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PROLOGUE

 

 

The Sainte-Anne Hospital Center

Paris, France

One Week Ago

 

Though his name was Amal Purakayastha, those within his orbit knew him as the Bangladeshi. Here at the Sainte-Anne Hospital Center, he was a John Doe, a man who was discovered wandering the streets of Paris sermonizing the words of dark prophets, that of lunatic voices in his mind. After a battery of psychological exams, it was determined that the man was suffering tremendously from the nonstop auditory hallucinations of schizophrenia. Within a month of his custody, an unknown contributor paid the institute monthly tithings in large sums to see that the Bangladeshi received the best possible care—clean garments, clean sheets, and the finest doctors.

Week after week and month after month, despite the upgraded amenities in care, the voices inside the Bangladeshi’s head drove and compelled him to respond to the commands of their vices. They would tell him to hurt, maim, or injure those who had conspired against him, usually against the innocent who wore similar institutional dress. Eventually, his violent clashes against others earned him a permanent stay in solitary confinement, which was a darkened cell that was spartanly furnished with a cot and a small table.

As the days and nights wove together, they became one and the same to him, the voices inside the Bangladeshi’s head remained relentless. Sometimes they were soft-spoken, nothing but nonsensical whispers he could barely understand. Other times they were deep, robust, and full of anger, the voices teaming up to compel the Bangladeshi to renounce passivity because violence was the only means to achieving absolute power.

On this day, as he sat on his cot with his hands cupped tightly over his ears, the voices were unremitting. They sounded as though they were forming from all points of his mind and from an eternity of inner space, all pushing him to react to their constant insistencies.

“Get . . . out . . . of . . . my head!” Because the Bangladeshi’s cries mingled with the tormented shouts of others, the interns could not distinguish one cry from another.

“I said . . . Get . . . OUT!”

The whispers and the shouting—voice on top of voice on top of other voices—all driving him deeper into insanity.

“Please.” Then the Bangladeshi’s eyes started to well with tears. “I beg you. No more.”

The voices continued to sound off, all without mercy.

And then the Bangladeshi surrendered himself with his face falling with the looseness of a rubber mask. It was the unmistakable look of a man who was finally defeated. “Yes,” he stated flatly. “I understand.”

Sitting up and tossing his legs over the edge of the cot, the Bangladeshi sat as still as a sculptured statue. And he would sit idle for hours waiting for the door to his cell to open. The voices, now silent, allowed the Bangladeshi his moments of peace before the storm.

 

* * *

 

It was noon when the Bangladeshi finally heard the intern slide the bolt back to unlock the door to his cell. As the steel door opened, dim light filtered into the Bangladeshi’s room. Narrowing his eyes slightly from the light’s sting, he noted three interns—there were always three interns—as he was getting to his feet. He was tall and rail-thin, which gave him a gaunt and haunting appearance in the faded light.

“All right,” stated the intern in French, “one hour of yard exercise. Let’s go.” Then he beckoned to the Bangladeshi to exit the cell. “Let’s go. You’ve already used up a minute of your time by standing there.”

The Bangladeshi stayed put within the quasi-shadows. Then a moment later, and in flawless French, he said without emotion, “I would like to go to the rooftop.”

The lead intern looked at him quizzically. “Let’s . . . go. Stop wasting my time.”

“I would like to go to the rooftop. I must . . . go to the rooftop.”

“Look, you get one hour every day to exercise. It’s up to you if you want to use it or lose it. Your call. You’ve got one second.”

“I would like to go to the rooftop.”

The intern then backed away and started to close the door, “Have a nice day.”

But the Bangladeshi was fast. In three strides he crossed the cell and lashed out with his foot and kicked the door forcefully. As the door swung wide, the Bangladeshi, with volcanic anger erupting from his eyes, drove the blade of his hand across the intern’s throat. The powerful strike was so surgically precise, the man’s esophagus cracked. As the man went to his knees with his hands to his throat, his eyes ogled with alarm while his face turned a deep shade of burgundy, and then purple. As the maimed intern’s throat clicked for air, as his life started to escape him, the other two attacked the Bangladeshi. But the Bangladeshi was an elite assassin who responded with a killer’s instinct.

