
I sit down and lean up against a reach in cooler, lighting a 
cigarette and stretching my legs out. I bite the cork out of a 
bottle of Woodford’s Estate and take a slug. I’ve never been 
in a commercial kitchen so new that the floor hasn’t had 
time to get greasy. It’s strange. I’m on the kitchen side of 
the pass at Harvest Moon. It’s almost ten, and I’m waiting.

* * *

It hadn’t been easy convincing Kit to let me go. The 
addition of Westlake to the mix in this deadly cocktail was 
something that couldn’t have been anticipated or separated. 
The simple underestimation of the depths of corruption 
in the City might end up being my demise. Westlake isn’t 
someone I can take lightly. Not after what happened before. 
Kit knew that, but there was no changing my mind. I’d 
driven her to The Coast and escorted her up to her office. 
Before I left I let everyone in the bullpen know just what I 
was going to do to them if anything happened to her. Then 
I went to see Sampson.

“Oh, hey there fella, how’s the mystery?”

Chapter Sixteen
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anyone. Their numbers alone meant that I didn’t stand a 
chance, and their talent for disposing of corpses told me 
that if I didn’t come out of this building alive no one would 
be finding my body anytime soon.

So I wandered blind, looking for anything that I might 
use to an advantage. The drugs would have been great: 
something I could threaten them with, destroy, or steal, 
whatever. I didn’t have squat for leverage. They wanted the 
gun, but that just didn’t make any sense. By all accounts it 
seemed that they had been the ones who had sent me the 
gun, albeit through Ersula. But why would Westlake want it 
back?

After a half hour wasted wandering around the innards 
of the Infotorium, I made my way to Harvest Moon. Its fab-
rication so fresh that I couldn’t find a single aesthetic flaw. 
Not even the standard inner city restaurant rodents to be 
found, only me and Barry’s ghost. The entire joint was 
filled to the gills with all the tools and equipment required 
to open. Stacks of pans in the dish-pit. Six convection 
ovens. Double deep fryers. The run off hardware of busi-
nesses closing and auctioning off their materials. A strip 
magnet filled with second hand blades purchased ages ago, 
the swords of a hundred dead pirates and samurais.

The bar was locked and loaded as well. Full glassware 
selection and bottle after bottle of brand new booze. 
Eighteen taps, along with a keg room and CO2 tanks. 
Cutlery racks filled with brand new washed and polished 
sets of weighty silverware. Alongside the standard table-
ware, there’s a separate caddy of wood handled steak knives 
that are extreme in appearance and sharpness. Not bad for 
my own personal Alamo, if it’s gotta be that way. If that’s the 
way they want it.

* * *

I sat down at the bar, silent.
“Rough couple of days?” he asked me, reaching up the 

shelf for the Glenmoriange, eighteen year, and pouring me 
an ounce.

I nodded and lit up a dart.
“So, where you off to next?”
“War.”
“Need a lieutenant?”
“If I thought there was something you could do, I’d let 

you know. But, ‘bout all you can do is let me have one last 
moment of peace and quiet.”

I sipped the whiskey in silence, slipped a twenty across 
the bar, and left.

As if cued by the lights of the marquis, the rain picked 
up again. I was half soaked by the time I made it to the 
train station. Cold clammy fingertips curled around one of 
the upper support beams in the can, the only thing hold-
ing me up. The Downtown East Side welcomed me into its 
murky embrace like a despised relative as I stepped off the 
train. I’d cut down alleys and through puddles towards the 
Westwick’s complex. It was evening by then and the com-
pound was already abandoned. My passkey let me inside 
and I went to work.

First I tried getting at the drugs that Mr. Soda had 
bought off Lester. They’d been placed in a liquor storage 
room, where my key card didn’t work. All the doors in here 
are heavy metal with reinforced strike plates at the locks 
and hinges. I reckoned that they’d be alarmed, so even if I 
had been able to break through, it wouldn’t have done me 
any good. At that point I hadn’t come up with much of a 
plan, other than to arrive and prepare myself for the arrival 
of Lester and his battalion of goons. Open combat wasn’t 
an option, and I wasn’t about to go pounding bullets into 
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least a million and change of his Fractal Futures money is 
coming from. Lester worked for him, and Ersula is involved 
with Westlake and O’Donnell. What sense it makes for her 
to be playing both sides of the fence I don’t know yet. She 
has to know the dark ambitions of these men. I don’t know 
how O’Donnell couldn’t know that any of this was going 
on. Why would he hire me to go kickin’ dirt around his 
back yard? All these revoltin’ developments of mass murder 
and political corruption weren’t part of his agenda either. 
Sean O’Donnell has to get paid, and that paycheque you 
best not fuck with. That seemed to be his operating clause. 
The picture has expanded in a short span of time and I’m 
having trouble focusing.

