I am sure you will be as gripped by the fast moving story as I was, and I have no doubt this is one of the best crime novels you are likely to read this year!’


  Chris Simmons, Crimesquad.com


  ‘Connolly’s is a unique talent.’


  Susanna Yager, Sunday Telegraph


  ‘Utterly compelling tale of mystery and imagination … a supernatural western set among an elite cadre of samurai-style contract killers and the most purely entertaining novel Connolly has written.’


  Irish Times


  ‘Fans of Connolly’s work will be aware of Angel and Louis, two shadowy assassins, and this new Charlie Parker novel explores their back-story, set against their encounter with Bliss, the killer of killers.’


  Scotland on Sunday


  ‘It’s a must-read for fans of Connolly, offering a rare insight into the background of the slightly dark and dangerous duo who have featured in this series, where death and demons go hand-in-hand.’


  Evening Telegraph


  ‘This painstaking recreation of realistic settings sets the former journalist’s works of fiction apart from many of his contemporaries.’


  Evening Herald


  ‘Readers will be delighted too, with the return of Connolly’s greatest creation, Charlie Parker.’


  Cork Evening Echo


  Also by John Connolly


  The Charlie Parker Stories


  Every Dead Thing


  Dark Hollow


  The Killing Kind


  The White Road


  The Reflecting Eye (Novella in the Nocturnes Collection)


  The Black Angel


  The Unquiet


  The Lovers


  The Whisperers


  The Burning Soul


  The Wrath of Angels


  The Wolf in Winter


  Other Works


  Bad Men


  The Book of Lost Things


  Short Stories


  Nocturnes


  The Wanderer in Unknown Realms (eBook)


  The Samuel Johnson Stories (For Young Adults)


  The Gates


  Hell’s Bells


  The Creeps


  The Chronicles of the Invaders (For Young Adults)


  Conquest (with Jennifer Ridyard)


  Empire (with Jennifer Ridyard)


  Non-Fiction (as editor, with Declan Burke)


  Books to Die For: The World’s Greatest Mystery Writers on the


  World’s Greatest Mystery Novels


   


  [image: Image Missing]


   


  [image: Image Missing]

  

  www.hodder.co.uk


  First published in Great Britain in 2008 by Hodder & Stoughton


  An Hachette UK company


  5


  Copyright © John Connolly 2008


  The right of John Connolly to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by him in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.


  All rights reserved.


  No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.


  All characters in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead is purely coincidental.


  A CIP catalogue record for this title is available from the British Library


  ISBN 978 1 844 56837 6


  Hodder & Stoughton Ltd


  338 Euston Road


  London NW1 3BH


  www.hodder.co.uk


  For Kerry Hood, without whom I would


  be very lost indeed, even with a map.


  Grateful acknowledgement is made for permission to reprint from the following copyrighted works:


  ‘Vision and Prayer’ by Dylan Thomas from Collected Poems, edited by Watford Davies and Ralph Maud. Phoenix, 2003. Reprinted by kind permission of David Higham Associates.


  Excerpts from James Dickey, ‘The Heaven of Animals’ from The Whole Motion: Collected Poems © 1992 by James Dickey and reprinted by permission of Wesleyan University Press.


  INTRODUCTION


  One of the most gratifying – and surprising – aspects of writing the Parker books over the last fifteen years has been the response of readers to the characters of Angel and Louis. Rarely does a bookstore event go by without someone asking me where they came from, and my answer is that I’m not entirely sure. I don’t create characters as such, or not in the sense that I sit down before starting a book and write out a series of names, followed by descriptions of their appearance and personality. That smacks a little of contrivance, and is also uncomfortably reminiscent of a diary entry written by a certain type of teenage girl who has set out to list the qualities of her future husband. (‘He’ll be tall, and dreamy, and kind to kittens …’)


  In the introduction to The Unquiet I discuss the nature of the villains in my books and how even the foulest of them have simply emerged in the course of writing a novel, as though they had been lounging somewhere in my unconscious, waiting for their cue. So it was with Angel and Louis, who arrived at Willie Brew’s auto shop early in Every Dead Thing, and never went away again. (Oh, and Louis is pronounced ‘Loo-Ee’, not ‘Lew-Iss’. I get asked that a lot, too. Angel makes a point of it in one of the books, commenting that only kings of France should have that name.) I liked the fact that the only functioning long-term relationship in that first book was between two gay men, one of them undoubtedly a killer, and the other a thief who wasn’t above killing when required. Neither were they tortured by their sexuality. They were not so much two gay criminals as two criminals who happened to be gay.


  Some years ago, when I was signing in San Francisco, a gentleman came up carrying about ten copies of the same Parker book to be signed. Now, while I’m always grateful for multiple sales, I do like to ensure that the person holding multiple copies of one book knows that they’re all the same, just in case that individual happens to be, say, short-sighted, or mad. With that in mind, I did point out, in the most tactful way, that he was likely to be set for copies of The White Road for the foreseeable future. In reply, he told me that he ran a book group for gay men, the members of which were very fond of the Parker books because they contained two gay characters who weren’t miserable or stereotypical, which is apparently rarer than one might suppose. He was only slightly disappointed that I am not myself gay, but he took it manfully. There is, after all, a limit to what I’m prepared to do for my readers.


  Angel and Louis’s relationship with Charlie Parker is almost as complex as their relationship with each other. I’ve always felt that they represent a side of his personality, the part of him that’s still filled with rage and anguish, and wants to lash out at the world. The other side longs for peace, and domesticity, and the possibility of a new life with a woman and child who love him. Ultimately, those two longings are incompatible: a man like Parker, who confronts evil and violence not only in order to vanquish it but to satisfy his own vengeful urges, cannot really have a family life, because he risks bringing that violence and evil down upon those whom he loves.


  In The Black Angel, Parker ends up in the undeniably romantic city of Prague, and has to call his girlfriend, Rachel, to tell her where he is. She asks him if he’s alone there, and he explains that he’s with Angel and Louis. Her response, not unreasonably, is that she had always hoped she and Parker might have gone to Prague together. It is clear, even at this stage in the series, that Parker has begun to make his choice between his lover and his friends.


  I’d been toying for a few years with giving Angel and Louis a book of their own. It would require dispensing almost entirely with any supernatural elements, so the tone of the book would be different from the Parker novels, and it would give me a chance to reveal more about Louis’s background, linking it back to The White Road.


  But I also wanted to offer readers an opportunity to see Parker as others see him. All of the preceding novels had largely been written in the first person, so most of what we saw was from Parker’s perspective. Because The Reapers is written in the third person, it allows various characters in the book to give their impressions of Parker, and the picture that emerges is of a man for whom they have a certain affection and respect – and even a deep loyalty in the case of Angel and Louis – but who is also distant, unknowable, and not a little unnerving.


