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  The Murders Of Anonymity




  Private Detective Kurt Larsen investigates financial fraud, high-class prostitution and murder at the New World Mortgage Company. It’s a nightmarish pursuit of a vicious mind whose path is strewn with uncontrollable lusts and unholy pleasures, even as the killer remains hidden in the polyester-like fabric of life in corporate America.




  Dedication




  So many I owe for my virtues;


  But to thee that most precious good,


  Wherein from a boy is made


  All in all the strangest wonder:


  A man.




  This book is dedicated to that great sailor, philoso-pher and artist Teodor Josef Konrad Nalecz Korzen-iowski




  We shall not soon again see his like.




  And with all my loving heart to Cynthia Lynn Lyerly, Donna Pauline Petronio, Asa Blake Goodman, Lee Harriet Stogel Polinsky, and Fortune’s Brothers Michael Alexander Asa Pollens and Asher McCauley Ventura, and for my Father who first told me of Tuan Jim.




  Introduction




  Call me Ulysses




  I am the sixth grandson of Ulysses, brother to Jack’s more famous Larsens, Wolf and Death. I don’t know if Literature’s lost brother was as arrant a knave as the other two: family legends agree he was a cunning Thief, and most will grudgingly admit he fought only when provoked, but was then ferocious. Some say he was named Ulysses, and some say another name, but none disagree that the Brothers were Sailors all, and Great Philosophers. My name is Kurt Ulysses Larsen, and I’m Ulysses Larsen’s seven times son, but I’m not a Sailor: I’m a Private Detective. The Philosophy comes free with the Service.
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  This is for Wilkie and Joe—once more, with feeling...




  THE BED




  Chapter 1




  Thomas Quincy Billows




  You meet a lot of surprising people in my business, but Tom Billows still stands out—I long for and mortally fear his visits. Tom began his first night in Boston this past year by besting mullet-headed Zambroski in a drinking and cocaine and poker affair, and finished by getting so excited staked out afterwards in Southie that he up and went for a ride in the unwitting suspect’s box truck—which trip nearly ending in a manner severely painful to Tom. Tales of that stunt have brought us more business than we want to bother ourselves with working, and that goes double for Tom, who was anyways within the week already gone—Tom never does hang around any longer than it takes to roll up the cash for his next leap into somewhere else.




  We never could figure how this son of wealth and elite education wound up beating the pavements with the rest of us barely-literate gumshoes; and Tom never does more than grin maliciously at our curiosity—while all the time stealing our drugs, drinks and cigarettes. But Kurt Ulysses Larsen is—if nothing else—steady: a recent tangle in the Berks resulting in the acquaintance of a State Trooper long serving in that inhospitable, mountainous place, followed lately by a chance encounter at our local asylum, has left me, finally, in full possession of the entire story.




  Chapter 2




  The Old Road, February, 1993




  “You don’t have change for a twenty?” Thomas Quincy Billows was openly incredulous. “I mean, Christ, how do you stay in business? No, I’ve got it, nobody in this town has a twenty; that’s why, isn’t it? I’m the first person who’s given you one this year, right?”




  Pumpkin Head—so Tom had at first sight mentally named the tall, skinny and pale kid with the shock of orange hair—blinked at him, as if confronting something rarely seen.




  “Well, we close in fifteen minutes,” said the youth, finally, in an amiable tone.




  He was, Tom judged, about as old as his own twenty-one years.




  “So most of the cash is already in the drop box. We take credit cards, if that’ll help.”




  “I guess it’ll have to, won’t it?” said Tom, irritably remembering his father’s rule against using credit cards for food. Billows stood rocking in his suede-finished, fleece-lined mountaineering boots as Pumpkin Head bagged his purchases: a six pack of coke—spring water of any kind being unknown there—a pint of scotch—at least six months old—two packs of Parliament cigarettes—first-class tobacco in this godforsaken place—a disposable lighter, and a large bag of white corn tortilla chips—he’d nearly fallen over at finding anything like organic food in this sinkhole of a gas-station convenience store.




