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‘There is no truth. There is only perception’


Gustave Flaubert




Prologue


He pulls his coat tighter around his thin frame and tucks his chin into his chest. The year is starting to die and its bitterness at that fact is clear in every bite of the wind that attacks him. The young woman in the doorway gazes up, her eyes already bleary. There is a mixture of awe and confusion in her expression. Soon, he is sure, there will be something else.


‘For this is the word of your God,’ he says, smiling softly. ‘Spread it.’


She opens her mouth for a moment but he turns and walks away before she can blurt out whatever it is she wants to – there will not be anything original to hear. The muttered thanks of the junkie doorway-dwellers is always the same; he’s seen enough of them to know that, this night, and the one before, and the one before that. He has been busy spreading his word in the alleyways and under the bridges, where the invisible congregate. It gives him a quiet sense of satisfaction that eases his own bitterness.


He leaves her – high, and now dying – and strolls through the city streets. It’s creeping towards midnight, but the capital never sleeps. He watches the smiling, bright faces around him. Perhaps now is the time to spread his word a little wider.


A couple laugh and lean in to each other. The man is smoking, which is why they are out in the freezing night rather than enjoying the warmth within, but the cold doesn’t appear to affect them. Both wear wedding rings, but he doubts they are wedded to each other. There is a flush of a drunken office flirtation surrounding them, and he can see in the woman’s face that her own husband is a million miles from her mind. This man’s hands and touch and charm are all she wants tonight. She’s feeling young and sexy again, herself, not just a mother and wife.


He goes inside and buys himself a drink, the same brand of beer that the woman is drinking, and stands behind them. No one pays him any attention. It’s late and the world appears to be filled with good cheer. Here and there he sees a flicker of gold, but the Glow is so weak it’s almost an embarrassment. The woman and man have none.


Their drinks are sitting on the windowsill of the pub and it takes barely a second to do what needs to be done to her beer. He waits patiently, and after a moment her companion goes inside to find a toilet and she reaches for the bottle. He watches her swallow and then comes alongside, smiling as if he too is having the time of his life, which perhaps, in some perverse way, he is.


‘Happy Hallowe’en,’ he says, and clinks his bottle against hers.


She smiles and then drinks.


‘For this is the word of your God.’ He doesn’t smile, and her own expression wavers. ‘Spread it.’


‘What did you say?’


He doesn’t answer but turns and walks away, dropping the half-full beer bottle in a bin as he does so. He feels satisfied. He’s found a new market.




Chapter One


Cass didn’t turn around until he heard the tentative steps coming through the doors behind him. The church was quiet and he’d picked a row near the back, away from the two old women busily arranging flowers and polishing silver. Not that they were paying him any attention; he’d lit a candle and now he was moving his mouth silently and that was enough for them to think him one of the fold. It didn’t take much these days – the Church was a club desperately in need of new members.


He raised his hand to the elderly man clutching a small suitcase, but even then it took Father Michael a couple of seconds to recognise him. He hurried over, looking nervous.


‘Cass,’ he said, his eyes searching Cass’ face for some trace of guilt or innocence. ‘You’ve lost weight. And the hair—’


‘Looking like Cass Jones might get me unwanted attention. And having a hole blown through your shoulder can make you drop a few pounds.’


‘Of course, of course.’ Father Michael looked apologetic. ‘But are you okay? You just disappeared— I was worried. I was surprised to hear from you, but I can’t say that I wasn’t pleased …’


‘A friend’s been looking after me,’ Cass said, then, ‘I’m getting there.’


There was a moment’s awkward silence where all the allegations hurled at Cass via the world’s press hung between them.


Cass broke the silence. ‘Thanks for bringing the stuff. I appreciate it.’


‘It’s fine.’ Father Michael smiled. ‘The police haven’t been back to the house, not since your troubles started. I presume they were just checking to make sure you weren’t hiding out down there – as if you’d be that stupid. As if you’d killed those people— I wonder sometimes if anyone ever knows anyone at all.’


‘You don’t think I’m guilty?’ He tried to hide his surprise.


‘Not for a moment, Cass.’ Father Michael was looking at him with something close to pity. ‘You have to ask?’


‘Everyone else does.’


‘People can get blinded by evidence.’ The old priest winked. ‘Why do you think no one believes in God any more?’


Cass almost laughed aloud as an unexpected warm rush of gratitude flooded him. He hadn’t wanted to call, but he hadn’t been able to come up with any other way to get the photographs and documents out of his dead parents’ house. He’d expected suspicion, but on reflection maybe he had just been blaming Father Michael for his own father’s crimes, simply because the priest had been his father’s friend, and one of the few people close to him still alive.


‘I brought you something else.’ The priest tugged at his pockets. ‘Two things actually. The first is this.’


‘A cashcard?’ Cass stared at the plastic. ‘I can’t take that.’


‘The account has a few thousand pounds in it – it’s not a lot, but enough to get you going. I didn’t want to take the money out of the bank in case the police were watching me – they’ve gone quiet, but you never can tell, can you?’ He gave a wry smile. ‘I’ve learned to be a little more wary, this past few months. And yes, you can take it: your father left me this money and I’ve never touched it – I always wanted to give it to your children – yours and Christian’s. The pin is zero zero zero zero – easy to remember.’


‘It was my dad who gave Luke away.’ The words were bitter, but gave no real indication of the rage Cass felt inside.


Another silence, then, ‘Castor Bright?’


‘Who else?’


The priest let out a long sigh. Cass wished he had been a little more surprised – how much did Father Michael really know – or suspect – about Mr Bright and the Network? He’d been there, all those years ago, when Cass’ parents had been brought together by the elusive, ageless man. He’d seen Alan Jones change from ambitious war correspondent to quiet, religious village-dweller, and he’d stayed close to both Alan and Evelyn Jones.


‘Sometimes,’ the priest said, his eyes wandering over to the flickering candles around the nearest pillar, ‘situations get out of control. People make promises they have no intention of keeping. The future is a long way away.’


‘Did you know?’


‘No, but I knew your father.’ The lines in the old man’s face deepened. ‘Since Christian died – and with everything that’s come after – I’ve thought a lot about your family. Christian was increasingly fatalistic, those last few times I saw him – and your father was too, after he’d discovered his faith. At the time I thought it was just the peace finding him, but now I’m not so sure: now I think he was simply resigned. As Christian was.’ He looked at Cass. ‘They didn’t have your strength, and I think Christian knew that.’