  But much of what we are told about him comes not from Angel and Louis but from Willie Brew, the owner of the auto shop first mentioned in Every Dead Thing, and his colleague and friend, Arno. As I was writing The Reapers, I started to realize that it was as much a study of male friendship as anything else, with Angel and Louis’s relationship representing one kind, their bond with Parker another, and the companionship between Willie Brew and Arno a third. I loved Willie Brew and Arno, and I think that, on one level, I would quite happily have dispensed entirely with the thriller aspect of the novel and simply recorded a series of their conversations and interactions for four hundred pages.


  After the book was published and I headed out to do publicity for it, it became apparent that the friendship between Willie Brew and Arno had struck a chord, especially with a lot of male readers. One story in particular remains with me. An Irish broadcaster, who has been a longtime supporter of the books, told me of his father and his best friend. These two men had grown up together, bought houses near each other, worked together and retired at virtually the same time. Following their retirement, each weekday morning his father’s friend would arrive at the house, have a cup of tea, chat – and occasionally bicker – with the broadcaster’s father, and then the two men would head out to the shed in the back garden, where they would potter for the day. They were good at fixing things, and so people would bring them malfunctioning electrical items, or dodgy bits of machinery, and they would repair them, content to do so in each other’s company.


  And then the broadcaster’s father died suddenly. The services were held, and his best friend stood by the graveside and said goodbye. The following Monday, there was a knock on the broadcaster’s front door, and his newly widowed mother went to answer it. There on the doorstep was her husband’s best friend. He looked at her, said ‘What will I do without him?’, and burst into tears. He had been bereaved just as deeply as she had, for he would never form a bond with another human being like the one he had enjoyed with this man, and would now always be a little alone.


  So, while this is very much Angel and Louis’s story, it is Willie and Arno who give the book its humanity, and they are the ones who ultimately realize the cost of standing alongside a man like Charlie Parker.


  Prologue


  All things are an exchange for fire, and fire for all things, as goods for gold and gold for goods.


  Heraclitus (c.535–475 BC)


  Sometimes, Louis dreams of the Burning Man. He comes when the night is at its deepest, when even the sounds of the city have faded, descending from symphonic crescendo to muted nocturne. Louis is not even sure if he is truly asleep when the Burning Man makes his presence felt, for it seems to him that he wakes to the sound of his partner’s slow breathing in the bed beside him, a smell in his nostrils that is both familiar yet alien: it is the stink of charred meats allowed to rot, of human fats sizzling in an open flame. If it is a dream, then it is a waking dream, one that occurs in the netherworld between consciousness and absence.


  The Burning Man had a name once, but Louis can no longer utter it. His name is not enough to encompass his identity; it is too narrow, too restrictive for what he has become to Louis. He does not think of him as ‘Errol’, or ‘Mr Rich’ or even ‘Mr Errol’, which is how he had always addressed him when he was alive. He is now more than a name, much more.


  Still, once he was Mr Errol: all brawn and muscle, his skin the color of damp, fertile earth recently turned by the plow; gentle and patient for the most part, but with something simmering beneath his seemingly placid exterior, so that if you caught him unawares it was possible to glimpse it in his eyes before it slipped away, like some rare beast that has learned the importance of staying beyond the range of the hunters’ guns, of the white men in the white suits.


  For the hunters were always white.


  There was a fire burning in Errol Rich, a rage at the world and its ways. He tried to keep it under control, for he understood that, if it emerged unchecked, there was the danger that it would consume all in its path, himself included. Perhaps it was an anger that would not have been alien to many of his brothers and sisters at that time: he was a black man trapped in the rhythms and rituals of a white man’s world, in a town where he and those like him were not permitted to roam once dusk fell. Things were changing elsewhere, but not in this county, and not in this town. Change would come more slowly to this place. Maybe, in truth, it would never come at all, not entirely, but that would be for others to deal with, not Errol Rich. By the time certain people started talking aloud about rights without fear of reprisal, Errol Rich no longer existed, not in any form that those who once knew him could have recognized. His life had been extinguished years before, and in the moment of his dying he was transformed. Errol Rich passed from this earth, and in his place came the Burning Man, as though the fire inside had finally found a way to bloom forth in bright red and yellow, exploding from within to devour his flesh and consume his former consciousness, so that what was once a hidden part of him became all that he was. Others might have held the torch to him, or sprayed the gasoline that soaked and blinded him in his final moments as he was hanged from a tree, but Errol Rich was already burning, even then, even as he asked them to spare him from the agonies that were to come. He had always burned, and in that way, at least, he defeated the men who took his life.


  And from the moment that he died, the Burning Man stalked Louis’s dreams.


  Louis remembers how it came to pass: an argument with whites. Somehow, that was often how it started. The whites made the rules, but the rules kept changing. They were fluid, defined by circumstance and necessity, not by words on paper. Later, Louis would reflect that what was strangest of all was the fact that the white men and women who ran the town would always deny that they were racist. We don’t hate the coloreds, they would say, we just all get along better when they keep themselves to themselves. Or: They’re welcome in the town during the day, but we just don’t think they should spend the night. It’s for their own safety as much as ours. Curious. It was as hard then as it was now to find anybody who would admit to being a racist. Even most racists, it seemed, were ashamed of their intolerance.


  But there were those who wore such an epithet as a badge of honor, and the town had its share of such people as well. It was said that the trouble started when a group of local men threw a heavy pitcher filled with urine through the cracked old windshield of Errol’s truck, and Errol responded in kind. That temper of his, that fury that he kept bottled inside of him, had erupted, and he had tossed a length of two-by-four through the window of Little Tom’s bar in reprisal. That had been enough for them to act against him, that and their fear of what he represented. He was a black man who spoke better than most of the white people in the town. He owned his own truck. He could fix things with his hands – radios, TVs, air conditioners, anything that had a current flowing through it – and he could fix them better and cheaper than anyone else, so that even those who wouldn’t allow him to walk the town’s streets at night were happy to let him into their homes to fix their appliances during the day, even if some of them didn’t feel quite as comfortable in their living rooms afterward, although they weren’t racists either. They just didn’t like strangers in their home, particularly colored strangers. If they offered him water to slake his thirst, they were careful to present it to him in the cheap tin cup set aside for just such an eventuality, the cup from which no one else would drink, the cup kept with the cleaning products and the brushes, so that the water always had a faint chemical burn to it. There was talk that maybe he might soon be in a position to employ others like him, to train them and pass on his skills. And he was a good-looking man too, a ‘nigger buck’ as Little Tom had once described him, except that, when he said it, Little Tom had been cradling the hunting rifle that used to hang above his bar, and it was clear what being a buck implied in Little Tom’s world.


