
Jeff Wills

Gavin, # 2

Occam's Razor is a term for expressing the idea that the simplest explanation is usually 
the most true. It's a handy device for explaining things away, especially handy because it 
usually applies to any given situation. Human beings have the tendency to allow their 
imaginations access to their logic, and not so much vice versa. However, a notable genre-
fiction author once wrote that once you have eliminated all possible explanations save 
one, that remaining one, no matter how improbable, was the answer. Maybe you should 
consider the source when choosing between inductive and deductive reasoning. But if 
that's your criteria, keep in mind that Sir Arthur Conan Doyle learned his famous ethos 
from one of the greatest diagnosticians of his time.

They were sitting one after the other along a bench on the downtown 6 train – Gavin, 
Dougan and Molly – all dressed in black. Fortunately to their purposes, in the city a 
group dressed all in black is even less likely to draw attention than one with a staggering 
friend, and Gavin had convinced them to leave the dog at Molly's place. None of them 
spoke as the train hurtled along, rattling between its tracks.

It had taken the better part of an hour to convince Molly to let them travel to her 
apartment, even with Gavin's passive threats and Dougan's persuasive conversation. This 
was why he didn't try to work with women – too emotional, too subject to fits of 
imagination. Of course in this case, it had more to do with a lack of imagination on her 
part.

“Look at me,” Dougan had finally said in a fit, trying to keep her from hailing a cab for 
the third time. “I went from fine to a skyrocketing temperature back to, well, better than 
fine over the course of a few hours! You don't have to buy his crap, but you do have to 
admit something's been done to me.”

It was an ultimatum of an argument, a hail-Mary that didn't really have anything to do 
with whether the woman would or should want to be a part of what they were going to 
do, and Gavin had thought it would be the end. He'd have to adjust his plan to 
unincorporate her and, eventually, probably extract her altogether. It shouldn't have 
worked.

And maybe it didn't, because she didn't come along right away. Instead she looked right 
into Dougan's eyes and they stared for a moment, just standing there. Then she started 
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to walk with the dog toward where Gavin had said he'd left the Roadmaster. Didn't make 
sense to him but, hell: Never look a gift horse in the mouth.

She had a whole two-level condo to herself on the Upper West Side, but it seemed clear 
to him that it wasn't hers. She was the only one who lived there, but it was populated by 
upper-crust New York errata from a bygone age. Hirschfeld drawings held court over 
entire otherwise empty walls, and the bookshelves were filled with Wolfe and Pynchon. 
She never mentioned it, but it seemed clear that she had inherited the place, and also 
that she didn't spend a lot of time there. In the room she was using as her bedroom, there 
was nothing decorating, and a clutter of papers and clothing that seemed somehow 
organized into stacks and piles around and atop the furniture. When Gavin told her what 
they'd need for the mission, she'd had it all.

“Black clothes, I can handle.”

Then, as she rooted through a closet tossing this and that night-colored thing out to the 
floor - Loopy snuffing at each suspiciously as it hit the carpet - she went on to offer her 
own razor of an argument.

“The only thing obvious I see about all this is that you were drugged. That explains the 
missing time, the withdrawal-type health effects, it even justifies this supposed cult 
involvement. But come off the cult thing, honestly. Cult? Let's see, you were in North 
Carolina, in the boondocks, and you woke up in an emergency room missing wallet, 
watch and phone. A ‘cult’ of crystal meth dealers sounds more like it. But have you even 
called about a doctor's appointment?”

“Yeah,” responded Dougan from where he sat on the floor, poking a finger through the 
lace of a black panty, “My doctor's office apologized and told me that my insurance 
company contacted them to say that I was no longer covered due to lying about a pre-
existing condition on my application.”

She snatched the underwear from his hands and glowered before returning to the search 
for something that would cover Gavin's girth.

“What pre-existing condition?”
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“Epilepsy.”

“Do you have epilepsy?”

“Not that I know of.”

Gavin had spoken up to explain that, yes, drugs were the most obvious answer and that 
Saul was going to do what he could to conduct blood tests. But the supposed symptoms 
of an “animal awakening” he had uncovered matched Dougan's experience pretty well – 
periodic exasperation to outright rages, fever and temperature imbalance, severe 
migraine headaches triggered by sensory overload. It's the animal instincts aiming for 
escape, or so the ones who probably drugged him would argue.

“How does running make it better?”

“I don't know. But one of the tenants is to engage body when mind is lost.”

“They eschew the use of articles in their syntax I suppose,” Molly's disembodied voice 
criticized from the bowels of her closet. Then she emerged with a large, very dark gray 
hooded sweatshirt.

“Best I could do.”

It had the emblem of an exterminating company screenprinted on its front in cracked 
white – a cartoon of an anthropod rat cringing from an all-caps font that read “Murray's 
Extermination.” She pulled it inside out and tossed it to Gavin.

“You're washing that when we're done.”

When he explained the plan to them, he had another unexpected response to contend 
with. Molly, it seemed, was enthusiastic about the idea, though she made it completely 
clear that she still didn't believe in the reasons they had for doing it. Dougan, on the 
other hand, balked. He argued that doing something illegal wasn't going to help his 
already tenuous reputation, plus he was pretty sure that cult-hunting wasn't where he 
wanted to be just now. He felt he should be avoiding this “cult,” whatever it took.
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“We need to move up the timetable on them,” Gavin countered. “I figure they meant to 
string you along a little longer in desperation, then send some slick operator to offer you 
understanding and nurturing bullshit when you need it most. Finally they give you 
explanations, concrete answers for all the confusion, and you buy it. You're beholden. 
You're theirs.”