‘Christian was a good man.’


‘Goodness and strength are two different things.’


Cass noted that the priest didn’t try to persuade him of his own goodness. He didn’t care – he knew exactly how far into the grey spectrum between the black and white of good and evil he had ventured.


‘So what are you going to do?’ Father Michael asked.


‘Find Luke.’ The answer was fast. Cass had spent the past two months thinking about what he was going to do next. ‘Go after Mr Bright and fuck him and his Network up. Do my best to keep the others off my back until it’s done.’


Father Michael nodded. ‘Well, you always were the over-achiever of the family.’ He smiled softly. ‘And you know where I am if you need me.’


‘Thanks.’ Cass frowned. ‘You said you brought two things?’


‘Ah, yes – brain’s not what it was.’ He handed Cass a folded piece of paper. ‘This man, Dr Stuart Cornell: he had an obsession with your father for a while. Used to go through phases of calling incessantly, and turning up at the house, shouting at your dad that he needed his help to expose the truth. He might just be a crackpot, but he used to be a pretty eminent theologian at one time, and with all this madness surrounding you – well, he may be worth a visit. Can’t do any harm.’


‘Thanks.’ Cass stared at the name on the paper, then tucked it into his jeans pocket.


‘So what now?’


‘Now you go first. I’ll give it fifteen minutes or so before I leave. I think we’re safe – if anyone had followed you, I’d be arrested by now.’ He sounded more confident than he felt. It wasn’t only the police who were looking for him. He was sure that Mr Bright hadn’t lost interest in his well- or not-so-wellbeing, not to mention the strange girl and old man who had rescued him after he’d been shot.


The awkwardness returned as the priest fumbled for an appropriate goodbye. Cass could sense that the older man wanted to hug him, but he couldn’t bring himself to relax into the gesture. Instead he held out his hand. ‘It’s good to see you,’ he said, meaning it. ‘I’ll keep in touch.’


‘Make sure you do, Cass Jones. Make sure you do.’ The priest gave him another smile before heading to the aisle. He faced the altar and made the sign of the cross, then turned and left the church. He didn’t look back.


Twenty minutes later, and Cass Jones was strolling through Loughton, heading up the High Street towards his most recent home. He’d been here for two weeks and he was itching to get on with what he needed to do. He was almost healed – if he ignored the constant ache in his shoulder and the sparking pins and needles in his mainly useless left hand. The movies made a shot to the shoulder look like a scratch, but the reality was different: Cass was pretty sure he was lucky be alive at all, and thankful the joint itself hadn’t been shattered, otherwise no amount of physio would give him the use of his arm back.


As it was, his grip was so weak it was barely there, and that didn’t look like it would be changing any time soon. His memory of Brian Freeman was now tinged with a greater respect: the man must have nearly bled to death sitting in the back of that snooker hall all night with the Yardies. Cass wasn’t sure whether that made Freeman either brave or stupid, but it did make him one fucking hard bastard. And maybe that made Cass either brave or stupid for having been the one to send him away all those years ago.


The December wind blew through the darkening night, and it felt strange to have it lifting his grown-out hair – the usual dark number 3 crop had given way to a shaggy light brown, thanks to a bottle of Just for Men. What with that and the weight he’d lost over the past two months, he wasn’t sure even his own mother would recognise him, let alone DS Armstrong or Commander Fletcher. Still, he kept his head down and his back curved as he walked, changing his natural shape: even out here on the edge of Epping Forest, a corner of north-east London that was more Essex than the city, it was better to be safe than sorry.


Feeling the weight of the small suitcase in his good hand exacerbated the weakness of his left, making him feel vulnerable, but there was nothing he could do about that: he needed those photographs and documents he’d found at his parents’ house after Christian had shot himself. There were answers in the past, he was sure of it.


As the streetlights flickered on, he walked alongside the commuters making their way back from the Underground to the safety of their homes.


Despite his inclination to avoid eye contact, it was hard not to stare: why were some of them wearing surgical masks? Was this some new terrorist threat? Maybe more Interventionists at work? He really needed to watch the news. At least he wasn’t featuring on it quite so much these days, although with the corruption trials of his fellow ex-officers about to get under way, that was bound to change. He was glad the cases hadn’t been thrown out of court after he went on the run, despite the best efforts of the defence teams. That was something. Claire May, Christian, Jessica and the poor kid they’d all thought was Luke, his nephew: they deserved justice.


Passers-by gave each other broad berths and suspicious glances, pulling their coats tight around their body. Whatever was going on, maybe a new bird flu outbreak, perhaps something more sinister, the mild panic it was causing was clearly visible.


Cass finally reached the front door to his haven and knocked four times in the agreed rhythm, then waited, his eyes level with the peephole.


The door opened and Mac grinned at him through the stream of smoke coming from the cigarette clamped between the big man’s teeth. He peered up and down the street before locking up.


‘You’ve got a visitor, son,’ he said gruffly.




Chapter Two


By the time he’d followed the brisk PC down to the interview rooms, Dr Tim Hask was not only out of breath, but he’d managed to spill much of the foul substance that passed for coffee in Paddington Green nick all over his shirt and vast belly. At least that would save him having to drink it, he thought stoically.


‘What’s the rush?’ he said. ‘It’s late – I was just heading home for the day. Is this about our missing friend?’ Hask kept his tone light, but he was aware of both the tension and his own conflicting emotions regarding Cass Jones. A very large part of him hoped that the ex-DI hadn’t been arrested, though he wasn’t entirely sure why.


‘No,’ DI Charles Ramsey said in his transatlantic drawl, ‘we’ve still got nothing on him.’


‘Yet,’ Armstrong added. ‘We’ll get him; I promise you that.’


Hask was sure that Armstrong was the only one of the three of them convinced of Cass Jones’ guilt, and he was also sure that Armstrong resented Hask’s and Ramsey’s hesitance in the face of overwhelming evidence. Armstrong was clearly bitter about Jones, and Hask wondered if it was in part because he envied him. People stuck by Cass. There was no way to explain to the sergeant the kind of loyalty that Cass Jones inspired in people – he’d just have to figure that out for himself. Or not.


‘So what is it?’ Hask asked again. ‘What’s so important you need to drag me down here so urgently?’


Ramsey glanced at Armstrong before answering, ‘It’s this surge in Strain II cases. We think it’s being spread intentionally.’


‘The increase in infection is outside of the expected social groups as well as within – and it’s been getting much worse over the past month.’ Armstrong looked grim.