  So they hadn’t needed much of an excuse to move against Errol Rich, but he had given them one nonetheless, and before the week was out, they had doused him in gasoline, hanged him from a tree, and set him alight.


  And that was how Errol Rich became the Burning Man.


  Errol Rich had a wife in a city a hundred miles to the north. He’d fathered a child with her, and once each month he would drive up to see them and make sure that they had what they needed. Errol Rich’s wife had a job in a big hotel. Errol used to work in that hotel too, as a handyman, but something had happened – that temper again, it was whispered – and he had to leave his wife and child and find work elsewhere. On those other weekend nights when he was not seeing to his family, Errol could be found drinking quietly in the little lean-to out in the swamps that served as a bar and social hub for the coloreds, tolerated by the local law as long as there was no trouble and no whoring, or none that was too obvious. Louis’s mama would sometimes go there with her friends, even though Grandma Lucy didn’t approve. There was music, and often Louis’s mama and Errol Rich would dance together, but there was a sadness and a regret to their rhythms, as though this was now all that they had, and all that they would ever have. While others drank rot gut, or ‘jitter juice’ as Grandma Lucy still called it, Louis’s mama sipped on a soda and Errol stuck to beer. Just one or two, though. He never was much for drinking, he used to say, and he didn’t like to smell it on others first thing in the morning, especially not on a working man, although he wasn’t about to police another’s pleasures, no sir.


  On warm summer nights, when the air was filled with the burr of katydids, and mosquitoes, drawn by the heady mix of sweat and sugar, fed upon the men and women in the club, and the music was loud enough to shake dust from the ceiling, and the crowd was distracted by noise and scent and movement, Errol Rich and Louis’s mama would perform their slow dance, unheeding of the rhythms that surrounded them, alive only to the beating of their own hearts, their bodies pressed so close that, in time, those beats came in unison and they were one together, their fingers intertwined, their palms moving damply, one upon the other.


  And sometimes that was enough for them, and sometimes it was not.


  Mr Errol would always give Louis a quarter when their paths crossed. He would comment upon how tall Louis had grown, how well he looked, how proud his mama must be of him.


  And Louis thought, although he could not say why, that Mr Errol was proud of him too.


  On the night that Errol Rich died, Louis’s Grandma Lucy, the matriarch of the house of women in which Louis grew up, fed Louis’s mama bourbon and a dose of morphine to help her sleep. Louis’s mama had been weeping all week, ever since she heard of what had passed between Errol and Little Tom. Later, Louis was told that she had gone over to Errol’s place at noon that day, her sister in tow, and had pleaded with him to leave, but Errol wasn’t going to run, not again. He told her that it would all work out. He said that he had gone to see Little Tom and had apologized for what he had done. He had paid over forty dollars that he could ill afford to cover the damage, and as compensation for Little Tom’s trouble, and Little Tom had accepted the money gruffly and told Errol that what was done was done, and he forgave him his moment of ill temper. It had pained Errol to pay the money, but he wanted to stay where he was, to live and work with people whom he liked and respected. And loved. That was what he told Louis’s mama, and that was what Louis’s aunt told him, many years later. She described how Errol and Louis’s mama had held hands as they spoke, and how she had walked outside for a breath of air to give them their privacy.


  When Louis’s mama eventually emerged from Errol’s cabin, her face was very pale and her mouth was trembling. She knew what was coming, and Errol Rich knew it too, no matter what Little Tom might say. She went home and cried so much that she lost her breath and blacked out on the kitchen table, and it was then that Grandma Lucy took it upon herself to give her a little something to ease her suffering, and so Louis’s mama had slept while the man she loved burned.


  That night, the lean-to was closed, and the blacks who worked in the town left long before dusk came. They stayed in their houses and their shacks, their families close by, and nobody spoke. Mothers sat and kept vigil over their children as they slept, or held the hands of their menfolk over bare tables or seated by empty grates and cold stoves. They had felt it coming, like the heat before a storm, and they had fled, angry and ashamed at their powerlessness to intervene.


  And so they had waited for the news of Errol Rich’s leaving of this world.


  On the night that Errol Rich died, Louis can remember waking to the sound of a woman’s footsteps outside the little box room in which he slept. He can recall climbing from his bed, the boards warm beneath his bare feet, and walking to the open door of their cabin. He sees his grandmother on the porch, staring out into the darkness. He calls to her, but she does not answer. There is music playing, the voice of Bessie Smith. His grandmother always loved Bessie Smith.


  Grandma Lucy, a shawl draped around her shoulders over her nightdress, steps down into the yard in her bare feet. Louis follows her. Now all is no longer dark. There is a light in the forest, a slow burning. It is shaped like a man, a man writhing in agony as the flames consume him. He walks through the forest, the leaves turning to black in his wake. Louis can smell the gasoline and the roasted flesh, can see the skin charring, can hear the hissing and popping of body fats. His grandmother reaches out a hand behind her, never taking her eyes from the Burning Man, and Louis places his palm against her palm, his fingers against her fingers, and as she tightens her grip upon him, his fear fades and he feels only grief for what this man is enduring. There is no anger. That will come later. For now, there is only an overwhelming sadness that falls upon him like a dark cloak. His grandmother whispers, and begins to weep. Louis weeps too, and together they drown the flames, even as the Burning Man’s mouth forms words that Louis cannot quite hear, as the fire dies and the image fades, until all that is left is the smell of him and an image seared upon Louis’s retina like the aftermath of a photographic flash.


  And now, as Louis lies in a bed far from the place in which he grew up, the one he loves sleeping soundly beside him, he smells gasoline and roasted meat, and sees again the Burning Man’s lips move, and thinks that he understands part of what was said on that night so many years before.


  Sorry. Tell her I am sorry.


  Most of what follows is lost to him, wreathed in fire. Only two words stand out, and even now Louis is not certain if he interprets them correctly, if the movement of that lipless gap truly corresponds to what he believes was uttered, or to what he wants to believe.


  Son.


  My son.


  There was a fire inside Errol Rich, and something of that fire transferred itself to the boy at the moment of Errol’s death. It burns within him now, but where Errol Rich found a way to deny it, to temper its flames until at last, perhaps inevitably, it rose up and destroyed him, Louis has embraced it. He fuels it, and it, in turn, fuels him, but it is a delicate balance that he maintains. The fire needs to be fed if it is not to feed upon him instead, and the men he kills are the sacrifices that he offers to it. Errol Rich’s fire was a deep, scorching red, but the flames inside Louis burn white and cold.


  Son.


  My son.


  At night, Louis dreams of the Burning Man.


  And, somewhere, the Burning Man dreams of him.