  “Yeah, they’ve been closing the Turnpike for what, two or three months now, I guess. You’d think there wasn’t much going on from two to five a.m., but you should hear these truckers scream. Like the road doesn’t need repaving? Like a fifty mile stretch doesn’t take a few weeks? And like most of them aren’t waaaaay over their trip times? I don’t think sooooo!”




  Billows looked impatiently at Pumpkin Head, but there was no subtlety, no trace of ill feeling in his expression: the idiot was just congenitally slow. And why was he rattling on like this? By the time the other youth had packed the corn chips on top of the cokes in the second and last paper bag, Billows was near screaming.




  “So you’re going down the Old Road,” mused Pumpkin Head, as he took Tom’s Visa and with a single motion slid it through the scanner and returned it pointing edge-wise at him.




  “Couple of them tried it, but, I’ll tell ya, nobody tried it twice. Every one of those geniuses figured out it wasn’t worth the time or the pain, steering those big babies all up and down, and ay-round and be-tween, you know, all of those mountains and gulches and, you know, tight passes. Not that narrow and tight—that’s how I like ’em!—is any problem for that sweetheart you’re in.”




  Pumpkin Head slid the receipt and a pen over the gold-speckled white counter without missing a beat.




  “That’s a nice little convertible. What’s it, a ’91? I thought so. Well, you won’t have any problem, long as you stay ahead of the snow. But...” and here Pumpkin Head caught Tom’s eye seriously, “you get caught in the snow, I do suggest you find a good place to stop and just you wait on it. ’Cause that little roadster of yours slides off the old road just about anywhere, we’ll either be scraping you off the mountain, or hauling the pieces up out of a ravine. It happens all the time, some fool takes a curve just a leeetle tooo fast, and then, bang, kiss your ass, Good-Bye-Eye.”




  Pumpkin Head sing-songed the farewell, making for a nice bit of tonal testimony.




  “Thanks,” grunted Tom churlishly. Gathering up his bags, he stalked out into the February cold, put them on the passenger seat of the BMW, got in and drove off so quickly that the fancy crimson roadster’s rubber squealed.




  Pumpkin Head watched the roadster go, shook and then scratched his orange head, and remarked out loud—for the benefit of the shelved goods, no doubt—“I guess that’s how the other half lives.”




  Giving his head a last, definitive shake, he pulled the latest issue of Mechanic’s Monthly from beside the register. Pumpkin Head eagerly found where he’d left off: he’d be damned if it wasn’t one of the skittlin’nest pieces he’d ever perused.




  “Yes, sir,” said Pumpkin Head aloud, addressing the inquisitive, tin or plastic or glass-clothed comestibles, “it’s a real whizzzer, the real ar-ti-cle. Get it? Hah! And on power-assisted, rack and pinion steering systems, too. Oh! What else could you want?”




  And so we must forever leave Pumpkin Head, eagerly scanning his journal, sensing inchoately that to know intimately the amazing precision of its milled parts, the beauty of its steel members’ complicated, inhumanly-speeding intercourse, was somehow to own the car; and to own it in a manner infinitely more complete than that relation which consisted of mere physical possession.




  * * * *




  Tom glanced once or twice or more at the glowing red neon sign proclaiming the availability of “Gas ’N Grub” as it grew smaller in his rear and side-view mirrors. He thought, again, What a moron. What a sinkhole.




  At the end of the road, across the intersecting way, there was a large sign: its faintly green, white plastic stood surreally prominent in the fore of the massing shadows.




  Lee, Massachusetts was west, and forty-two miles distant, read the sign sharply, in dark, gothic letters; and his home, New York, it sternly warned, lay a hundred and sixty-eight miles away down the ancient road.




  “Slide off, my butt,” muttered Tom, as he accelerated smartly onto the two-laner’s smoothly worn asphalt.




  Hast thou, Reader, ever traveled the forest of a dark night? Fairy tales are but fancies; and yet, murders do happen, and—in fevered brains, at very least—ghosts do walk.