‘It was bound to happen – it’s human nature to be careless,’ Hask said. ‘What makes you think it’s anything other than that?’


‘The bosses have had a call from Charing Cross Hospital, someone on the bug wing. There’re two things: firstly, whatever is infecting people is still Strain II, but it’s hitting the patients harder and faster – they found that out when several sex workers developed symptoms just a week or so after they’d been pronounced clean at their regular check-ups. Until then, they had presumed these new cases had been infected for a while before they started showing.’


‘You’re saying someone’s somehow mutated the bug?’ Hask’s stomach felt heavy. Strain II was dangerous enough without people messing around with it.


‘Something’s certainly given it some punch.’


‘Like it needed it,’ Armstrong muttered.


‘Who knows about this?’ Hask asked. The increase in infection rates had been all over the news in the past few days, but he hadn’t seen anything about a mutation.


‘Everyone important,’ Ramsey said, ‘and now us.’


‘So we can presume that within twenty-four hours it’ll be public knowledge – or at least rumour.’ The profiler sipped what was left of his coffee. ‘What was the second thing?’


‘The ward sister said she’d heard something – a similar story, from three different patients, all talking about someone who gave them drugs. It sounded odd to me.’


‘Junkie stories?’ Hask sighed. It was almost impossible to get any useful information out of addicts – especially sick ones. Their perception was generally shot to hell.


‘It’s not just junkies, not any more. We’ve had a female patient brought over. Want to hear for yourself?’


Hask smiled. ‘Lead on, Macduff.’


‘I’ve lost everything.’ Michaela Wheeler’s eyes were red-rimmed, and dark shadows sagged beneath them.


‘At least I didn’t give it to my family.’ Her voice was weary. ‘That’s one advantage of a stale marital sex life, I suppose.’ Her breath hitched. ‘But I did give it to my boss, and he gave it to his wife.’ She looked up hopelessly. ‘At least I won’t have to live with that guilt for long.’ She shook her head slightly. ‘Most of the time it just seems surreal.’


Her hand was shaking as she sipped her tea. That mug would go straight into the bin when she was gone; these days no one would risk reusing a mug touched by someone with Strain II, even if the chances of catching the disease that way were so remote as to be practically impossible. The only good thing about Strain II was that it made the original HIV look almost harmless in comparison.


‘How can you be sure that he didn’t give it to you?’ Hask asked gently.


‘I only slept with him once,’ she said. ‘It was two weeks after his wife had given birth to their second child – and they were both healthy. Plus, we have regular checks at work, company policy. We’d been out for a drink after work. It was Hallowe’en, and he’d been asking if we should decorate the office, or maybe throw a party. You know, cheer people up a bit.’ She chewed her bottom lip, and Hask couldn’t stop himself hoping it wouldn’t start bleeding.


Ramsey, sitting next to him, had his arms folded. Armstrong had stayed standing by the door. Their body language said everything about how people perceived Strain II victims. Hask let his arms rest on the table and leaned in slightly. This woman was now a pariah, but he at least would do his best not to make her feel like one.


‘We ended up back at the office.’ She smiled softly. ‘It wasn’t even all that good, that’s the irony. I should have kept him in my fantasy.’ Her eyes filled slightly, but she swallowed back the tears with a sniff. ‘I’d never been unfaithful before. Not in ten years.’


‘DI Ramsey tells me that you believe someone intentionally infected you?’


‘Yes.’ She coughed – a phlegmy, wet sound – and the room flinched. Michaela Wheeler either didn’t notice or was past caring. ‘That night – although I didn’t really think about it until a nurse on the ward told me what some of the others had been saying.’


‘So, a nurse prompted this memory?’ Ramsey asked.


Hask knew what the DI was worried about: if they caught whoever was doing this, then her testimony could be ruled invalid. But the whole point was invalid, Hask wanted to say: this woman wasn’t going to live long enough to get to trial, not even if they had the offender in custody right now.


‘Do carry on,’ he said kindly.


‘We were standing outside so Bill, my boss, could smoke. Our drinks were on the windowsill. It was quite crowded, and I didn’t really notice the man behind me until Bill went in to use the loo – then he came and stood beside me and clinked bottles. He was drinking Stella, like me, and he wished me happy Hallowe’en.’ She frowned slightly, lost in the memory. ‘I smiled at him, then we both drank. It was after that he said the funny thing – weird funny, not ha-ha.’


‘After you drank?’ Ramsey asked.


‘Yes.’


‘And what did he say?’ Hask said. ‘Exactly, if you can remember.’


‘I can remember. I think I’ll always remember. He said, “For this is the word of your God. Spread it.” It was strange. He walked away after that and I was glad because it was creepy. Then Bill came back, and, well, you know … it went out of my head.’


‘And you think he might have put something in your beer?’ Ramsey was leaning forward now, his curiosity overcoming his fear.


‘I’m sure he did. It would have been easy because my bottle was on the windowsill behind me. He was drinking the same beer.’


Hask could see Ramsey visualising the scene. Michaela Wheeler was clearly an intelligent woman, and there was no reason for her to lie.


‘What did this man look like?’ Hask’s nerves tingled. This was shaping up to be interesting. He might have to forgive Ramsey after all.


‘Respectable,’ she said. ‘More than respectable, actually. He was thin, but his hair was cut well. He was dressed smartly. He didn’t look out of place. Until he spoke I’d have said he was like us, I guess: middle class, relatively successful, doing okay all things considered.’


‘Can you give us more physical details?’ Ramsey pressed her a little. ‘Like how old he was? Skin colour?’


‘He was white, early thirties, maybe. Thin, as I said, even slightly gaunt. Chestnut hair with no grey in it. Short – with a side parting, I think. That’s about it.’


‘Was he wearing a suit?’


‘He had a long overcoat on and just a sweater and shirt underneath, but with smart trousers. He looked like part of the office crowd, but someone doing well. Someone’s boss—’


A coughing fit came out of nowhere and her eyes and nose streamed as she desperately tried to clear her lungs. Hask handed her his handkerchief, not that it would help her much. The WPC at the back of the small room looked as if she wanted to climb into the wall.


‘I think we’ve got enough, don’t you think?’ Hask asked Ramsey.


‘We’ll get you back to Charing Cross now, Mrs Wheeler,’ the DI said. ‘Can you organise that, Armstrong?’


The woman recovering her breath looked like she might cry again.