  I


  He will now be felled with my arrow, as I am enraged at him, and gone are his lives now, and indeed the earth shall drink his blood.


  (from the Srimad Valmiki Ramayana, c. 5000 BC)


  1


  There are so many killings, so many victims, so many lives lost and ruined every day, that it can be hard to keep track of them all, hard to make the connections that might bring cases to a close. Some are obvious: the man who kills his girlfriend, then takes his own life, either out of remorse or because of his own inability to face the consequences of his actions; or the tit-for-tat murders of hoodlums, gangsters, drug dealers, each killing leading inexorably to another as the violence escalates. One death invites the next, extending a pale hand in greeting, grinning as the ax falls, the blade cuts. There is a chain of events that can easily be reconstructed, a clear trail for the law to follow.


  But there are other killings that are harder to connect, the links between them obscured by great distances, by the passage of years, by the layering of this honeycomb world as time folds softly upon itself.


  The honeycomb world does not hide secrets: it stores them. It is a repository of buried memories, of half-forgotten acts.


  In the honeycomb world, everything is connected.


  The St Daniil sat on Brightwater Court, not far from the cavernous dinner clubs on Brighton Beach Avenue and Coney Island Avenue where couples of all ages danced to music in Russian, Spanish, and English, ate Russian food, shared vodka and wine, and watched stage shows that would not have been out of place in some of the more modest Reno hotels, or on a cruise ship, yet the St Daniil was far enough away from them to render itself distinct in any number of ways. The building that it occupied overlooked the ocean, and the boardwalk with its principal trio of restaurants, the Volna, the Tatiana, and the Winter Garden, now screened to protect their patrons from the cool sea breeze and the stinging sands. Nearby was the Brighton playground, where, during the day, old men sat at stone tables playing cards while children cavorted nearby, the young and the not-so-young united together in the same space. New condos had sprung up to the east and west, part of the transformation that Brighton Beach had undergone in recent years.


  But the St Daniil belonged to an older dispensation, a different Brighton Beach, one occupied by the kind of businesses that made their money from those who were on nodding terms with poverty: check cashing services that took twenty-five percent of every check cashed, then offered loans at a similar monthly rate to cover the shortfall; discount stores that sold cheap crockery with cracked glaze, and firetrap Christmas decorations all year round; former mom-and-pop grocery stores that were now run by the kind of men who looked like they might have the remains of mom and pop rotting in their cellars; laundromats frequented by men who smelled of the streets and who would routinely strip down to filthy shorts and sit, nearly naked, waiting for their clothes to wash before giving them a single desultory spin in the dryer (for every quarter counted) and then dress in the still-damp clothes, folding the rest into plastic garbage bags and venturing back onto the streets, their garments steaming slightly in the air; pawnshops that did a steady trade in redeemed and unredeemed items, for there was always someone willing to benefit from the misfortune of another; and storefronts with no name above the window and only a battered counter inside, the shadowy business conducted within of no interest to those who needed to be told its nature. Most of those places were gone now, relegated to side streets, to less desirable neighborhoods, pushed further and further back from the Avenue and the sea, although those who needed their services would always know where to find them.


  The St Daniil remained, though. It endured. The St Daniil was a club, although it was strictly private and had little in common with its glitzier counterparts on the Avenue. Accessed through a steel caged door, it occupied the basement of an old brownstone building surrounded by other brownstones of similar vintage although, while its neighbors had been cleaned up, the edifice occupied by the St Daniil had not. It had once formed the main entrance to a larger complex, but changes to the internal structure of the buildings had isolated the St Daniil between two significantly more attractive apartment blocks. The club’s home now squatted in the middle of them like some poor relation that had muscled in on a family photo, unashamed of its ignominy.


  Above the St Daniil was a warren of small apartments, some big enough to be occupied by entire families, others small enough to accommodate only an individual, and one, at that, for whom space mattered less than privacy and anonymity. Nobody lived in those apartments now, not willingly. Some were used for storage: booze, cigarettes, electrical goods, assorted contraband. The rest acted as temporary quarters for young – sometimes very young – prostitutes and, when required, their clients. One or two of the rooms were marginally better furnished and maintained than others, and contained video cameras and recording equipment for the making of pornographic films.


  Although it was known as the St Daniil, the club did not have an official name. A plate beside the door read ‘Private Members Social Club’ in English and Cyrillic, but it was not the kind of place where anyone went to be sociable. There was a bar there, but few lingered at it, and those who did stuck mostly to coffee and killed time while waiting for errands to run, vig to collect, bones to break. A TV above the bar showed pirated DVDs, old hockey games, sometimes porn or, late at night, when all business had been conducted, film of Russian troops in Chechnya engaging in reprisals against their enemies, real or perceived. Worn hemispherical vinyl booths lined the walls, with scuffed tables at their center, relics of a time when this really was a social club, a place where men could talk of the old country and share the newspapers that had arrived in the mail or in the suitcases of visitors and immigrants. The decor consisted mainly of framed copies of Soviet posters from the 1940s, bought for five bucks at RBC Video on Brighton Beach Avenue.


  For a time, the police had kept watch on the club, but they had been unable to access it in order to plant a bug, and a wiretap on the phones had expired without anything useful being learned. Any business of consequence was, they suspected, now conducted on throwaway cell phones, the phones replaced religiously at the end of every week. Two raids by vice on the building through the doorway above the club had scored only a couple of johns and a handful of weary whores, few of whom had English and fewer of whom had papers. No pimps were ever apprehended, and the women, the cops knew, were easily replaced.


  On those nights, the door to the St Daniil had remained firmly closed, and when the cops finally gained entry to it they had found only a bored bartender and a pair of ancient, toothless Russians playing poker for matchsticks.


  It was a mid-October evening. The light outside had long faded and only a single booth in the club was occupied. The man seated there was a Ukrainian known as the Priest. He had studied in an Orthodox seminary for three years before discovering his true vocation, which lay primarily in providing the kinds of services for which priests were usually required to offer forgiveness. The club’s unofficial name was a testament to the Priest’s brief flirtation with the religious life. The St Daniil monastery was Moscow’s oldest cloister, a stronghold of the Orthodox faith even during the worst excesses of the Communist era, when many of its priests had become martyrs and the remains of St Daniil himself had been smuggled to America in order to save them from harm.