Something is still beyond my comprehension. There is 
still no ultimate why being answered. What can Westlake 
possibly hope to achieve by dragging me into this mix? Is he 
just torturing me? The man is capable. I start wishing that I’d 
called Detective David and let out a hard sigh, checking the 
time.

10:25. Showtime.
I reach forward and turn the deep fryers on, then I stand 

up. I move down the pass and around front of it. Aside from 
the hum of the hood fans, it is silent in the restaurant. I stare 
down the broad hallway that would normally lead to the 
main dining room, but it’s blocked off right now. I’ve cre-
ated a two level wall of full beer kegs. On top of this is the 
battered knives from the magnet in the back. It’s nothing 
an ordinary man can’t climb or knock over. I use dimmer 
switches to raise the lights in the dining room and lower 
them in the hallway leading to the kitchen. Give myself a 
little more cover.

I turn back towards the server’s side of the pass, which 
is solid concrete at the base and full stainless steel on top. 

Now, I’m sitting on the kitchen floor drinking that sweet 
sweet bourbon and smoking cigarettes, waiting for fate to 
arrive and contemplating the situation. The things I’ve seen 
and done in the past ten years aren’t yarns you want to spin 
for your Granny, but the past twenty-four hours in particu-
lar have been a horror story that even I don’t want to know.

Westlake is a monster. I couldn’t stop him those years 
ago and I don’t see how I am going to be able to now. He 
stepped on my life and kept moving like I was just shit on 
his heel. There hadn’t been anything could be done about it 
though. I’d made it out with my life, which was more than 
I deserved. I didn’t have any evidence against him anyway, 
and even if I did, he’d had his Daddy in his back pocket the 
whole time.

Governor David Westlake, The Great Lake. That was his 
tagline when he went up for re-election. His public per-
sona was that of a hard nosed square jawed conservative. 
His reputation had been founded on putting a stop to drug 
trafficking. That all became suspect after it was discovered 
that Westlake had been known to associate with a group of 
business men who were, in turn, connected to a group of 
busted dealers tied to the international cartels. The media 
painted it as speculation on circumstance. By the end of 
the debacle Westlake had flipped those poor bastards for 
financial and political gain.

I’d never had direct dealings with The Great Lake, but 
his spawn was a different story all together. That was a long 
time ago. I knew he hadn’t forgotten me, even though I’d 
done my best to put him in my rear view. It appears that 
the past has a way of finding you, and now I’m going to do 
whatever it takes to bury it. Another snort of whiskey and 
I’m done reminiscin’.

Westlake is disappearing the bodies. That’s where at 
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“Who wants to know!?” I yell back, knowing full well 
it’s Lester.

“What is this bullshit, Wolfe? I’m not here to play games. 
Wasting my time is wasting my employer’s time.”

“Is your employer here, Lester? I came to talk to him, 
not his lap dog.”

Our snarls and bared teeth fill the void. I move from 
behind the pass to the edge of the corner of the hallway. I’ve 
positioned the kegs and set the lighting so that if I moved 
while crouched, no one in front the keg wall should be able 
to see me.

“I didn’t come here to talk, I came for that gun. So if 
you’ve brought it, you might pipe up now. If you make this 
easy, I’ll wait until after you’re dead before I cut your ears 
and nose off.”

“Yeah, I brought the gun. Why does your employer want 
this thing? I assume that he’s the schmuck that sent it to 
me.” Who cuts off ears and noses?

“Very shortly, that is to be none of your concern.”
“Hey Lester?” I stall him for a moment with a voice of 

genuine interest.
“...What?”
“How many guys you got out there?”
“Fifteen, Wolfe, every single one of them a hard trained 

man ready to shatter you from the inside out. You don’t 
stand a chance. If you think that we’re not going to knock 
down your little wall, then you’re even dumber than he 
already gives you credit for.”

