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Chapter One 

 
  The body rested there, still and cold. Eyes stared at nothing, as the night 
ended, as the morning turned to day. There were flowers, flowers of red 
spread on the rocks surrounding the man. As the Sun passed its highest 
ascent the body started jerking in violent and sudden spasms. Flashes of 
reality started penetrating deep within the cold body, growing hot. 
  He saw several people walk on a broad road in a desert. They fell one by 
one, striving to reach the fire far ahead. He couldn’t see their faces, but he 
saw their body stumble and fall. There were faces, moving forward, sweat 
pouring down their faces, stumbling through the desert, to the garden of 
fire ahead. This was the desert, a place no human could survive for long 
without moisture, without the water of life. And the humans walked, on 
the road, through the desert, and the road was no longer a road, but the 
desert itself, encompassing everything. 
  Eyes still and cold stared straight ahead and saw only sky. Fire lit those 
eyes. Those eyes blinked. He turned his head, and saw only rock. Eyes 
started moving, growing alive. Blood, there was blood everywhere. His 
face was covered in it, a stark mass not covering his eyes. He tore it off 
the sore skin of his face. He hurt, he knew that. His entire being hurt. It 
was as if somebody had set his entire body on fire, and he could feel 
every cell burn. 
  He turned around, crying out in pain, in rage, looking at all the blood 
covering the rocks. It looked like five people, at least five people, had 
bled on those rocks. He would know. He had seen a lot of people bleed. 
There was a cliff, one sticking out from the mountain wall, a considerable 
distance from the edge he had fallen off. Sounds penetrated his ears. 
Sounds of a gun fired, of a knife flying through the air. Images assaulted 
his eyes. Of battle, about a horror and rage he thought he had put behind 
him a long time ago. But he had been fooling himself. It wouldn’t let him 
go. He wouldn’t let it go. The image of the Cyclops, of One Eye flashed 
before his inner eye. 
  He looked dumbfounded around him, saw the image of the man with the 
staring, dead eyes. Everything around felt… alive. He laughed 
euphorically, an ugly, shrill sound scaring him to death. He laughed even 
harder. When looking at his hands it was as if they were glowing, as if he 
could see more of them like ghost images in the air. Shadows. The air was 
filled with shadows. 
  For a moment there, for just a moment he felt as if the Sun had 
descended and he bathed in its heat. He looked down, at the ravine far 
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below. He looked up, at the edge up there, at the steep wall. The body 
stretched. He stretched it, felt it, piece-by-piece, limb-by-limb. His 
clothes… they felt tight, as if they belonged to a completely different 
person. Died in flames, he thought. 
  Reborn in fire. 
  He looked at the wall again. This is hard, he thought, but not impossible. 
He had been quite the mountaineer in his younger days. There was pain. 
He moved, stretching arms and legs. The pain turned dull, unimportant. 
And he started climbing, constantly feeling the sharp pain in his back as 
the pointed rocks far below penetrated his skin. He died, and was reborn a 
thousand times. 
  One hand up, finding the next strong or weak hold, holding on to it for 
his life, moving the heavyset body in the hand’s wake. He giggled some 
more. Another hand up, searching for another hold. Not finding it. 
Seeking again. Gasp of relief when it’s suddenly there. Repeat the 
procedure. Thoughts, actions of younger days returned to his mind on 
fire. He had been climbing. He and Jean together… 
  He kept climbing, trying not to think, not to think too much. 
  There were sounds, sounds of screaming, of screeching, but he saw 
nothing, saw no other humans awaiting him at the top of the mountain, no 
vengeful spirit. He was the vengeful spirit, returning from the abyss to 
wreak havoc on the unsuspecting world and all well planned plans. 
  Soft skin in his hand, not hard rock, distractions from the world. It had 
felt so good firing into the crowd that time in San Diego, letting go of all 
pretense, of all the false aspirations of civilization, and by doing that, 
embracing his humanity. There was more laughter. He rested on another, 
smaller cliff, outgrowth of the mountain, hearing the chatter of children 
and smiling in his stupor, his clarity of vision. 
  Dust. Dust in his eyes. As if he had been lying there forever. The dry 
desert sand, tempering his vision to a point of clarity he had never before 
seen, never before imagined. Dust settled, as the birds of prey, all the 
birds of prey descended on him. He opened his eyes wide, and stared 
straight at five eagle chicks gawking at him, seemingly expecting food of 
him, as if he was their mother. Huge, quite old chicks. Mother had been 
wise, hidden her chicks far away from where predators could reach them. 