  Unlike many of those who worked for him, the Priest spoke English with hardly a trace of an accent. He had been part of the first influx of immigrants from the Soviet Union, working hard to learn the ways of this new world, and he could still recall a time when Brighton Beach had been nothing but old people living in rent-controlled apartments surrounded by little vacant houses falling into decay, a far cry from the days when this area was a beacon for immigrants and New Yorkers alike anxious to leave the crowded neighborhoods of Brownsville, East New York, and Manhattan’s Lower East Side for space in which to live and the feel of sea air in their lungs. He prided himself on his sophistication. He read the Times, not the Post. He went to the theater. When he was in his realm, there was no porn on the TV, no poorly copied DVDs. Instead, it was tuned to BBC World, or sometimes CNN. He did not like Fox News. It looked inward, and he was a man who was always looking at the greater world outside. He drank tea during the day, and only compote, a fruit punch that tasted of plums, at night. He was an ambitious man, a prince who wished to become a king. He paid obeisance to the old men, the ones who had been imprisoned under Stalin, the ones whose fathers had created the criminal enterprise that had now reached its zenith in a land far from their own. But even as he bowed before them, the Priest looked for ways in which they might be undermined. He calculated the strength of potential rivals among his own generation, and prepared his people for the inevitable bloodshed, sanctioned or unsanctioned, that would come. Recently, there had been some reversals. The mistakes might have been avoided, but he was not entirely to blame for them. Unfortunately, there were others who did not see it that way. Perhaps, he thought, the bloodshed would have to begin sooner than expected.


  Today had been a bad day, another in a succession of bad days. There had been a problem with the restrooms that morning and the place still stank, even though the difficulty had apparently been solved once the drain people, from a firm trusted by the organization, got on the case. On another day, the Priest might well have left the club and gone elsewhere, but there was business to be conducted and loose ends to be tied, so he was prepared to put up with the lingering bad odor for as long as was necessary.


  He flicked through some photographs on the table before him: undercover policemen, some of them probably Russian speakers. They were determined, if nothing else. He would have them identified to see if there was some way of putting pressure on them through their families. The police were drawing ever closer. After years of ineffectual moves against him, they had been given a break. Two of his men had died in Maine the previous winter, along with two intermediaries. Their deaths had exposed a small but lucrative part of the Priest’s Boston operation: pornography and prostitution involving minors. He had been forced to cease providing both services, and the result had affected, in turn, the smuggling of women and children into the country, which meant that the inevitable attrition of his stable of whores, and the stables of others, could not be arrested. He was hemorrhaging money, and he did not like it. His comrades were suffering too, and he knew that they blamed him. Now his club stank of excrement and it would only be a matter of time before the dead men were finally connected to him.


  But word had reached him that there might be a solution to at least one of his problems. All of this had started because a private detective in Maine could not mind his own business. Killing him would not get rid of the police – it might even increase the pressure upon him for a time – but it would at least serve as a warning to his persecutors and to those who might be tempted to testify against him, as well as giving the Priest a little personal satisfaction along the way.


  There was a shout from the doorway in Russian: ‘Boss, they are here.’


  One week earlier, a man had arrived at the offices of Big Earl’s Cleaning & Drain Services, Inc., on Nostrand Avenue. He had not entered through the brightly carpeted, fragrant-smelling lobby. Instead, he had walked around the side of the building to the maintenance yard and waste treatment area.


  This area did not smell at all fragrant.


  He entered the garage and climbed a flight of steps to a glass booth. Inside was a desk, a range of mismatched filing cabinets, and two cork boards covered with invoices, letters, and a pair of out-of-date calendars featuring women in a state of undress. Seated behind the desk was a tall, thin man in a white shirt offset by a green and yellow polyester tie. His hair was Grecian-formula brown, and he was fiddling compulsively with his pen, the sure sign of a smoker deprived, however temporarily, of his drug. He looked up as the door opened and the visitor entered. The new arrival was of below average height, and dressed in a navy peacoat buttoned to the neck, a pair of torn, faded jeans, and bright red sneakers. He had a three-day growth of beard, but wore it in a manner that suggested he always had a three-day growth of beard. It looked almost cultivated, in an untidy way. ‘Shabby’ was the word that came to mind.


  ‘You trying to quit?’ asked the visitor.


  ‘Huh?’


  ‘You trying to give up cigarettes?’


  The man looked at the pen in his right hand as if almost surprised that there wasn’t a cigarette there.


  ‘Yeah, that’s right. Wife’s been at me to do it for years. The doc too. Thought I’d give it a try.’


  ‘You should use those nicotine patches.’


  ‘Can’t get them to light. What can I do for you?’


  ‘Earl around?’


  ‘Earl’s dead.’


  The visitor looked shocked. ‘No way. When did he die?’


  ‘Two months ago. Cancer of the lung.’ He coughed embarrassedly. ‘Kind of why I decided to give up. My name’s Jerry Marley, Earl’s brother. I came on board to help out when Earl got sick, and I’m still here. Earl a friend of yours?’


  ‘An acquaintance.’


  ‘Well, guess he’s gone to a better place now.’


  The visitor looked around the little office. Beyond the glass, two men in masks and coveralls were cleaning pipes and tools. He wrinkled his nose as the stink reached him.


  ‘Hard to believe,’ said the visitor.


  ‘Ain’t it though. So, what can I do for you?’


  ‘You unclog drains?’


  ‘That’s right.’


  ‘So if you know how to unclog them, then you must know how to clog them as well.’


  Jerry Marley looked momentarily puzzled, and then anger replaced puzzlement. He stood up. ‘You get the hell out of here before I call the cops. This is a business, dammit. I got no time for people trying to cause other people trouble.’


  ‘I hear your brother wasn’t so particular about who he worked with.’


  ‘Hey, you keep your mouth shut about my brother.’


  ‘I don’t mean that in a bad way. It was one of the things I liked about him. It made him useful.’


  ‘I don’t give a shit. Get out of here, you—’


  ‘Maybe I should introduce myself,’ said the visitor. ‘My name is Angel.’


  ‘I don’t give a good goddamn what—’ Marley stopped talking as he realized that he did, in fact, give a good goddamn. He sat down again.


  ‘I guess Earl might have mentioned me.’


  Marley nodded. He looked a little paler than before. ‘You, and another fella.’


  ‘Oh, he’s around somewhere. He’s –’ Angel searched for the right word. ‘– cleaner than I am. No offense meant, but his clothes cost more than mine. The smell, y’know, it gets in the fabric.’


  ‘I know,’ said Marley. He began to babble, but couldn’t stop himself. ‘I don’t notice it so much no more. My wife, she makes me take my clothes off in the garage before I come in the house. Have to shower straight away. Even then, she says she can still smell it on me.’


  ‘Women,’ said Angel. ‘They’re sensitive like that.’


  There was a brief silence. It was almost companionable, except that Jerry Marley’s desire for a cigarette had suddenly increased beyond the capacity of any mortal man to resist.


  ‘So,’ said Angel. ‘About those drains …’


  Marley raised a hand to stop him. ‘Mind if I smoke?’ he asked.