Lester’s lying, Westlake never gave me credit for anything.
“Fifteen? You need fifteen guys to drag my ass in? Christ, 

Lester, I bet you miss getting your hands dirty, huh? That 
nice lookin’ suit doesn’t get mussed up much anymore, eh? 
Oh well, I guess if I didn’t have to do my own dirty work, 

I’ve made a blockade of the pass-top with aluminium sheet 
pans. I don’t expect it to stop any bullets, but it will make 
me a little hard to see while they lay siege. I go back behind 
the pass and fire up the ovens, setting them at five hundred 
with convection fans on. I make my way to the back corner 
of the line where I’ve filled a seventy litre steam-kettle to 
the brim. Beside this there is a wall with a window just big 
enough for a man to fit through that leads to the front of 
house. Laid out in front of me on the kitchen countertop 
are a Chef’s jacket and short apron from the linen stock, 
twenty green kitchen rags, and about forty sauté pans.

I put the jacket and apron on before dunking fifteen rags 
into the steam kettle. I half wring them out, ball them up, 
and toss them into pans like green meatballs before pop-
ping them into the ovens which are still heating up. I huck 
the rest of the pans in the ovens up and down the line. Then 
I double check the deep fryer. The canola is minutes away 
from scalding. I’ve taken two packages of CO2 cartridges, 
normally used in whipped cream canisters, and lined the 
bottom of every other fryer basket with them, placing the 
remaining baskets on top to hold the cartridges down. 
Right now they dangle over the top of the warming oil.

I hear the front door open, a beeper alert going off. I look 
up at a convex mirror that is used for checking corners dur-
ing service. It’s gonna let me see over the pass even though 
they can’t see in. Men line up in the dining room, awaiting 
orders. I start stretching out my shoulders and taking deep 
breaths, before indulging in another gulp of Woodford’s.

I can hear the men muttering to each other not long 
after they’re through the door.

“What’s this bullshit?”
“That, uh, that looks like someone built a wall, sir.”
“Wolfe?! Are you in there?”
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“Who asked you? The gun is nothing to worry about, 
I assure you. Whoever retrieves that gun will be lauded 
with praise and showered with whores, booze and enough 
cocaine to kill a bull elephant. But the man that loses that 
gun will be fed his own tongue. Now, get your shit in gear 
and cross that wall.”

“Amateurs,” I snort.
I wait until I can see the whites of their eyes. Just as one 

of them catches sight of me, I swing the meat cleaver down 
with everything I’ve got. It busts the valves top off’ve both 
the canisters, and they are gone. I’m covering my face and 
head should any metallic debris, let alone the meat cleaver, 
go flipping through the air.

By the time I look up the dolly has rocketed through the 
kegs, the men and gone out the window. The knives which 
I’d laid across the top of the kegs had the shotgun effect I 
was looking for. Most of the men are on their bellies, dum-
mied by the hurling kegs and lacerated by flying knives. 
Some of them are folded in half across table tops. The 
whole room is coated in beer and foam. I do not see Lester.

“Ooh-Rah,” I mutter, and spring to my feet. I jump and 
knock the mirror so I can see the hallway better and reel 
around behind the pass, waiting for the men to get back to 
their feet.

Just five of them approach at first, while the others start 
to pick themselves up. As they get nearer to the pass, I pull 
the pans with the rags out of the oven. They are nuclear 
balls of steam and I pick them up with tongs and unravel 
them. Still damp with water that is now at skin melting 
temperatures. I look to the mirror and see that the men are 
just opposite me on the pass. I start tossing the rags like 
parachutes. They land on men’s faces and hands. Burning 
flesh stops them in their tracks and they drop to the ground. 

then I wouldn’t do my own dirty work.”
There’s a pause again. It’s fine by me. I’m crouched 

and pushing a well oiled dolly forward around the corner. 
Ratchet strapped to the wheeled sled are two twenty pound 
CO2 canisters from the keg room. They are big heavy SOB’s, 
and they’re both full.

“Wolfe, I’m going to give you twenty seconds to decide 
what you want to do. You will lose either way, but you will 
decide the severity of your own demise. Go easy and I’ll 
just put a bullet it your heart, instead of cutting it out of 
you with a spoon. You’ve got twenty seconds starting now.”