Hask and Ramsey hung back in the corridor as the others left.


‘Poor woman,’ Hask said. ‘She was just in the wrong place at the wrong time. Frightening.’


‘That’s what this man is banking on, don’t you think?’


‘Could be,’ Hask agreed. ‘I think I might take a trip up to the Strain II wing myself in the morning. I want to hear more of these stories before I start evaluating.’


‘You sure you want to go up there?’ Ramsey asked.


‘People work there every day, Detective Inspector, and they don’t catch anything. Hysteria is far more infectious than the bug.’


‘Yeah,’ Ramsey mused as they watched Michaela Wheeler haul herself up the stairs at the other end, oblivious to the PC waiting for her to get round the corner before he started disinfecting the railing. ‘But the bug is pretty damned infectious – and this version is twice as mean.’


Hask thought the American had a point, but there were some things you couldn’t learn from hearing stories secondhand. Everyone’s perceptions were different, and often what he needed was all in the nuance.


‘Do you fancy a beer tomorrow night?’ Hask asked.


‘Sure,’ Ramsey answered cheerfully, ‘if you’re not checked in to Charing Cross yourself by then.’


‘Ha-bloody-ha.’


‘Good. I’ll give you a call later.’


They left the obvious subject of their pub meeting unsaid; it wasn’t necessary. Whenever they were away from work their conversation invariably swung round to trying to figure out what happened to Cassius Jones, and where the hell he might be.




Chapter Three


‘You look like a right poof with your hair like that,’ Arthur – Artie to his mates – Mullins laughed. ‘I wouldn’t have recognised you.’


‘Good to see you, too.’ Cass sat down opposite the old London gangster and smiled. Mac brought in two glasses of brandy from the kitchen before disappearing again and the two men tapped their drinks together before swallowing.


‘The boys tell me you’ve been out and about. Ready to fly the nest, then?’


‘I’ve got things to do. You know how it is.’


‘Too right I do.’ Mullins was laughing again, a good earthy no-nonsense sound. ‘Your life is nothing if not interesting, Jonesy. Fucked-up, maybe, but interesting. I’m getting a passport and driver’s licence sorted for you. I’ll take some pictures before I go. I’d tell you to make yourself look pretty, but you’ve already taken care of that. How’s the shoulder?’


‘Getting there – a way to go until I’m back fighting fit,’ he admitted, wiggling the fingers of his left hand. Cass felt a little awkward now, as if the debt of gratitude he owed Artie had changed their relationship. Now he swallowed his pride and said, ‘Thanks for everything you’ve done, Artie. I will pay you back for all this. When I’m sorted.’


‘No problem – and technically, I didn’t do nothing – I might’ve sent the boys after them, but I kept meself at a safe distance. Better all round, don’t you think?’


Cass had no recollection of the events between falling, wounded, into the car with the tramp and the woman, and waking up in a makeshift sickbed in the flat before this one. From what he’d gathered talking to Mac, Artie hadn’t been that impressed by the pair’s interest in Cass Jones. He’d given them a car, yes – but he’d also had another two following them. No one knew the streets of London like Artie Mullins’ men and it hadn’t been long before they’d found themselves in a poor CCTV area, when they’d blocked the car in, stuck guns in the strangers’ faces and taken Cass. What exactly had happened to the old violinist and the beautiful woman, no one – including Artie – appeared to know. The police hadn’t found them; just the abandoned car.


‘But why did you do it?’ The question had been troubling Cass for as long as his thinking had been clear of his painkiller fugue state.


‘Dunno, really.’ Artie Mullins sniffed. ‘Call it instinct. Something about them wasn’t right. If they was looking out for you, why come through me? Why not call you themselves to get you out of Paddington before they nicked your arse?’ He pointed a thick finger at Cass. ‘Cos you wouldn’t trust ’em, that’s why. And if you didn’t trust them, then why should I?’ He grinned. ‘So I let them do the hard bit, and then took over. Figured if they were friends of yours you could find them when you were back on your feet.’ His eyes met Cass’. ‘They friends of yours?’


‘No,’ Cass said, then, ‘well, maybe. But you were right to think I wouldn’t trust them. I think they have their own agenda.’ The girl’s main interest was Luke, his nephew, abducted at birth – at least, that’s what she’d told him on the phone. Cass was just her route to him. Why was his long-lost nephew so important to all these people? The girl and the tramp had to be linked to the Network somehow, he knew that much: maybe not on the inside like Mr Bright, but connected all the same.


‘But why did you do this for me?’ he asked. ‘We’re technically on opposite sides of the fence. You don’t owe me anything like this.’


‘That’s not how it works though, is it, Jonesy?’ The old man leaned back on the armchair. ‘Sometimes you’ve got to know when it’s time to take a side. And right now, you’re one man against the whole world. You’ve got no chance: you’re so deep in the shit with the Old Bill you’re making me look like an upstanding pillar of society.’ He lit a cigarette and offered the pack to Cass. ‘And more than that, son’ – he held out his lighter – ‘I don’t think you killed those men. Someone is fucking with you, and I just don’t think it’s fair that they get to have all the cards.’


‘You took a big risk, though.’


‘The coppers gave me a tug – course they did; you used to collect from me. But what could they say? I didn’t drive off with you bleeding in the back seat of my car, did I? They knew that. Plus, after all the shit with Bowman and the bonuses it didn’t take much to convince them that you and me had had a severe falling-out. They were more concerned with finding the old man and the girl in the car. I’ve kept my head down since then. I wouldn’t be here if I thought they were still on my case – or even putting too much time and money into finding you, for that matter. Two months is a long time in policing, I don’t have to tell you that. They’ll be busy managing the fall-out, running around with their arses hanging out.’


‘Still – I don’t really know what to say.’ It was the truth; Cass had never been comfortable with emotional displays – which hadn’t helped any of his relationships – and owing anyone rankled. He couldn’t help it.


‘Don’t say anything, just get this shit sorted and then you can pay me back. It’ll be a good story to hear the end of, if nothing else. Now let’s get these mugshots done. Got the best screever in the business waiting for them – two days and you can walk out of here a new person. All right with you?’


‘All right with me, Artie.’