  The ancient road through the black forest was tortuous and torturous in the driving. A half-hour of sickening inclines, of fully turning, hideously narrow S-turns, all of it bordered by stone out-croppings of mountain on one hand, and on the other by dizzying drop-offs into steep-sided, forested ravines, gave Thomas Quincy Billows a throbbing ache behind his eyes, and stiff-necked wasn’t just an apt description of his manners, but a real, and very painful, physical condition. Spotting a bit of shoulder twice again as wide as was normal for the mountain highway, Tom pulled his car over and stopped, judging that however briefly he’d been traveling, it was high time for a rest. Turning the engine off, and the car’s hazard lights on, he hoisted himself out of the low vehicle, scotch and a can of coke in one pocket of his goose-feather parka, Parliaments and a lighter in the other.




  Tom took a gulp of the scotch, two swigs of the coke, lit his cigarette, and looked around him. He gazed up the road east, the way he’d come, and then in the other direction. After a while he turned his attention to the pool of blackness filling the ravine beyond his car, and then to the mountain’s dully gleaming granite skeleton, here and there emerged from the foot-deep snow across the road. He took another burning swallow of the scotch, and followed it quickly with the soda and then a scorching breath of smoke. Around him the trees, silver or burnt-charcoal, slender or thick, shapely or twisted, gnarled or smooth, softly nodded their heads, rattling their bare branches, or rustling their fragrant needles. The moon overhead was a pale sickle, set high up in a black sky that was sometimes luminescent with silvery storm clouds.




  “Smells like snow, don’t it?”




  Tom started, astonished at the sudden, great oval of a face, at the blackly gleaming eyes, the diabolical cast of the speaker’s impossibly broad, sparkling white grin.




  The intricately painted, faintly steaming Ford F350 had dropped down over the western rise so quickly quiet, had so softly glided to a stop, the speaker then thrusting his pallid visage out the window, that the face appeared to Tom to have sprung, Cheshire Cat-like, into instant being out of the nothingness of the blackened winter night. Startled, Tom stood paralyzed, the Parliament in his right hand nearly burning him, the prized scotch bottle almost slipping from the grasp of his left. He gaped openly at the fantastical face.




  “Scaredya, didn’t I? Well, don’t worry, you ain’t the first. Blackhawk here, well she swoops down almost silent, when I want her to. Wouldn’t mind sharing a smoke and a swig of that scotch, would you? Sure, I’d do if for you, right?”




  Before the astonished Tom could close his mouth, the face was followed out of the truck by six feet of wide-shouldered, narrow-hipped, lithely muscular body. Jovially clad in brown, silver-touched work-boots, brightly faded blue-jeans, and a ragged, navy-colored, canvas jacket that stood open over a cherry red, hooded sweat-shirt, the stranger was in a twinkle drinking his scotch, and lighting one of his Parliaments.




  Tom closed his mouth. But before he could make up his mind what to say, much less before he could open his mouth again, the stranger was himself again talking.




  “That’s quite a machine,” he commented, leaning over to examine curiously Tom’s red roadster, and everything he could see inside of it.




  “Must have cost quite a piece, huh?” he continued, straightening up. He gave Tom the diabolical grin again, swung the glow-tipped cigarette in an arc, and then jabbed it toward Tom in further emphasis.




  “I bet your old man’s just rolling in it, huh?”




  Tom blinked, nonplused not so much by the impropriety of the question, as by the lingering atmosphere of the incredible that surrounded the encounter.




  “I, uh, he, I mean, it’s really—”




  “None of my business. Right, I know.”




  The stranger grotesquely twisted his mouth, lifting one corner up and sideways, so that the smoke he exhaled there streamed up and away into the night, and not into Tom’s face.




  “So, watcha doing, going around the Turnpike construction? That was a surprise, I’ll bet. Well, I’ve got to get.”




  The stranger threw the cigarette over the BMW into the pool of blackness, and then suddenly grabbed Tom’s right hand.




  “You’ve been very generous,” he said, his expression mock serious, his eyes blackly merry, as he hunched forward so to look obsequiously up into Tom’s face.




  “Maybe we’ll meet again, I’ll return the favor!”




  The stranger squeezed Tom’s palm vigorously a time or two, and then jumped up into the cab of his truck. With a sharp screech, sparkling crimsons and pale purples streaming along her darkly violet sides, Blackhawk took off, to silently climb and crest the eastern rise; and so disappeared into the night.