I couldn’t give two pigeon shits and thirty tugs of a dead 
dog’s cock. I line the dolly up dead centre with the wall of 
kegs.

The average full beer keg weighs anywhere from one 
hundred and twenty to one hundred and fifty pounds. Most 
of that weight is beer. There’s enough pressure in each of 
those kegs, without being hooked up to an air line, to pro-
duce a potent mess, but nothing explosive. Still, I wouldn’t 
want to have one of those bastards fall on me, much less if it 
was burst to shrapnel and blasted into me by a pressurized 
canister travelling at fifty miles an hour.

“Thirteen. Fourteen. Fifteen.”
I stop listening for the moment and pick up a long 

blade meat cleaver that I’d left with the dolly. Have to aim 
it perfectly, ‘specially if I don’t want to lose my face in the 
process. I’m taking deep breaths and practicing my swing 
when I hear Lester speaking again, but not to me.

“Oh fuck this. Fine, ok, go break down his stupid fuck-
ing wall.”

“Doesn’t he have a gun, Chief?”
“Don’t worry about the gun. Just go get it.”
“I am worried about the gun.”
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“That’s just the appetizer, assholes!” I say, making a 
beckoning gesture with my free hand.

They take notice of the extra sheet pans I’ve laid out for 
them. They pick them up and crouch, using them as shields 
against the frying pans that I am now lobbing at them. 
Once they’re deep down the line I drop the fryer baskets 
and back up towards the window and the steam kettle. I 
pop the lid on the steam kettle, and a half second later a 
firecracker sound comes from the deep fryer. I see one of 
the men’s faces from underneath the aluminum sheet pan: 
his eyes are wide with terror and I just shrug at him. What 
follows is a tidal wave of hot oil erupting out of the top of 
the fryer.

The men on the ground never see it coming. I’ve got my 
shoulder half through the window by now and I kick the 
steam kettle over, dumping the full contents on them. Hot 
oil and water just don’t mix. Much less boiling water. I hear 
voices yelling something, bloody murder most likely, but 
this is drowned out by the crackle of smoking hot oil rip-
ping across everything in its path.

Deathtrap escaped, I’m out front by the entrance. Behind 
me in the kitchen the emergency sprinklers and alarm are 
going off. I walk around to the main room and go behind 
the bar to look around. Those kegs sure gave this pretty 
dining room a sucker punch haymaker.

The drywall and mouldings of the far wall have been 
punched through and now look scarred as all hell. The win-
dow the CO2 tank had gone through is a jagged jig-saw puz-
zle dripping with blood and beer. The storm finds its way 
inside, wind and rain pushing ‘cross the room. The warpath 
of those tanks has wrought devastation, and there’s still a 
few men scattered across the room unconscious, broken, or 
dead; not my concern now. The bar is intact. Where’s Lester 

They try to brush away the pain, only succeeding in peeling 
off their own broiled flesh. Of these five men, two manage 
to keep going.

While the first wave were writhing on the ground I’ve 
wrapped my mitts in dry rags and unloaded some of the 
pans from the oven, stacking them in splayed handle artil-
lery piles. The ranks are bolstered by five more men.

The first man to round the corner on the pass gets a 
smoking hot frying pan tomahawked to his dome. He 
drops to the ground almost as fast as his teeth. The next 
man reaches forward to pick up the pan and realizes too 
late what a bad idea that is. He jumps backwards and tries 
to drop the scalding aluminum, but it’s already burnt itself 
into his flesh, so he can’t. The next few men think twice, 
and run across the gap in the line to the other side of the 
hallway. They’ve taken corner cover on both sides now, but 
I’m still hucking pans. The pass is a bottleneck and only so 
many bodies can get through at a time. My aim is too good 
for them to overwhelm me. They need me alive, ‘cause they 
don’t know where the gun is, and I can do this all night. 
Down to my last two ready pans, I grip them tight and take 
a battle stance.