Chapter Four


As he’d moved between the beds on the ward Hask had started sweating behind his mask and inside his gloves. The temperature in this part of the hospital must have been set at somewhere near thirty, and with all the fat coating his bones he was starting to overheat. It wasn’t a problem most of the patients shared: several were shivering, despite the medication that was no doubt intended to ease their fevers, and they were nearly all painfully thin. Those who were nearing the end of their run were sedated; little more than breathing cadavers waiting in a haze for their time to run out. He’d walked through the whole ward, spending time not just with those who were newly infected with stories to tell: he needed to try and view them as their killer had.


Once he’d signed the infection waiver form the ward sister had given him the names and bed numbers of those he needed and offered to come with him but he turned her down. She’d fetched him a cup of coffee, though, and squeezed his hand in a thank-you for what he and the police had done for poor Hannah West.


Perhaps that’s what was giving him the unusual niggle in his gut, he decided as he waited for Graham Calf to muster enough energy to continue their conversation. The last time he’d been on this ward had been to see Hannah’s body. She’d been a nurse on this ward, murdered by the serial killer who called himself ‘the Man of Flies’. Being back here on the hunt for another murderer made him feel like they’d somehow come full circle. It also made him miss Cass Jones. Ramsey was good, but he didn’t have the hard edge that Jones did, and sometimes that was what was needed. The world was a hard place, and callous eyes were often needed to see the truth of it. Cass Jones had those.


Graham Calf’s eyes fluttered open. He was young – twenty-three, according to his medical chart – and he’d been in and out of drug programmes and hostels since he was sixteen. What had happened to Michaela Wheeler, a nice middle-class woman, had made people sit up and take notice. Graham Calf had probably never been noticed in his entire life.


Hask smiled gently and passed the boy – because he really wasn’t much more than that – the plastic cup of water from the table. His skeletal arm was so pale it was almost blue.


‘He was posh,’ Graham Calf continued. He was speaking quietly, but his dry voice cut through the gentle hum and whirr of the machinery that filled the ward. ‘Spoke well nice.’


‘Were you concerned when he offered you free drugs?’ Hask asked. ‘That can’t happen often.’


‘He said it was something new – a smack upgrade. It was cheaper, too. He said if I liked it, then he’d be back round to do a deal.’ His eyes wandered to a sad place somewhere in the distance. ‘Seemed like a good idea at the time. I was cold and jumping.’


‘And what was it he said to you that was unusual?’


‘It was after I’d injected; was feeling warmer already. It was a good buzz.’ He looked at Hask, who could see his understanding of the irony was clear. ‘He stood up and watched me for a second, then pulled his gloves on – I remember wishing he’d given me them as well – and said, “This is the word of your God. Spread it.”


‘Those were his exact words?’


‘Yeah. He said it, and then just walked away. I’d heard about a Jesus freak giving out gear – thought it was just a story, you know?’ He smiled sadly. ‘But it wasn’t just gear he was giving out, was it?’


Ignoring the protocols, Hask squeezed the boy’s hand. It was cold, as if his body had already started making preparations for the death that would soon be moving in.


‘It wasn’t your fault, son.’


Graham Calf didn’t answer, but just closed his eyes. Within a minute his breathing had slowed and he was sleeping. Hask didn’t bother waking him up – his story and description were the same; he had enough to form some kind of evaluation. He walked to the nurses’ station and then turned to look at the patients. There was no hope in this ward. He was aware of the power of being healthy among so many who’d had health stripped from them. Was that what he felt, that power? Is that what drove this killer? Hask dismissed the thought: this was both more and less complex than that, depending on how you looked at it.


‘How do you cope with working in this environment?’ he asked the ward sister, who smiled up from her paperwork. He imagined a lot of the nurses working here were on some variety of anti-depressant. That, or they had the natures of angels. He’d only been on the ward an hour and he could feel the emotional strain dragging him down. ‘How do they cope?’ he added.


‘Strangely, most of them aren’t bitter – the junkies and homeless,’ she said. ‘That helps us, because they don’t attack or lash out at us; they know we’re trying to help. But it’s terribly sad for them. I think they feel like it was their fate – they made their peace with it before it ever found them. Some people feel they have no value, I suppose.’ Her eyes strayed to the far end of the ward, where some of the newer cases were separated by a curtain. ‘It’s worse for them. The bug is something that happens to other people in their world.’


‘Not any more,’ Hask said. ‘I think you’re going to find you have far more referrals like Mrs Wheeler.’


‘Who would do such a thing, to infect people on purpose? So callously?’


It was strange to hear her use the word he had just thought of in conjunction with Cass Jones. Well, the ex-DI was a killer, that was a matter of record, but he wasn’t like this one. They were different breeds entirely.


‘I will never be surprised by the actions of men,’ he said. ‘Or women, for that matter.’ He smiled. ‘But sometimes those surprises can be pleasant. Don’t forget that.’


He left her and made his own way out, dumping his gloves and mask in the bins at the door. He emerged from the hospital and, once outside its gates, sucked in the cold London air. It was good to be away from the quietly claustrophobic ward where he could practically taste death in the air. Here on the street, life and energy buzzed.


He watched the passers-by. Too many of them were smart men with neatly cut brown hair. The invisible attacker could be any one of them. A chill that had nothing to do with the crisp December morning settled in his spine. He found the idea of such a man stalking the streets and infecting strangers disconcerting. The media would whip the public up into hysteria when the story broke.


He sighed, his breath a stream of mist that reassured him of his continuing existence, and as he began to walk he tried to keep space between himself and the other pedestrians. God, he wished he were back in Sweden. London, for all the huge fees he was earning, was providing him with far more excitement than he’d ever desired.




Chapter Five


By lunchtime, Cass was walking through Oxford. When he’d told Mac he was going out for the day, he’d expected more of an argument from him and the rest of Artie Mullins’ henchmen, but it looked like they were all happy to have the day off from babysitting him. Tomorrow he’d have his new identity; then he’d be free as a bird, so he figured they were seeing this as practice, maybe something like day release for long-term prisoners. It was one thing minding a bedridden patient who slept most of the day, but trying to tell a fully grown healthy alpha male what to do was too much like hard work, even if Mullins had given them their orders. Mac had put it succinctly just that morning when he’d growled, ‘How am I supposed to keep you inside? Put another bullet in you? That would somewhat defeat the purpose, don’t you think?’