The interns tried to subdue the Bangladeshi with restricting holds. But the Bangladeshi’s skillset was far greater than their wrestling techniques. Grabbing an intern’s wrist and twisting, the bones within broke like matchsticks, the hand now dangling at a horrible angle. As the intern looked at the badly shaped bend with a stunned appearance, the Bangladeshi grabbed the man’s head with a hand to each side, then he wrenched the neck with a violent twist that sounded like a stalk of celery snapping. The third man quickly fell back and took a stance that the Bangladeshi assumed was some form of martial arts.

As the first intern succumbed and fell to the floor next to his associate, the Bangladeshi quickly sized the remaining intern. And then: “I would like to go to the rooftop.”

In French, the intern answered nervously, “Be my guest.”

“You would inform others and I can’t allow that. I must get to the rooftop.”

The intern remained in his stance while the Bangladeshi began to circle him.

Giving periodic glimpses of the bodies on the floor, the intern’s breathing became accelerated.

And then the Bangladeshi responded by attacking his opponent. His movement was fast, fluid, and furious, the man a marvel of hand-to-hand combat. His hands and feet moved with poetic choreography; his actions brought on by years of training. His hands moved like blurs—left, right, left, right, left, right—all striking the face, neck, and solar plexus. The intern, going to a knee as his eyes started to roll upward until they were slivers of white, never saw the point of the elbow come down with such force that the impact drove the bony wedge of his nose into his brain, killing him.

With all three interns lying on the floor, the Bangladeshi headed for the stairway that led to the main floor.

I must get to the rooftop.

 

* * *

 

The rooftop of the Sainte-Anne Hospital Center overlooked a well-manicured lawn and a treelined boundary. Spotting the grounds were numerous flower beds whose flowers bloomed in riotous shades of bright red, orange, yellow, and purple. Overhead, the sun burned brightly with its warm rays bathing the Bangladeshi’s face. It had been the first time he had seen the sun in several months.

Standing along the edge of the roofline, the Bangladeshi spoke perfect French. “It has been a long time since I’ve seen the sun and felt its warmth,” he said. “Being in the hole for so long makes one realize how I do miss the simple things in life.”

Behind the Bangladeshi were several interns who were holding rubber truncheons and maintaining a cautious distance. Standing before them was the institute’s head administer, Aubin Carre, who was holding out his hand and patting the air. “Please, Monsieur, step away from the edge.”

Then rhetorically in regard to the voices in his head, the Bangladeshi stated, “You know what they’re telling me? They’re telling me that I have a far greater purpose. That my death will serve to unravel a chain of events.” Offering a preamble of a smile, he added, “I know my father.”

“Please, Monsieur, step away from the edge. We can talk about this, yes? In my office where it’s comfortable.”

“It’s comfortable right here,” said the Bangladeshi who held out his arms in mock crucifixion. “To feel the sun on my face, so warm, so inviting.”

“Please, Monsieur, what you’re hearing is misleading you. The voices you hear are nothing but the mind’s creation. They don’t exist.”

“Oh no, Doctor, that’s where you’re wrong. They’re quite real. They’re my spiritual guides, don’t you see?”

“We have discussed this matter many times before, Monsieur. They are auditory hallucinations. Mere manifestations that are—”

“They are my spirit . . . guides,” the Bangladeshi intervened. “And they’re telling me that my death will assure that the one who had been born in Darkness to serve the Light will no longer be a blight to the spirits of the Shadows.”

“Please, Monsieur, you are quite ill.”

“True. I am. But this is different, Doctor. I don’t just hear them; I feel them weaving through every fiber of my body. Not only are they guiding me, but they’re also calling me. Now it’s time to go home.”

“Monsieur, I beg you. Please come away from the edge.”

“So that you can truss me up inside of a straitjacket? I know what I did. I know I killed those men, and I was fully aware of what I was doing. Where one thing ends, Doctor, another one begins.”

“Monsieur, please come away from the edge.”

The voices began as whispers, a thousand tongues comingling into rants of discourse that were directing the Bangladeshi to take one step forward to complete the process.