  Tom stood for a moment immobile. Finally, he drank another swallow of scotch, followed by more soda, and yet another Parliament. He stood for a long moment gazing abstractedly up at the silver, sickle moon. Finally, he got back in the roadster, not knowing whether to doubt as he drove carefully through the gloomy forest that the encounter had ever happened.




  “That was weird,” he muttered, and, striving to cast his gaze as far forward as the road and the car’s headlights would allow, drove poised in a hunched position over the steering wheel. After a while he relaxed the uncomfortable posture, but still drove exaggeratedly slowly, and took the twisting turns with an over-cautious foot on the roadster’s brake pedal.




  “Jesus,” he said after another, somewhat longer, time, out loud into the instrument-lit silence of the little car, “this would be a rotten place for an accident. You could just kiss your ass Good-Bye-Eye.”




  This nice bit of tonal caution had no sooner escaped Tom’s lips, when there came from the front of the roadster a bone-jarring jolt accompanied by the sharp crack of the right-hand tire blowing out: the car’s nose described a sudden, rightwards arc: a similar jolt and crack struck the rear left wheel; and then the car was tilting, falling onto its driver’s side. In a shower of sparks, the roadster skidded to a sad rest, blocking the narrow highway.




  Tom sat immobile, lying on his left side in his seat, for a full ten seconds. Finding finally the presence of mind, he switched off the groaning engine, stilling the machine’s anguished scrabbling with its encumbered left rim at the asphalt; and so the car shuddered its last, and died. With the exaggerated care of someone who had never before suffered an accident worthy of the name, Tom carefully leaned upright, got his legs under him, and, pushing open the roadster’s passenger door, stood into the wintry night.




  From outside it looked worse: the car had left a trail of metallic crimson in bloody streaks across the pavement. Heart-wrenchingly, the headlamps glared with their accustomed force, throwing the forest into high relief: Tom glimpsed thickly ancient maples, their gnarled pewter barks hoary with ivies and mosses enameled white by the light; and between and beyond the trees were frightening fragments of jig-sawed blackness, the chaotic bits of night disturbingly framed by the tree trunks and snow-carpeted forest floor.




  A sound of a distant engine brought Tom out of his stunned reverie. He backed swiftly, and then ran from the car, praying as his heart raced and his chest heaved that the lights would be—Christ, they just had to be!—enough to stop the oncoming driver from tragically hitting the wrecked roadster.




  Laboring, he scrambled up a steep face of granite out-cropping, barely conscious of the deep gouge his right knee sustained on a particularly sharp corner of stone. He at last pulled himself up and, struggling, rolled his way over to come to rest on his back atop a narrow, frost-strewn shelf of the mountain. He’d just the impression of the pallid moon, and silvery storm clouds scudding about the velvety sea of night, when the throb of the approaching motorist’s engine sent him again leaping to his feet.




  Tom stood, coatless in the frozen February night, as if a statue, straining after the sound, and after a moment he was certain: the sound had reached its loudest, and was now every instant fading away.




  “It’s turned off somewhere,” he muttered, shivering and rubbing his hands on his shoulders. He looked long at the roadster, lying steed-like on its side in the mountain road, and fought an urge to cry.




  Finally, Tom climbed carefully down and cautiously approached the car. A long and breathless five minutes later, he was safely back on the mountain ledge, quickly growing warmer in his goose-down parka. After he’d drunk some of the scotch, and puffed vigorously through the first and most of a second Parliament, Tom was able to begin bringing his scattered wits into some sort of orderly congress.




  “Huh,” muttered Tom aloud, his breath frosty in the February air, “two blow-outs, hmmn.”




  Tom strained through all of the great blowsy bits of sheep’s wool that seemed to be clogging his brain’s passages, trying to live again those horrid final moments. But, try as he might, he could find no memory of any jarring of the roadbed, or warning shimmying from the BMW’s finely tuned carriage.




  “Just all at once, bang, and bang,” he muttered, as the east wind, picking up, loudly rustled the bare limbs of the old silver maples across the mountain highway.
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