Away from the capital, Cass felt the knots in his back start to loosen and he allowed himself to take in the skyline of the historic city. The freedom was strange: London was his home, and he loved it, but right now the city itself felt like his enemy: the mass of CCTV cameras, the heightened security since 26/09, meaning more police on the streets – not to mention the fact that just about every copper in London wanted to be the one to bring him in, the great DI Cass Jones, the whistle-blower, now wanted on two counts of murder. He couldn’t blame them – he’d probably feel the same in their situation. At least the story of what he’d done undercover hadn’t come out in the papers yet; that was one small mercy. He was quite sure he’d be portrayed as the devil incarnate if it did, but someone was making sure a tight lid was kept on that. He laughed at the irony: it was the only murder of the three he’d been fingered for that he’d actually committed.


He picked up an Oxford A-Z at a newsagent’s and found his way to the address on the piece of paper Father Michael had given him the previous day. He’d been walking for at least an hour, and on top of the train and bus journey all the movement had left his shoulder throbbing. He felt exhausted. He hadn’t done anything more than shuffle around a flat for the best part of two months and he was weak as a kitten. He didn’t like it: if he was going to find Luke and take on Mr Bright and The Bank, he was going to need all his strength.


‘Jesus,’ he muttered as he took in the view. If the exterior of the house was anything to go by, then Father Michael’s ‘he may just be a crackpot’ evaluation of Dr Stuart Cornell was a massive understatement. The building itself was a pleasant enough terraced house with its own small front garden. Unlike those around it, however, there were no pot plants, or stretches of pleasantly coloured gravel tidily filling the gap between the street and the front door. The garden of Number 29 was a mass of waist-high weeds that had forced their way through the cracked paving slabs. At least they went some way to hiding the tyres and battered metal bins that littered the space. Beyond them, the bay window was an equally unprepossessing sight. The filthy paint was peeling off the rotting wood, and the glass was black on both sides, mud outside and what looked like layers of nicotine on the inside. The tattered net curtain was entirely redundant.


He didn’t bother with the grime-coated bell – there wasn’t a hope in hell it would work – but instead rapped loudly on the door. He left it a few moments and then rapped again, and this time he heard a shuffling on the other side, and the sound of paper being moved.


‘If you’re from the council, then you can go away. They came yesterday.’


The voice was well spoken, not the Fagin Cass had been expecting from the wrecked front of the house, but there was a tremble there that he recognised instantly: fear and paranoia. This was someone not used to talking to strangers – or talking much at all.


‘I’m not from the council, Mr Cornell, I wanted to ask you—’


‘Dr Cornell. I have a PhD. I’m a doctor. You can’t keep coming round here. I have important work—’ The fragile voice was becoming more agitated. Cass slowed his own speech right down as he leaned in closer. ‘I’m just a visitor, Dr Cornell. I wanted to ask you some questions about someone.’


‘This is a trick so you can get in and take my things away.’


‘Honestly, I promise you, Dr Cornell, I’m not from the council.’ The outside of the house was a good indicator of the state of the inside. He didn’t envy whoever would eventually get in to clear out the clutter. This one was a hoarder. There was a need in the sharp edge of his voice that suggested someone desperate to make sense of things that they’d overthought. There were plenty like him among the lonely in London, people tucked away with nothing but piles of junk for company. Maybe he’d come a long way for nothing.


‘Who do you want to talk about?’ Dr Cornell asked plaintively. ‘I don’t know anyone around here. They don’t talk to me.’


Cass was willing to bet the neighbours gave this blight on their pleasant landscape a wide berth. They might not speak to him face to face, but they’d sure as hell be on the phone to the council, the police, anyone who would listen, demanding they get something done about him.


‘Alan Jones,’ Cass said. Across the road a young woman pushing a pram along the pavement stared over at him. He kept his face turned towards the door. He didn’t need any unwelcome attention.


‘Hello?’ There was silence on the other side of the door and Cass gritted his teeth in frustration. This negotiation was shaping up to take some time – time that Cass didn’t want to spend standing out on a doorstep with passers-by watching his every move. The last thing he needed was for someone to call the police because the crazy old man at Number 29 was being bullied by some bastard who wouldn’t leave him alone.


‘Go away.’ The aggressive edge was gone; Dr Cornell now sounded like a schoolkid, not sure if his friends were taking the piss or being serious.


Cass leaned in closer, his nostrils filling with the scents of rotting paint and damp wood. Being anonymous wasn’t going to work with Dr Cornell. The man was too paranoid. ‘I’m Alan and Evie Jones’ son,’ he said quietly.


‘Their son’s dead. I read it.’ More shuffling on the other side. ‘I read it in the papers. He’s dead. All of his family.’


‘I’m their other son. Now please let me in – I need your help.’ He didn’t want to think about what state his life had come to if he was begging an old recluse like Dr Cornell for help. He pressed his ear against the door and listened. If Dr Cornell was calling the police then he had about ten minutes to get away. This was a residential area, and his running wasn’t up to much with his shoulder as damaged as it was – not that running would do him much good against a search helicopter. Basically, if Dr Cornell was ringing the police, then he was well and truly fucked. The only thing he could hope for was that Dr Cornell had a reputation for being a mad old time-waster and whoever took the call wouldn’t pay him any attention.


The seconds ticked by. Finally there was a rasping screech and a bolt was pulled back on the other side, then keys were turned and chains were unhooked and, eventually, the door opened an inch. Cass stared into the suspicious faded blue eye that peered out.


‘You’d better come in then,’ Dr Cornell said after a long moment, and opened the door only just wide enough for Cass to get through, then slammed the door shut on the outside world and set to work resecuring his home. Cass looked down the corridor. The walls were lined with paper-stuffed carrier bags and piles of newspapers.


‘I haven’t sorted those yet.’ Dr Cornell still had his back to Cass as he turned the last of the keys, so he must have expected a reaction.


Cass was surprised to find the lights were on and it was warm inside; somehow he was still paying his utility bills. The man’s appearance was a surprise too; though his clothes were worn, they looked clean enough, and he was clean-shaven. How he managed it amidst all this mess, Cass couldn’t figure out. Maybe the upstairs of the house was normal. He doubted it somehow.


‘Come into my study.’ The old man led him down the corridor. ‘You should be hiding. They’ll all be looking for you, you know.’


Cass didn’t answer. It didn’t surprise him that Dr Cornell knew about his problems, not with this many newspapers filling the hallway.


‘What are you looking for in all this?’ he asked.