. . . Do it . . .

. . . Be the one who sets in motion the beginning of the end of the one who was born in Darkness to better serve the Light . . .

The whispers became demonizing shouts, the Bangladeshi’s head becoming oversaturated with multiple and warring spirits vying to be heard over the other.

Get out of my head, he thought as he cupped his hands over his ears. Then through clenched teeth, he shouted, “Get out. Get out! Get out get out get out!”

As the interns began to slowly advance, the Bangladeshi turned on them and cautioned, “I will take you with me if that’s what you want.”

They stopped and held their positions.

The voices, all screaming at tortuous volumes.

The Bangladeshi, wincing as though in pain, simply leaned over the side and went into a free fall.

By the time the head administrator and the interns made it to the edge, they saw the Bangladeshi lying supine on the gravel with his head cleaved open upon impact.

 

* * *

 

Paris, France

Later that Evening

 

Dr. Aubin Carre had not only been the head administrator for the Sainte-Anne Hospital Center for twelve years, but he was also the custodian for Amal Purakayastha, known only to the faculty as John Doe. When Purakayastha was discovered wandering the streets talking nonsensically, then later deemed by the court to be unfit, he became the jurisdictional ward of the hospital. It didn’t take long for someone to reach out to him—a phone call in the night—telling him that Amal Purakayastha was to remain a person of anonymity. In doing so and for a monthly fee that exceeded his monthly salary, he was to care for Purakayastha by providing extra care and amenities. Carre agreed, receiving funds in his account from an unknown source every month. Soon came the extravagant spending, the BMW and the Bentley. Then a chalet on the lake, an escape hideaway. The trips to Greece, the Seychelles, and Las Vegas, always staying at five-star establishments. Amal Purakayastha had been his cash cow right up to the moment he leaped from the roof of the institute. Within two hours, his financier called asking Carre about the incident, then berated the administrator for his inability to keep John Doe safe.

Carre, on the defense, weaved a tale that was filled with half-truths and lies. When the financier confronted Carre as to why Purakayastha had been separated from the general population, Carre wondered how the financier knew about the segregation since the institute’s procedure on how they handled patients remained confidential. Yes, he told him, it was true that Purakayastha had to be segregated because he was becoming a threat to the general population, the man turning increasingly volatile. The lie, however, was that the inmates were conspiring to harm John Doe because he had become a considerable threat to their welfare. But no one conspired against Purakayastha because no one at the facility was completely at their wits. Carre, hoping that the financier would understand, was only met with silence.

Then there was the click of a disconnect, the line severed. It was also the sound of finality.

When Dr. Aubin Carre reached his home on the outskirts of Paris, a 3,300-square-foot house, he grabbed his leather briefcase, but before turning off his vehicle, he sat motionless with a disturbed look as the engine idled. Amal Purakayastha had been his source of wealth for more than a year. And within a glimpse of time that channel had been cut off. No more galas, no more trips, and no more wasteful indulgences. That click over the phone was much more than severing the call, it also severed a lavish lifestyle. Closing his eyes and shaking his head wishing that things had turned out differently, Dr. Carre could still feel his stomach turning into a slick fist. This entire matter had sickened him.

Opening his eyes and shutting off the car, then exiting the vehicle with his briefcase, Dr. Carre entered the house, placed his briefcase on a hallway table, then removed his coat and placed it on a rack. Grabbing his briefcase, he walked down the hallway and entered the living area where the walls were adorned with shelves that were filled with books about the human mind. In the corner of the room where the shadows were deepest was a wingback chair. A figure, small and diminutive in size, and a shape that was blacker than black, sat with one knee crossed over the other.

Dr. Carre, hitching his breath when he saw the dark mass, placed a hand over his chest, the sudden scare a jolt to his heart condition. “What—who are you? What do you want?”

The darkened figure sat as still as a Roman statue.

“I’ll call the police.”

Then the shape placed his hands along the armrests and used them to lift himself to his feet. Once he entered the light, Carre could see that the man was more child than man, someone who stood 5-5 and weighed about 140 pounds. The man was dark-skinned and impeccably dressed in a top-of-the-line suit, silk tie, glossy shoes, and name-brand gloves. His hair was conservatively cut with a ruler-straight part, but it was his eyes that caused Carre to shudder inwardly. They were cold and dead looking. And there was a complete absence of light since they appeared as dark as obsidian glass.