  ‘I thought you were giving up,’ said Angel.


  ‘So did I.’


  Angel shrugged. ‘I guess it must be a stressful job.’


  ‘Sometimes,’ said Marley.


  ‘Well, I don’t want to add to it.’


  ‘God forbid.’


  ‘But I do need a favor, and I’ll do you a favor in return.’


  ‘Right. And what would that be?’


  ‘Well, if you do me my favor, I won’t come back again.’


  Jerry Marley thought about it for less than half a second.


  ‘That seems fair,’ he said.


  For a moment, Angel looked a little sad. He was hurt that everyone wanted to leap at that deal when it was offered.


  Marley seemed to guess what he was thinking. ‘Nothing personal,’ he added, apologetically.


  ‘No,’ said Angel, and Marley got the sense that the visitor was thinking of something else entirely. ‘It never is.’


  The two men who entered the Priest’s den a week later were not what he had expected, but then the Priest had learned that nothing was ever quite as he might have expected it to be. The first was a black man dressed in a gray suit that looked as if it was being worn for the first time. His black patent leather shoes shone brightly, and a black silk tie was knotted perfectly at the collar of his spotlessly white shirt. He was clean shaven and exuded a faint scent of cloves and incense that was particularly appealing to the Priest under his current, excrementally tainted, circumstances.


  Behind him was a smaller man, possibly of Hispanic origin, wearing an amiable smile that briefly distracted from the fact that his clothes had seen better days: no-name denims, last year’s sneakers, and a padded jacket that was obviously of good quality but was more suited to someone two decades younger and two sizes larger.


  ‘They’re clean,’ said Vassily, once the two men had submitted, with apparent good grace, to a frisking. Vassily was deceptively compact and his features were gentle and delicate. He moved with speed and grace, and was one of the Priest’s most trusted acolytes, another Ukrainian with brains and ambition, although not so much ambition that it might pose a threat to his employer.


  The Priest gestured at a pair of chairs facing him across the table. The two men sat.


  ‘Would you like a drink?’ he asked them.


  ‘Nothing for me,’ said the black man.


  ‘I’ll have a soda,’ said the other. ‘Coke. Make sure the glass isn’t dirty.’


  The smile never left his face. He looked over his shoulder at the bartender and winked. The bartender merely scowled.


  ‘Now, what can I do for you?’ asked the Priest.


  ‘It’s more a matter of what we can do for you,’ said the small man.


  The Priest shrugged. ‘Cleaning, maybe? Selling door-to-door?’


  There was an appreciative laugh from his soldiers. There were three of them in all, plus the bartender. Two were seated at the bar, the ubiquitous coffee cups before them. Vassily was behind the men and to their right. The Priest thought that he looked uneasy. But then, Vassily always looked uneasy. He was a pessimist, or perhaps a realist; the Priest was never entirely sure which. He supposed that it was all a matter of perspective.


  The small man’s grin faded slightly.


  ‘We’re here about the paper.’


  ‘Paper? Are you looking for a route?’


  There was more laughter.


  ‘The paper on the detective, Parker. We hear you want him taken out. We’d prefer it if that wasn’t the case.’


  The laughter stopped. The Priest had been informed that two men wanted to discuss the detective with him, so this opening gambit was not unexpected. Usually, the Priest would have left such discussions to Vassily, but this was not the usual situation, and these, he knew, were not the usual men. He had been told that they merited a degree of respect, but this was the Priest’s place, and he enjoyed goading them. He respected those who respected him, and the mere fact of the men’s presence in his club irritated him. They were not pleading for the detective’s life; they were trying to tell him how to run his business.


  The bartender placed a Coke in front of the small man. He sipped it and scowled.


  ‘It’s warm,’ he said.


  ‘Give him some ice,’ said the Priest.


  The bartender nodded. One of the men seated at the bar leaned over and filled an empty glass with ice by scooping it through the ice bucket. He handed it to the bartender. The bartender dipped his fingers into the glass, retrieved two cubes, and dropped them into the Coke. The liquid splashed onto the small man’s jeans.


  ‘Hey,’ he said. ‘That’s rude, man. And seriously fucking unhygienic, even in a place that smells as bad as this one.’


  ‘We know who you are,’ said the Priest.


  ‘Excuse me?’


  ‘I said, “We know who you are”.’


  ‘What does that mean?’


  The Priest pointed at the small, untidy man. ‘You are Angel.’ The finger moved slightly to the left. ‘And you are named Louis. Your reputation precedes you, as I believe people say under these circumstances.’


  ‘Should we be flattered?’


  ‘I think so.’


  Angel looked pleased. Now Louis spoke for the first time.


  ‘You need to burn the paper,’ he said.


  ‘Why would that be?’ asked the Priest.


  ‘The detective is off-limits.’


  ‘By whose authority?’


  ‘Mine. Ours. Other people’s.’


  ‘What other people?’


  ‘If I said I didn’t know, and you didn’t want to know, would you believe me?’


  ‘Possibly,’ said the Priest. ‘But he’s caused me a lot of trouble. A message has to be sent.’


  ‘We were up there too. You going to put a paper out on us?’


  The Priest wagged his finger. ‘Now you are off-limits. We’re all professionals. We know how these things work.’


  ‘Do we? I don’t think we’re in the same business.’


  ‘You flatter yourself.’


  ‘I’m flattering somebody.’


  If the Priest was offended, he didn’t show it. He was, though, surprised at the men’s willingness to antagonize him when they were unarmed. He considered it both arrogant and unmannerly.


  ‘There’s nothing to discuss. There is no paper on the detective.’


  ‘What does that mean?’


  ‘I cut my own lawn. I shine my own shoes. I don’t send out for strangers to do what I can take care of for myself.’


  ‘That puts us at odds.’


  ‘Only if you let it.’ The Priest leaned forward. ‘Is that what you want?’


  ‘We just want a quiet life.’


  The Priest laughed. ‘I think it would bore you. I know it would bore me.’ His fingers moved the photographs on the table, rearranging them.


  ‘Friends of yours?’ said Louis.


  ‘Police.’


  ‘You go after the detective, and you’re going to create more problems for yourself with them as well as us. They can be persistent. You don’t need to give them any more reasons to breathe down your neck.’


  ‘So you want me to let the detective slide?’ said the Priest. ‘You’re concerned for me, concerned for my business, concerned about the police.’


  ‘That’s right,’ said Louis. ‘We’re concerned citizens.’


  ‘And what is the percentage for me?’


  ‘We go away.’


  ‘That’s it?’


  ‘That’s it.’


  The Priest’s shoulders sagged theatrically. ‘Okay, then. Sure. For you, I let him slide.’