‘Information.’ Dr Cornell waved him into a room on the left and busied himself removing papers from a buried armchair before nodding Cass into it. As he started clearing a second for himself Cass looked at the towering piles of books and papers surrounding him: he could see natural history, geography, astronomy, astrology, religion, even the history of Christianity. Some were so old he couldn’t distinguish the titles. There were folders, too, with handwritten labels: New York, Syria, the Middle East, Moscow, and the largest had London printed on a tatty sheet of paper and underlined several times in felt-tip pen. But it was at the wall opposite Cass found himself staring longest. It was covered in photographs and newspaper cuttings, pinned and Sellotaped and Blu-Tacked, with barely a scrap of wallpaper visible beneath the mass of paperwork.


Could that really be—? Cass stood up and took a closer look; it was definitely Mr Bright and Mr Solomon, together in one photograph. The two men were walking side by side across an airstrip. Both had hair slicked back in side partings and their suits had a baggy quality that belonged in the nineteen forties. They were tilting their heads towards each other and talking intently.


He scanned the rest of the clippings. They covered everything from the formation of The Bank to old reports of the Jack the Ripper slayings, an apparently random mix of political, business and criminal news. Surely Dr Cornell couldn’t believe that the Network had been involved in all these things?


He looked back at the newspaper pictures and photographs. There were some of men he didn’t recognise, but one of Mr Bright and another man had been taken in New York, perhaps in the sixties, and there was a very old copy of a photograph from around the start of the twentieth century, of Mr Bright and Mr Solomon standing on either side of a tall, broad, dark-haired man. Cass could see he was strikingly handsome, despite the grainy quality of the image and his ageing face. The three were laughing at the camera as if they had just been told the biggest joke. Cass frowned. Where were they?


‘That was the opening of the London stock exchange in 1854. It had just been rebuilt,’ Dr Cornell said, as if reading Cass’ mind. ‘The one in the middle – I’ve had no sightings of him for years, not much after the turn of the century.’ He stood close enough that Cass could smell the mint on his breath. At least he brushed.


‘He’s the one, though: the key figure – the leader, if they have one. Although Castor Bright seems to have stepped into his shoes. It’s hard to get photos now. I don’t go out, not any more. And they’re more careful.’ Stuart Cornell’s eye twitched and he turned away from the board. He picked up a bottle and found two glasses behind a stack of box-files and poured them both a drink.


‘They want to take my papers. My evidence. They always say they’re from the council, but I know better.’ The old man tapped the side of his nose.


The glass looked clean enough and Cass figured he had enough antibiotics racing round his system to cope with any unwelcome bacteria. He needed the drink – he felt almost breathless. Here was someone else who knew about Mr Bright and the strangeness that surrounded him. He took a long sip of the whisky. What would Dr Cornell have thought if he’d seen how Mr Solomon had died? Most likely that would have completely tipped him into madness …


He looked closely at the old man. There was no glow in his eyes, not even a flicker of silver like he’d seen in Hayley Porter’s mother’s. Whatever the gold and silver lights meant, they were no part of Dr Cornell’s life.


They want to take my papers. Cass was pretty sure he knew who the professor meant by they: the same they his dead brother Christian had been referring to in the note he left Cass: THEY took Luke. They was the Network. Whichever way life twisted and turned, it always came back to Mr Bright and the Network. He smiled grimly to himself. Looking at the mess here, in Dr Cornell’s case, it might well be the council.


‘Why were you so fascinated with my father?’ he asked.


The professor sat in his chair beneath the pictures of the men who held both Cass and him in their thrall and sipped his drink. ‘Why are you so fascinated by my fascination?’


The eyes were sharp. This was going to be trickier than Cass had first expected, when he’d arrived and seen the state of the place. Dr Stuart Cornell was not the nutjob he’d first imagined, nor was he totally delusional. And he was obviously capable of insightful thought. But he was paranoid – though Cass knew he had good reason to be – and what he didn’t want to do was push the man over the edge.


‘Was it because of his association with this man?’ Cass pulled out one of his own pictures, the photograph of his parents with Castor Bright. ‘The man you have all over your wall?’ His photo had been taken in South Africa, before he was even born. Cass had found it in the envelope Christian had left for him at their parents’ house. In the picture, the three were standing under a sign that read THE SOLOMON AND BRIGHT MINING CORPS.


Dr Cornell scrabbled for the picture, but Cass held it firm. A slightly manic light had gone on in the man’s eyes and Cass doubted he would ever give the photo back if he handed it over. He compromised, holding it close to the professor’s face and letting him study it before putting it back in his pocket.


‘Nothing is true,’ Dr Cornell said finally, leaning back in his chair. ‘The world is on its head.’


‘What do you know about Mr Bright and the Network? Why are they so interested in my family?’


‘They’ve really played you, haven’t they?’ Dr Cornell laughed slightly. ‘I’ve been watching.’


‘But who are they?’


Dr Cornell raised his glass, then lowered it without drinking and got to his feet. He started pacing in the small cleared area. The agitations were clearly returning.


‘Things have changed. Since that one disappeared.’ He jabbed a finger at the image of the stranger between Mr Bright and Mr Solomon on his wall. ‘The whole world’s changed, can’t you feel it? So many advances, and yet a sense that it’s all crumbling, don’t you think?’


Cass shrugged slightly as Dr Cornell stared at him for a response.


‘I think they’re starting to come unstuck. They’ve never looked outside of themselves before – not like they did with your father and mother.’


‘And what about my father and mother?’ He needed to try and follow Dr Cornell’s track.


‘You’re looking at the details.’ Dr Cornell’s head twitched in a rapid shake. ‘All wrong. You need to look at the forest, not the trees.’


Cass wondered how a man who lived like this, who was obsessed with the details, could make a statement like that.


‘The thing is, I don’t really care about the forest – the bigger picture; whatever it is that has brought you to this.’ Cass gestured at the mass of information that surrounded them. ‘Mr Bright took something that belongs with me, and I want it back. And I want to fuck with him and his Bank a little along the way. What I want to know, and I think you can help me here, is why my family is so important to him? You were pretty much stalking my dad for a while, but I’m guessing he wasn’t the real focus of your attention.’ Cass spoke calmly and stared at Dr Cornell, trying to focus him.


It seemed to work.


‘I don’t know why your family exactly. Back then I had two other people researching with me. They’re gone now.’ The professor’s face darkened. ‘We knew they were looking for someone – someone special. They’d been looking for a long time, since that one in the middle disappeared from sight. Others had vanished before, but not like him. They became more active after that.’ He jabbed a finger at Cass. ‘I tried to warn your father, I really did. First of all in the Middle East when I was on a research trip, but they were starting to lure him in by then. I even went to South Africa, but I couldn’t get near them, neither he nor your mother. Bright made sure of that.’