“Dr. Carre?” the man asked him.

“What do you want?”

“You were paid a handsome sum to do one job.” The diminutive man raised his forefinger to emphasize the ‘number one.’ “Just one. And that was to keep Amal Purakayastha safe . . . and alive. You failed on both accounts.”

“You’re the Financier.”

The small man shook his head. “No.”

“Then who are you? What do you want?”

“I am here because the Overlord does not like men who fail him.”

“Overlord?”

“The man who funded your—how shall we say—your foolish overspending on materials you could not possibly afford on your salary as a doctor at the institute.”

Dr. Carre started to back away. When he did, the small man matched him step for step.

“Why are you here?”

“The Overlord is a man who abhors failure. And you, Doctor, failed him the moment you allowed Amal Purakayastha to take his life.”

“I did no such thing. He took his own life. He killed three men in the process. He took their lives and made his way to the rooftop. There was nothing I could do.”

“There are corrective solutions to everything,” the small man told him. “You just didn’t see it in time. Or if you did . . . then you turned a blind eye to it.”

“I am bound by rules and regulations.”

“You were bound by the laws of the Overlord the moment he paid you handsomely for your service to see that Amal Purakayastha received amenities above what the institute granted him. You sold your soul to him, Dr. Carre, the moment you received the first euro. Now the Overlord wants to collect on his payment.”

“Collect.” And then: “Oh, Dear Lord, no.” He started to back away until he could escape no more, his back now pressing against a bookcase. Patting the air with a sense of panic, he said, “Money! I’ll pay money! I’ve got a safe with fifty-thousand euros in it! Right here! In the house! You can have it.”

The small man started to tug on his gloves so that they fit tightly over his hands. “This is not about money, Dr. Carre. This is about the price of failure when the Overlord sees that you no longer have any value.”

“Please.”

The man started towards Carre.

Then eclipsed him.

The doctor’s screams were brief, the man dying a quick and merciful death at the hands of the diminutive man.

 


CHAPTER ONE

 

 

The Overlord’s Island Stronghold

Twelve Kilometers off the Coast of Greece

The Following Day

 

The diminutive man stood inside an office that was lavishly ornate with a gold-leafed ceiling, Ming vases that were being showcased in unbreakable cases, and a silk Isfahan rug valued at more than four million dollars. Sitting before a panoramic window that overlooked the Aegean Sea was a decoratively designed desk with bas-relief carvings of angels and cherubs. As the small man stood regimentally idle, a door opened electronically with the bolts pulling back from their sockets, unlocking it. A feeble-looking man with a liver-spotted pate entered the office in a wheelchair, which he manipulated by using a joystick with a palsied hand. Once he pulled behind the desk with the window framing the backdrop of the Aegean sea, he appraised the small man with a narrowed eye.

And then in a voice that sounded as feeble as his body appeared, he asked, “It’s done?”

The small man nodded. “It is. Dr. Carre’s life and the life of Amal share the same space in the afterlife.”

“I think not,” said the feeble man. “I’d hate to think that we’ve exchanged one realm of existence for another. I’m sure that my son has found his release in Paradise, whereas Dr. Carre, being a Christian, has found his afterlife elsewhere.”

“Of course, Overlord. My mistake. I don’t know what I was thinking when I misspoke. Please, forgive me.” The small man bowed slightly at the waist for forgiveness, his eyes cast to the floor.

“Stand, Keeno. No need to apologize.”

Keeno stood until his back was rebar straight. “Thank you, Overlord.”

Overlord, opening his drawer, removed a thick manila folder filled with numerous documents. “Do you know what this is?” he said as he brushed his palsied hand over the file.

Keeno nodded.