  Louis didn’t move. Beside him, Angel grew tense.


  ‘Just like that,’ said Louis.


  ‘Just like that. I don’t want trouble from men of your, uh, caliber. Maybe somewhere down the road, you might do me a favor in return.’


  ‘I don’t think so, but it’s a nice thought.’


  ‘So, you want a drink now?’


  ‘No,’ said Louis. ‘I don’t want a drink.’


  ‘Well, if that’s the case, our discussions are over.’ The Priest leaned back in his seat and folded his hands over his small belly. As he did so, he raised the little finger of his left hand slightly. Behind Angel and Louis, Vassily’s hand reached behind his back for the gun tucked into his belt. The two men at the bar stood, also reaching for their weapons.


  ‘I told you he wouldn’t agree,’ said Angel to Louis. ‘Even if he said so, he wouldn’t agree.’


  Louis shot him a look of disdain. He picked up Angel’s glass of soda, seemed about to take a sip from it, then reconsidered.


  ‘You know what you are?’ he said. ‘You a Monday morning quarterback.’


  And as he spoke, he moved. It was done with such fluidity, such grace, that Vassily, had he lived long enough, might almost have admired it. Louis’s hand slid beneath the table as he rose, removing the gun that had been concealed beneath it earlier by the man who had accompanied the cleaning crew. In the same movement, his other hand buried the glass in Vassily’s face. By then, Vassily had his own gun drawn, but it was too late for him. The first two bullets took him in the chest, but Louis caught him before he fell, shielding himself with the body as he fired upon the men at the bar. One managed to get off a shot, but it was hurried and impacted harmlessly upon the woodwork above Louis’s head. Barely seconds later, only four men remained alive in the room: the Priest, the bartender, and the two men who would soon kill them both.


  The Priest had not moved. The second gun that had been concealed beneath the table was now in Angel’s hand, and it was pointing directly at the Priest. Angel had remained motionless while the killing went on behind him. He trusted his partner. He trusted him as he loved him, which was completely.


  ‘All of this for a private detective,’ said the Priest.


  ‘He’s a friend,’ said Angel. ‘And it’s not just about him.’


  ‘Then what?’ The Priest spoke calmly. ‘Whatever it is, we can reach an accommodation. You have made your point. Your friend is safe.’


  ‘You expect us to believe that? Frankly, you don’t seem like the forgiving type.’


  ‘You know what type I am? The type that wants to live.’


  Angel considered this. ‘It’s good to have an ambition,’ he said. ‘That one seems kind of narrow, though.’


  ‘It encompasses a great deal.’


  ‘I guess so.’


  ‘And as for what happened here, well, if you show me mercy, then mercy will be shown to you.’


  ‘I don’t think so,’ said Angel. ‘I saw what was done to those children you farmed out. I know what was done to them. I don’t think you’re due mercy.’


  ‘It was business,’ said the Priest. ‘It was nothing personal.’


  ‘It’s funny,’ said Angel, ‘I hear that a lot.’ He raised the gun, drawing a bead slowly upward from the Priest’s belly, passing his heart, his throat, before stopping at his face. ‘Well, this isn’t business. This is personal.’


  He shot the Priest once in the head, then stood. Louis was staring down the barrel of his gun at the bartender, who was flat on the floor, his hands spread wide.


  ‘Get up,’ said Louis.


  The bartender started to rise and Louis shot him, watching impassively as he folded in upon himself and lay still on the filthy carpet. Angel stared at his partner.


  ‘Why?’ he asked.


  ‘No witnesses, not today.’


  Louis moved swiftly to the door. Angel followed. He opened the door, glanced quickly outside, then nodded at Louis. Together, they ran for the Oldsmobile parked across the street.


  ‘And?’ asked Angel, as he got into the passenger seat and Louis climbed behind the wheel.


  ‘You think he knew what went on there, how his boss made his money?’


  ‘I guess.’


  ‘Then he should have found a job someplace else.’


  The car pulled away from the curb. The doors above the club opened and two men emerged with guns in their hands. They were about to fire when the Oldsmobile made a hard left and disappeared from view.


  ‘Will it come back on us?’


  ‘He got above himself. He attracted attention. His days were numbered. We just accelerated the inevitable.’


  ‘You sure of that?’


  ‘We walk on this one. We did some people a favor back there, and not just Parker. A problem was solved, and they got to keep their hands clean.’


  ‘And they’ll go back to running kids into the country.’


  ‘That’s a problem for another time.’


  ‘Tell me that we’ll deal with it, that we won’t walk away.’


  ‘I promise,’ said Louis. ‘We’ll do what we can down the line.’


  They ditched the Olds four blocks away in favor of their own Lexus. The car boasted a Sirius satellite radio and, by mutual agreement, each was allowed to choose a station on alternate evenings and the other was not allowed to complain about the selection. Tonight was Angel’s choice, so they listened to First Wave all the way back to Manhattan.


  And thus the journey home passed in an almost companionable silence.


  Further south, the second link in the chain of killings was about to be forged.


  There were only a handful of people in the bar when the predator entered, and he spotted his kill almost immediately: a sad, overweight little man with beaten-down shoulders, balding and sweaty, wearing a pair of brown trousers that had seen neither an iron nor a laundry in at least a week, and brown brogues that had probably cost him a lot some years before but which he could now no longer afford to replace. He was nursing a bourbon, the faintest trace of amber coloring the melted ice at the bottom of the glass. At last, resignedly, he drained it. The bartender asked him if he wanted another. The fat man checked his wallet, then nodded. A generous shot was poured for him, but then the bartender could afford to be generous. It came from the cheapest bottle on the shelf.


  The predator took in every detail of the fat man: his stubby fingers, the wedding ring embedded in the flesh of one; the twin handles of fat at his sides; the belly that flopped over the cheap leather belt; the sweat marks beneath the arms of his shirt; the sheen of perspiration on his face, his forehead, his pate.


  Because you’re always sweating, aren’t you? Even in winter, you sweat, the effort of hauling around your soft, gelatinous bulk almost too much for your heart to bear. You sweat when you wear a T-shirt and shorts in summer, and when the snow comes you sweat beneath layers of clothing. What is your wife like, I wonder? Is she fat and repugnant like you? Or has she tried to keep her figure in the hope that she might attract someone better while you’re out on the road, even if that someone merely uses her for a night? (For she will surely be using him in return.) Do you think about those possibilities as you hustle from town to town, barely eking out a living, always laughing harder than you should, paying for drinks that you can’t afford in order to curry favor, picking up the tab at restaurants that others choose in the hope that an order might follow? You have spent your life running, little man, always praying that the big break will come, but it never does. Well, your problems are about to come to an end. I am your salvation.