Dr Cornell perched on the arm of his chair. ‘When he moved back to England and settled in Capel-le-Ferne, I knew he must have had some kind of falling-out with Mr Bright and his people. I thought then that maybe he’d join me in trying to get to the truth.’ His jaw clenched. ‘I needed someone like him, someone who’d been on the inside – who could maybe get back inside for me.’ He let out a long, tense sigh. ‘It didn’t happen. He wouldn’t even speak to me – just called the police every time I was within a mile of him.’


His father had made a deal with Mr Bright – he had sacrificed his grandson Luke – for the freedom of his immediate family, so Cass wasn’t at all surprised that Alan Jones had kept away from Dr Cornell. He would have been desperate not to upset the balance of the bargain he’d struck, and every time Dr Cornell showed up it would have reminded him of the terrible thing he’d promised to do. Cass’ stomach churned with mixed emotions. Cass was of the opinion that Alan Jones had probably been a better person – or at least a more honest one – before he’d found religion and started forgiving everyone for everything. He wondered if his father ever realised that the only person he was really trying to forgive was himself.


‘They destroyed me.’ Dr Cornell’s voice had dropped and now he was almost whispering. ‘They got me discredited at the university, made me a laughing stock, leaking some of my research in dribs and drabs so it looked ridiculous. Everyone was saying that I was like David Icke, talking about crazy alien conspiracies, and by the time my paper was ready, no one would look at it.’


‘Alien conspiracies?’ Even with everything he had seen with Mr Bright and Mr Solomon, that was a claim too far. He almost smiled.


‘Everything’s perspective,’ Dr Cornell muttered. ‘Everything. What you see depends on what you believe. It’s all semantics. We live in a world built on a lie. You have to approach everything you see from that starting point. Nothing is as it seems.’


‘What lie?’


‘If you find the truth, then you will have the power to destroy them.’


‘The truth about the Network? The Bank? What?’ Cass’ head was starting to hurt. They were talking at cross-purposes. He’d hoped to get answers, but all the professor had been able to deliver were riddles.


‘The Bank?’ Dr Cornell’s eyes were alight with a new fire. ‘The Bank is nothing – it’s a front, a useful tool, that’s all. They have always had things like The Bank – perhaps not so global, but other institutions, just the same. But you can use it to dig into them, or at them, if you can get inside. Your brother was, wasn’t he?’


Cass didn’t like seeing Dr Cornell talking about Christian with that mad gleam in his eyes. Christian was better than the Dr Cornells of this world. He nodded anyway.


‘Christian understood that everyone leaves a trace these days. Everything is recorded; everything is linked. The Network is Networked.’ Dr Cornell giggled slightly at his own joke, but Cass thought of his brother’s laptop, and the Redemption file he’d found hidden on it, containing all the information on his family and others … and the X accounts. He wouldn’t share those with Dr Cornell, though: he was here to get information, not give it.


‘You can cause a headache via The Bank,’ Dr Cornell continued, ‘but it’s the truth you need. You need to find the truth and spread it right out across the world. Take us out of the darkness of their deceit.’ Flecks of spit foamed at the corners of his mouth and his hands trembled as he gesticulated.


Cass was starting to feel claustrophobic in the over-warm house. ‘But what is the truth?’ he asked. ‘What am I supposed to be looking for?’


‘They don’t age, have you noticed?’ Dr Cornell was up on his feet and staring at the photos. The energy had dropped from his voice, leaving the air still, like a brief pause in a storm. ‘Something’s happening to them, and that’s touching us all. Maybe they die, but they don’t age – apart from that one in the middle. He’d started to age, just before he disappeared.’


Cass thought of his own meetings with Mr Bright and how he’d looked identical to the old photos taken with his parents. Dr Cornell had gathered pictures that were far older, and still the silver-haired man remained unchanged. The X accounts held information going back even further. Just how old was Mr Bright? The eyes twinkling back from so many images on the wall held on to their secrets.


‘There are four sets of scrolls.’ Dr Cornell turned suddenly. ‘Hidden in four different locations important to them. These scrolls tell the real story of man’s history – our history. Find the scrolls,’ he said, ‘and you’ve got the answers.’


‘But where are they hidden? And what proof do you have that they even exist?’ Cass finished his drink. The problem with talking to obsessives like Dr Cornell was that they built fantasies out of the facts they gathered. That there was a conspiracy at work, Cass was in no doubt, but all this stuff about stories and scrolls? Maybe it was craziness and maybe not, but it was hard to tell the difference. As interesting as this hunt might turn out to be, Cass’ main interest was finding Luke. Everything else was secondary.


‘Who are you, anyway?’ Dr Cornell frowned as the paranoia borne out of his obsession took control. ‘You haven’t shown me anything to prove you’re Alan Jones’ son.’


‘I can’t. I don’t have anything,’ Cass said. ‘I’m– I’m on the run. You know that. Remember?’


‘I want you to leave.’ Meanness glinted like shards of broken glass in the professor’s eyes. ‘You’re not with the council – maybe you’re with them. I want you to leave now.’


Cass’ nerves tightened and he stood up. Dr Cornell was afraid – it was clear that was where the sudden aggression was coming from – but Cass had a healthy respect for the violence the unbalanced and scared could do. He was in no physical condition for fighting a sane old man, let alone this one. And Dr Cornell wasn’t small.


‘I’m going.’ He held his hands up in supplication. ‘But can I come back? I’d like to talk to you some more about all this.’ Somewhere in the middle of this junk he was sure there would be something of use against Mr Bright.


‘You’re not from the council.’ Dr Cornell leaned in closer. ‘What are you doing here?’


‘I never said I was, Dr Cornell. I’m Alan Jones’ son.’


‘Get out of my house!’ The words flew at Cass’ face in a spray of spit.


Cass didn’t wait any longer but headed straight for the front door, He half-expected Dr Cornell to stab him in the back with a letter-opener while he negotiated the locks and bolts, but the old man stayed in his study, muttering to himself.


Finally back outside, surveying the mess of the front garden, Cass paused to light a cigarette. From the other side of the front door came the sounds of the strange old professor resecuring his property. Cass blew a long stream of smoke out into the cold air and let his thoughts settle. He might not have got the answers he’d hoped for, but the meeting had certainly raised some interesting questions. It had also helped formulate his growing plan. One thing was for certain, he was going to need some help.
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