The first guy down the pipe dodges my first swing with 
a duck, but that means his friend never sees it coming when 
I let go of the pan at the last second. He falls backwards, 
blood spraying from a busted nose and split lip, while the 
first man steps forward and gets a good taste of what my 
backhand can deliver as I ring my other pan off his jaw. 
These two men are flat on the floor and I open a piping hot 
oven door so that it hovers over their backs. I reach into 
the oven for another stack of pans, staring down the rest of 
the men in the bottleneck. I spit on the open oven door and 
hear it sizzle.
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here to let me live and tell everyone about it. Pfft!” I laugh, a 
laugh so shrill that I could have sworn it came from some-
one else. I cough and give my head a shake; when my gaze 
focuses, it’s on his eyes. Big yellow eyes.

“Tell me, not for Him, but for me. Why take it this far? 
I’ve seen hard men before, and I’ve seen scared men. Maybe 
you’re both right now, but you’re not stupid Mr. Wolfe. And, 
since you’re not stupid, I can’t understand why you would 
kill your way to such a suicidal position.”

“Well, thing is, this whole mess with the gun and you 
psycho fucks? That’s what I call a problem. I’ve seen a lot of 
problems. I know that there are some problems that need 
patience, and there are some that need decisive action. 
There are some problems that a man can take care of. 
There’s problems he can’t. And then there’s problems that 
you can only kill your way out of.”

“You think this is one of those?” He squints, but his 
amber orbs still shine through.

“I don’t know, you tell me.” I take a drag on my smoke. 
“Seems like you’re pretty good at killing your way outta 
problems.”

“Well, I wasn’t trained to host drum circles and make 
daisy chains. But I am, in my own way, a sensitive artist. 
The art of death is a delicate one to master. Steady hands 
and a sculptor’s forethought are a must for carving a living 
out of a pound of flesh.”

“Westlake doesn’t have the sack for the dirty stuff any-
more, or do you enjoy mass murder?”

“I am a professional, Mr. Wolfe, and if my business is 
murder then I’d be glad to give you a reference. You seem 
more than capable, why He doesn’t see your value is beyond 
me. If I were him I’d try and give you a job.”

“He tried. Long time ago. I said no. Look where that got 

gone? It’s quiet, aside from the crackle of flesh in the kitchen 
and the patter of rainwater on the street.

I’m thirsty like you wouldn’t believe.
I step up to the bar, flip up a rocks glass, and deliver 

a generous pour of Jameson’s into it. I guzzle it down and 
then fill it up again. The tattered restaurant walls are clos-
ing in around me. The storm sends debris and tattered bits 
of room swirling through the air. I lean half limp against 
the bar top. It’s not over yet.

I try not to think about the carnage that I’ve devoured, 
but the blood curdling smell coming from the kitchen 
infests my brain and projects flashbacks of wanton destruc-
tion upon the screens of my imagination. Then the beep of 
the front door goes again, and I hear boots clack across the 
stone floor. The shoulders of a giant cast a broad shadow 
upon the room, and around the front of the bar walks 
Lester. He takes a seat and tents his fingers, cracking his 
knuckles one at a time.

“What’s your poison?” I ask.
He nods towards my whiskey glass and I give him four 

fingers of the Irish, attempting to will it into arsenic. He 
picks up his glass, looking from me to the whiskey. I raise 
my tumbler to his.

“Here’s to the law of the jungle.” I say.
The glasses clink; he laughs without making any sound. 

I light a smoke and toss a glass from right to left, filling it 
with water and using it as an ashtray.

“What do you know?” he says, the glass of whiskey roll-
ing back and forth between those meat hammer hands.

“Sports trivia and Led Zeppelin songs,” I say, and then 
take a drag of my smoke without looking at him.

He snorts, “Oh really?”
“Why does it matter what I know Lester? You’re not 
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accepted that sooner you wouldn’t be so far behind. Maybe 
you wouldn’t be losing. He’s beating you right now and you 
know it. You’ve only just realized that you’ve got an axe to 
grind, but you’ve already lost your edge, haven’t you?”

My left eye twitches involuntarily and I feel like I weigh 
a thousand pounds. My cigarette dangles for a moment and 
then falls from my lips.

“Now that we’re done chit chatting, I want you to tell 
me where the gun is. Otherwise I might have to promise to 
beat that pretty little girlfriend to death with your head.”

“Sounds like you’re ready to get biblical on my ass, 
Lester.”