“It’s a memorialization of my son’s life,” he said stated sadly. “It’s a journal about everything he’s done—even though we’ve been estranged from one another—since he turned his back on my empire to create his own.” The old man nibbled on his lower lip as though to fight back emotions, then added, “I was angry at him for not following in my footsteps to take over the empire that I had established to keep my legacy going, to keep it alive. I told him that he would be a nobody. But then a man by the name of Abesh Faruk took him under his wing and became more of a father to him than I ever was. He taught Amal the arms trade. And Amal, in time, inherited the greatest black-market trade in the world.”

The old man maneuvered the chair so that he was facing the window that overlooked the sea. “Though I didn’t want to admit it, Keeno, I was proud of my son. He was a self-made man as I was, both young and ambitious like I used to be. He became a mirror image of myself. But as the years went on, the wall between us only hardened due to my pride. So much so that it disallowed me to reach out to Amal and tell him I was wrong.”

The old man paused. But his face moved in a series of tics that established the fact that he was at war with his emotions that vacillated between the courage to be stoic or to grieve the loss of a child. With his back to Keeno, his aide could not see the tears welling in his eyes.

“Though separated, he was still my son, and I was still his father. I had the financial means to follow in his footsteps and to watch him grow, rather than for him to follow in my footsteps. Odd how that happens in life when your expectations are that your offspring learns from the parent and not the other way around.”

Beyond the window, the sea crested lightly.

“All this time, I had him placed under the microscopic eye, under my eye. I had him surveyed from the moment he worked under the auspices of Abesh Faruk, to the moment he took his life.”

Using his palsied hand to rotate the wheelchair so that he was once again seated at the desk, he opened the folder. “It’s all here,” he said while sweeping his good hand over the documents. “His life from points A to Z.”

Keeno remained stoic and reserved like a loyal canine.

“Not long ago,” Overlord continued, “he came in possession of a tome, the Baal Manifesto. It was supposed to contain the philosophies of Napoleon and Hitler, though the tome itself has been questioned as to its authenticity. Somewhere along the line while in possession of the manifesto, his mental health began to deteriorate. He started to hear voices and auditory hallucinations. During this time his empire fell apart, his mental health issues crippling him. Then he wound up in Paris preaching what he believed was the wisdom of a prophet when his sermons were actually the ravings of a madman.”

Overlord removed a few of the documents and spread them across the desk with his workable hand. “These documents,” he said, “are the events that led to my son’s downfall.” Easing back into his wheelchair, the old man pinned Keeno with a soft and saddened look. “In them, my son becomes fixated on his nemesis, someone he refers to time and time again as the Devil’s Magician. Amal believed that this man, along with his minions, were sent to destroy and to keep him from fulfilling his prophesy as the third and final disciple as dictated by the Baal Manifesto, to reshape the world.” Tilting his head slightly, he asked, “Tell me, Keeno, have you ever heard of a man by the name of Kimball Hayden?”

“No, Overlord.”

“Have you heard of the Vatican Knights?”

After a slight pause, he answered, “Yes. I have.”

“Would you care to enlighten me, then?”

Keeno nodded and said, “They’re an elite combat unit that serves the needs of the Vatican.”

“And?”

“It’s said that there is no equal to their fighting forces. It is also said that a soldier would rather fight an elite special-ops group with his bare fists than go against a single Vatican Knight with all the weapons he can carry.”

“Is that true?”

“It’s folklore.”

“I see. Something to drive fear in the hearts of their enemies for which there are many, I assume.”

Keeno remained silent.

Then from Overlord. “But you never heard of the one called Kimball Hayden.”

“No, Overlord. Am I to assume that he’s the one called the Devil’s Magician?”

“My son’s journals, those he kept while he was inside the Sainte-Anne Hospital Center, suggest that this man, Kimball Hayden, was the catalyst of his—how shall we say—collapse of his mind. Every time this man contested my son, he bested Amal time after time. Whether this caused my son’s mental health issues to progress, I don’t know. But Amal was fixated on this man and believed that he was the demon who directed his downfall.” After a beat, he said, “It’s all right here inside this folder, the writings from Amal’s journal that was sent to me by Dr. Carre during Amal’s stay at the facility. It has his thoughts, his paranoia, his demons, all right up to the day he jumped off the institution’s roof.”

OEBPS/images/image.png
[Inpilre!lnlfll