  The predator ordered a beer, but barely touched it. He didn’t like his faculties to be dulled when he worked, not even fractionally. He caught a glimpse of himself in a mirror against the wall: tall, hair graying, body lean beneath his leather jacket and dark trousers. His complexion was sallow. He liked to follow the sun, but the demands of his chosen vocation meant that such a luxury was not always possible.


  After all, people sometimes had to be killed in places where the sun was not shining, and his bills had to be paid.


  Yet pickings had been thin these last few months. In truth, he was mildly concerned. It had not always been thus. Once, he had enjoyed a considerable reputation. He had been a Reaper, and that name had carried a certain weight. Now he still had a reputation, but it was not entirely a good one. He was known as a man with certain appetites who had simply learned to channel them into his work, but who was sometimes overcome by them. He understood that he had overstepped the mark at least once during the past twelve months. The kill was supposed to have been simple and fast, not protracted and painful. It had caused confusion, and had angered those who had hired him. Since then, work had become less plentiful, and without work his appetites needed to find another outlet.


  He had been following the kill for two days. It was practice as much as pleasure. He always thought of them as ‘kills’. They were never targets, and he never used the word ‘potential’. As far as he was concerned, once he focused upon them they were already dead. He could have chosen a more challenging individual, a more interesting kill, but there was something about the fat man that repelled him, a lingering stench of sadness and failure that suggested the world would be no poorer without him. By his actions, the fat man had drawn the predator to him, like the slowest animal in the herd attracting the attentions of a cheetah.


  And so they stayed that way, predator and prey sharing the same space, listening to the same music, for almost an hour, until the fat man rose to go to the men’s room, and the time came to end the dance that had begun forty-eight hours earlier, a dance in which the fat man did not even know he was a participant. The predator followed him, keeping ten paces back. He allowed the men’s room door to settle in its frame before entering. Only the fat man was inside, standing at a urinal, his face creased with effort and pain.


  Bladder trouble. Kidney stones, perhaps. I will end it all.


  The doors to both stalls were open as the predator approached. There was nobody inside either. The knife was already in his hand, and he heard a satisfying click, the sound of a blade locking into position.


  And then, a second later, the sound came again, and he realized that the first click had not come from his own blade, but the blade of another. The speed of his every motion increased, even as his throat suddenly grew dry and he heard the pounding of his heart. The fat man was also moving now, his right hand a blur of pink and silver, and then the predator felt a pressure at his chest, followed by a sharp pain that quickly spread through his body, paralyzing him as it grew, so that when he tried to walk his legs would not answer the signals from his brain and instead he collapsed on the cold, damp tiles, his knife falling from the fingers of his right hand as his left clasped the horned handle of the throwing blade now lodged in his heart. Blood pumped from the wound and began to spread upon the floor. A pair of brown brogues carefully stepped aside to avoid the growing stain.


  With all of his failing strength, the predator raised his head and stared into the face of the fat man, but the fat man was not as he had once seemed. Fat was now muscle, slumped shoulders were straight, and even the perspiration had disappeared, evaporating into the cool evening air. There was only death and purpose, and for an instant the two had become one.


  The predator saw scarring at the man’s neck, and knew that the predator had been burned at some time in the past. Even as he lay dying, he began to make associations, to fill in the blanks.


  ‘You should have been more careful, William,’ said the fat man. ‘One should never confuse business with pleasure.’


  The predator made a sound in his throat, and his mouth moved. He might have been trying to form words, but no words would come. Still, the fat man knew what he was trying to say.


  ‘Who am I?’ he said. ‘Oh, you knew me once. The years have changed me: age, the actions of others, the surgeon’s knife. My name is Bliss.’


  The predator’s eyes rolled in desperation as he began to understand, and his fingers clawed at the tiled floor in a vain effort to reach his knife. Bliss watched for a moment, then leaned down and twisted the blade in the predator’s heart before pulling it free. He wiped the knife upon the dead man’s shirt before taking a small glass bottle from the inside pocket of his jacket and holding it to the wound in the predator’s chest, using a little pressure to increase the flow. When the bottle was full, he screwed a cap on it and left the men’s room, his body changing as he walked, becoming once again the torpid, sweaty carrier of a failure’s soul. Nobody, not even the bartender, looked at him as he left, and by the time the predator’s body was found and the police summoned, Bliss was long gone.


  The final killing took place on a patch of bare ground about twenty miles south of the St Lawrence river in the northern Adirondacks. This was land shaped by fire and drought, by farming and railroads, by blowdowns and mining. For a time, iron brought in more revenue than lumber, and the railroads cut a swath through the forests, the sparks from their smoke-stacks sometimes starting fires that could take as many as 5000 men to bring under control.


  One of those old railroads, now abandoned, curved through a forest of hemlock, maple, birch, and small beech before emerging into a patch of clear ground, a relic of the Big Blowdown of 1950 that had never been repaired. Only a single hemlock had survived the storm, and now a man knelt in its shadow upon the damp earth. Beside him was a gravestone. The kneeling man had read the name carved upon it when he was brought to this place. It had been displayed for him in a flashlight’s beam, before the beating had begun. There was a house in the distance, lights burning in one of the upper windows. He thought that he had seen a figure seated at the glass, watching as they tore him apart methodically with their fists.


  They had taken him in his cabin near Lake Placid. There was a girl with him. He had asked them not to hurt her. They had bound and gagged her and left her weeping in the bathroom. It was a small mercy that they had not killed her, but no such mercy would be shown to him.


  He could no longer see properly. One eye had closed itself entirely, never to reopen, not in this world. His lips had split, and he had lost teeth. There were ribs broken: he had no idea how many. The punishment had been methodical, but not sadistic. They had wanted information and, after a time, he had provided it. Then the beating had stopped. Since then, he had remained kneeling on the soft earth, his knees slowly sinking into the ground, presaging the final burial that was to come.


  A van appeared from the direction of the house. It followed a well-worn track to the grave, then stopped. The back doors opened, and he heard the sound of machinery as a ramp was lowered.


  The kneeling man turned his head. An elderly, hunched figure was being pushed slowly down the ramp in a wheelchair. He was swaddled in blankets like a withered infant, and his head was protected from the evening chill by a red wool hat. His face was almost totally obscured by the oxygen mask over his mouth and nose, fed by a tank mounted on the back of the chair. Only the eyes, brown and milky, were visible. The chair was being pushed by a man in his early forties, who halted when the chair was feet from where the kneeling man waited.


  The old man removed his mask with trembling fingers.


  ‘Do you know who I am?’ he asked.


  The kneeling man nodded, but the other continued as though he had not given an answer. He pointed a finger at the gravestone.


  ‘My firstborn, my son,’ he said.
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