“I know that the lord helps he who helps himself.”
I draw the pistol from inside my jacket and aim it at his 

face. “I know that unless you start giving me some answers, 
your name’s gonna be added to my body count in a real 
fucking hurry, asshole!” My voice comes out wracked and I 
cock the hammer back on the pistol, aiming it at his chest.

He smiles.
“I didn’t kill my way all the way here to stop with you, 

fuckface, so start talking.”
He half laughs to himself, and takes a sip of his drink.
“Where’s Westlake?” I yell.
“You’ll see him soon enough,” says Lester, finishing his 

whiskey and standing up from the bar stool as he unbut-
tons his jacket.

“Sit the fuck down!” I shout, shoving the pistol in his 
face.

He rolls his eyes, removes his jacket altogether, and then 
folds his cuffs towards the elbow.

“You may have to get those hands dirty again, Mr. 
Wolfe.” There is a twinkle in his jaundiced eyes, beneath 
the shadow of the immense brow.

us.” I swallow hard and dig in.
“The land of dead men is filled with those that cannot 

be bought, Mr. Wolfe. After I crushed my third windpipe in 
the name of another man’s beliefs, I started to realize that 
the wars I fought would never be my own.”

“How long into service did you realize that?”
“You know, you’d have thought it would have come 

sooner. But we’re all stupid and young once. Acting on 
impulses. Then you get your face punched in a couple of 
times. Or you find answers to questions you didn’t yet 
understand, and those truths baptize a man in fire. When 
the flames clear and you’re still alive, you realize that 
you’re something else. Not dead, but not quite a whole man 
anymore.”

“Afghanistan?” I nod with my drink.
“You don’t want to know, flyboy,” he says, taking a gulp, 

then seething inward.
“Not really built for anything but war, are you?” I spit 

at him.
“There’s truth in that, I suppose. I have taken my trade 

very seriously. You talk as if you know, but for all the blood 
on your hands tonight, believe me when I say that mine 
have seen more. You make presumptions about morality, 
but the truth is that we all pay for our sins sooner or later. 
You are still young and resilient, but you are not inde-
structible. You have been in the presence of great vice and 
because you have not fully succumbed to temptation you 
suspect yourself to be in possession of greater virtue. But, 
despite your luck running contrary to the odds, Mr. Wolfe, 
you are an ordinary man. You’ve only reacted the way 
any ordinary animal does when it’s backed into a corner: 
fight or flight. Your moral indignation at the means used 
by others to achieve is a moot point, and maybe if you’d 
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balled fist the size of a cinderblock, missing my busted side 
by inches but knocking the other knife from my hand.

I hop back, side step and kick a four-top table into his 
knees and give it another boot, while he falters backward. 
He springs right back up and I throw the legs of a chair into 
his warpath. He gets tangled up for a half second before 
bursting through and throwing a table at me. It swings 
through the air and its steel center-bar is only stopped 
from breaking my sternum by the butt of my hands as I try 
and catch it. It still hits me and I drop backwards, the lum-
bering mass of man charging me. I roll sideways, putting 
my weight into the table. He dives at me while I manage 
to throw the table overtop of my body and dive out from 
under it. I go face first into some chairs. He hits the table, 
tipping it sideways and landing stomach first on the hard 
edge with all his weight. The table snaps in half from the 
force of the fall.

He pukes whiskey and snorts while I get back on my 
feet and try and move whichever limbs are still respond-
ing. I pick up a serviette from a table, along with another 
steak knife. I whip the linen into a tight rope. Lester is slow 
to get to his feet, still choking through clogged pipes and 
hammered lungs. I take this hard earned advantage and 
execute. I dive onto Lester’s back and pile-drive the steak 
knife underneath his left shoulder blade with the heel of my 
hand and twist the knife.

He bellows. The pain puts him off kilter for another 
second and I have time to wrap my makeshift rope around 
his throat. He stands up and I press my knees into his back, 
using the impaled knife like a rung on a ladder to hold 
myself steady while he begins to buck and thrash. I haul 
back with every ounce of strength I have left. He clambers 
to his feet, still attempting to whip me off, or grab hold of a 

He takes a breath and I see the muscles in his chest flex 
and tense through his shirt. He comes over the bar at me 
in what feels like a single step. I unload the gun into his 
chest. A split second later the man’s body is slamming me 
into the coolers behind the bar. The gun springs loose from 
my hand and clatters to the floor. There’s no way I could 
have missed him, but he’s not even winded. His arms are 
wrapped around my back, trying to break my spine, keep-
ing my legs off the ground so I can’t get any traction. I reach 
up and grope around on the shelves in the bar, coming up 
with a ceremonial beer stein. I swing it into his face; the 
glass breaks, slicing him along the jaw. He drops me and I 
kick off on him on my way down, sending him sprawling 
backwards into the ice well.