He grabbed one fairly grown, fat chick, snapped its neck and began 
devouring it, sinking his teeth, his fangs into its soft flesh, all in one fluid 
move. A veritable spectacle erupted in the nest. The remaining chicks 
jumped up and down, as their scream grew louder, cutting through his 
eardrums like butter. He ignored it and kept digesting the dead, still warm 
carcass in his hands. The taste of feathers lingered in his mouth. He 
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ignored that, too, everything but the overwhelming sense of Hunger. And 
as he fed it was as if the food… energized him, in a speed and way he had 
never before experienced. More distractions; the knowledge of how a full 
meat dinner usually took four to five hours to digest. One breath, he 
thought. One breath is a universe. 
  Blood and feathers slowly settled on the narrow ledge. He started on the 
second chick, still sensing the Hunger like a bottomless pit inside, hearing 
the flapping of the wings he had heard his entire life. His father and 
mother held around him, as they ran through ruins, as they ran for their 
lives. The flapping of wings turned sharp, distinct. He looked up, and saw 
the enraged adult golden eagle descend on him. Throwing away his 
bloody prey he managed to grab the big birds’ feet as it descended on 
him. It attacked him with everything it had, its sharp claws, its beak, and 
its huge, powerful wings. They struck at him with a force of a hurricane. 
The claws scratched him. The beak hacked at his eyes and flesh. He threw 
the bird on the rock, but couldn’t hold it down. One powerful flap of the 
wings and it was free. He grabbed a stick from the nest and began striking 
his enemy, striking at it with a rage easily comparable to that of the 
grieving mother. More blood, more feathers danced wildly in the air. 
Your eyes, he thought wildly. Protect your eyes. He struck again and 
again, as claws and beak penetrated deep below his skin, and he screamed 
insanely. He kept striking, striking, striking, until he had nothing but dead 
weight on his body. Breathing hard and painfully he threw the bird off 
himself, threw it away like garbage. It fell off the edge and descended 
slowly, very slowly to the bottom of the ravine, doing a tailspin fall. He 
looked at the three remaining chicks, shook his head and sat right down in 
his tracks. The adrenaline in his body made him see stars, red and dancing 
in his vision. He started breathing, started breathing right, almost 
automatically, an instinct labored through many years in danger. Hardly a 
minute had passed when he fought himself back on his feet, and 
continued climbing. The energy kept raging within him, kept him going. 
He didn’t think, he just did. 
  He was up. He stood on the edge for minutes, as if challenging the 
mountain, the very wind itself to come and take him. Thinking now, 
thinking through everything. 
  Bernie, the dead man remained on the spot where he had killed him. 
Nobody had touched the body. Dust had settled on its eyes. 
  This was a remote, deserted spot. No one would come up here. If 
anybody, anybody at all would come looking for him, they wouldn’t 
come here. He began walking. First one step in front of the other, the 
simplest of movement, then faster, more determined. The bird’s claws 
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were probably infected. That was not unlikely. He felt the strength course 
through the body, as if the very poison itself strengthened him. 
  The fever visions assaulted him. He didn’t know how far he had 
wandered. He didn’t care. It was about him. The first time he had 
experienced death. He had been just a baby. And he, unlike other babies 
he had heard of, knew what it was. He had felt it, felt its black clouds 
descend on him, had seen and felt his mother be blown to bits by a 
German bomb. Then for years, the traveling with the gypsies, actually the 
happiest time in his life he could recall… until they discovered what he 
was, and had cast him out. 
  Then the Gidman family, David and Jean, the first small, cautious, 
elegant and still bungling burglaries in Anse des Catalans - the old town 
in Marseille, the city where everything, including human beings was for 
sale. 
  A family churchyard by an old English house, people, children and 
adults staring at him with their burning eyes. He had walked for so long, 
now, and still no sign of cars, no sign of people. Insane images flared 
through his inflamed mind. 
  He still sensed the Hunger, a rumble in his belly, a roar in his mind. 
  – I’m coming for you, Dave, he shouted. – I’m coming for you, Johnny, 
coming for you both. 
  They called to him, as they had always done, and he answered their call, 
now, finally, without reservations. The dead returned, returned to greet 
him. He glimpsed Wolf Connors with the usual grin stamped on his face. 
He saw Nancy. Her face always blocked all the others, eventually, but this 
time she came almost instantly. She was the eagle coming for him, his 
angel of death, her wide wings of shadow covering the Earth. Its beak 
opened. It swallowed him whole, and he was gone. 
  Shaking with exhaustion and insanity he fell into a deep and large 
darkness. 
 
 