When I hit the ground I know at least one of my ribs is 
busted and I scramble sideways, out from behind the bar. 
He’s bleeding from the face and there are definite punc-
tures in his chest, but they’re not bleeding hard enough 
for bullet wounds and he appears otherwise undeterred. 
He hops over the bar towards me again, while I’m moving 
on broken footsteps through the dining room. He looks to 
make a lunge at me and I tip a two-top table in his direc-
tion, tripping him up. No running, another real fight.

I slide across table tops, traversing the room to give 
myself some distance. Along the way I snatch up a pair of 
steak knives from a table top. He barrels through settings 
like a rhino on the Serengeti and leaps at me again while 
I go sideways, slashing in opposite directions with the 
knives. I catch his left arm and see shredded skin peel back 
around the deep cut, blood pulsing out of the wound. He 
lurches forward and I stab at his chest with a knife. It’s like 
trying to punch holes in a brick of ice. The knife twists out 
of my hand and I jump back while he thrashes at me with a 
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limb while I choke the life from his body.
After a minute he starts to lose the juice in his legs and 

he tumbles over onto his side. Once my feet are on the 
ground I get some leverage going, bracing my knee against 
the back of his neck and pulling hard. His head is turning 
purple and the guttural rattling of his vocal chords is the 
only thing needed to finish this hunt.

Then, I feel a metal rod stab into my neck just above 
the shoulder and icy fluid pouring into my veins. I gasp 
for breath and my body fails me. I fall, limp, slumped over 
Lester’s still breathing body. Someone slaps a bandage onto 
my neck and wraps tape around my throat.

A foot kicks me off Lester, and I fall onto my back, while 
the room starts to pinwheel out of sight. My vision fails 
completely in moments, and my limbs no longer respond to 
my racing thoughts.

“He almost had you!” A slick articulate voice gouges my 
remaining operational senses. I have not heard it in many 
years. The voice is exuberant, like that of a child, but with a 
deep seated wickedness that can only come to a man.

“That’s ok, death is free,” chokes out Lester.
“You’re, I mean, hell, you’re a real iron clad monster 

aren’t you? Try and have some fun.”
“You don’t pay me to have fun. Is he dead?”
“No, it’s merely a paralytic of my own concoction. Shuts 

down the nervous system briefly, before the user is sub-
jected to the most extreme of sensory overloads.”

“May I wring out his brain like a sponge?”
There’s a pause and perhaps a non-verbal exchange 

between the men before Lester speaks again. 
“You want him to live? We have the gun and his prints. 

Whether he is ever found or not does not matter.”
“Where’s the gun?”

“Kakkgh!” Lester coughs and spits. “It’s behind the bar, 
he dropped it over there.”

“Well go get it. Jesus, clean yourself up while you’re over 
there. You’re not getting in the car looking like that.”

I can hear Lester’s footsteps while he walks away to the 
bar to get his jacket. And the gun. I hear him running water 
and cleaning up in the sink and then He speaks again.

“Lester, I think you’re missing part of the spirit of the 
thing. Had he died somewhere along the way, that could 
have been acceptable business, but it’s not good show-
business. No, we can’t kill him now. Everything he knows? 
He’s seen only glimpses of what is. Why not, before a very 
timely death I assure you, let him find out how it’s all going 
to end?”

Lester spits again.
“What? Not a showman?” responds Chad Westlake with 

a chorus of manic laughter.
Whatever he says next is lost as an ocean drowns my 

hearing, a riptide in my ears. The slow lapping of my 
heartbeat washing me onto the shores of my subconscious, 
marooning me to venture deep into the jungle of my own 
memories, where the hunger still burns in the furnace of 
my heart. My thirst evaporates. In its place my appetite for 
destruction roars. It’s hungry for more.
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