“Whatever,” interrupted Molly. “Anyway, it isn't illegal. It's just not legal. Come on! You're 
immortal now, or whatever. I'm going to order pizza.”

She had paused on her way out of the room.

“I'm assuming this round's on me, right?”

And she left without waiting for any discourse.

Now, at just past midnight on the jerky downtown 6, everyone had lost the urge to 
comment on the situation. While Gavin reviewed what he could remember of the layout 
of the building, scratching at his little notebook, Dougan was alternating isometric 
exercises Molly had taught him between his upper torso and his legs, and she was biting 
some deep blue polish off her nails. He thought that was a disgusting habit. But then 
again, he wasn't sure when the last time was that he changed his bottom-most layer of 
clothing.

The 6 stopped at Canal Street, and a huge group of college-aged kids got on with shouts 
and laughter. It comforted Gavin somewhat. He knew that the MTA had installed hidden 
cameras in all their train cars years ago. The throng of colorful kids was probably lost – 
there was no reason he could think of for partiers to be headed down to City Hall at this 
time of night – but they would block plenty of angles so long as the troop stayed seated. 
He leaned over to Dougan.

“Hey. Get to know one of them.”

“What? Why?” Dougan didn't look at him as he flexed one fist, then the other, breathing 
quickly to up his cardiovascular burn.
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“I'm betting they're lost. We can keep them on the turn-around.”

Dougan sighed and stood, wandering up to one cluster of the teens. It was impossible to 
hear him over the din of the larger group, but he could see most of the talking was on 
Dougan's side of things. Eventually, the girls in the cluster avoided eye contact and the 
guys started looking over him with hard expressions. Dougan returned to his seat and 
shrugged.

“I'm distracted.”

“Oh my God.”

Molly rose from her seat and went to look at one of the maps on the train wall. She 
leaned over from her hips to squint at it while holding on to the support bar above, and 
the pose didn't go unnoticed by a crowd of boys by the door. Just as the train started to 
decelerate into Brooklyn Bridge/City Hall, she stumbled to one side and bumped her hip 
into one of them. Then she gasped and apologized, and Gavin could see the teens laugh 
and hold hands out to her. The doors opened and the group started to move toward 
them when a boy in a Red Sox hat called out to the group.

“Hey yo! Hey yo! We goin' the wrong way! This downtown, man!”

The group moaned and a couple of kids laughed and shoved one another, then Molly 
said something softly to Red hat while tucking her hair behind an ear. He addressed 
them again.

“Yo, stay on, get back on! Train gonna turn around.”

The part of the crowd that had escaped shoved back on to the train, except for a few who 
were busy jostling one another on the platform. The doors closed with a ping, and the 
bulk of the group pounded the windows and laughed, pointing and shouting at their 
stray friends left on the platform, who suddenly stopped their horseplay and watched as 
the train slowly pulled forward. Molly came back to the bench smiling slightly and, it 
seemed to Gavin, walking oddly.

“That's how you do that,” she said as she sat back down.
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Dougan plastered a smirk on his face, and Gavin just looked at them both. They kind of 
made him miss the damn dog, just then. He reached under his inside-out hoodie, into 
the pocket for the long, strange aluminum key he had brought from the Roadmaster. The 
train continued ahead, very slowly, into a dark and bent section of tunnel, and the kids' 
whooping started to quiet down to an occasional soft giggle, or tension-assaulting yelp.

Gavin kept his eyes out the side window directly behind their heads. They were in the 
first car and, from a good distance up ahead, he could make out some dim ceiling 
lighting where the tunnel opened up into a wider space. It was the turn-about, arcing off 
and to the left of the track. The partiers wouldn't see it for a few more moments.

“Plan change.”

“What?!”

Dougan looked aghast, frozen in place with his left hand in a fist, right hand wide open. 
The girl just looked at him, chin lowered and smile gone.

“Don't pull the emergency stop.”

“But how are we-”

“Just follow me.”

They seemed to come to some agreement while watching him intently. Molly slapped 
her hand a few times firmly on Dougan's thigh, and he took a deep breath. Then the kids 
started shouting again, first one, then it rapidly built up until the entire group was 
pushing to the windows on the left side of the car, where they sat.

Outside the window, the train was pulling around a semi-circular platform. It opened 
out into several stairwells. There was a mosaic of tilework studding every arch of a 
vaulted ceiling in green and yellow. The abandoned City Hall stop had elaborate leaded-
glass ceiling windows, now barely luminescent with streetlamp light. As the train pulled 
slowly through the station, the crowd at the scratched plexi-glass windows excitedly 
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pointed things out to one another and cracked jokes about moving in.

Gavin took the opportunity to crouch to the floor and effectively waddle to the opposite 
doorway. He looked back once to make sure the other two were not just following, but 
staying low, then found the odd crooked-L shaped hole in the side of the bench next to 
the doors on that side. The other two were beside him as he slid his key into the hole, 
Dougan checking frantically behind them where the teenagers were glued to the 
windows. With a wrench of his shoulder, Gavin turned the key in the lock and the doors 
next to it popped an inch open, disengaged from their locking mechanism. With one 
hand Gavin pulled hard on the left door, sliding it open to the doorway even as the train 
jerked to a stop.

The pitch of the kids' voices rose in curious laughter. He took his other hand off the key 
and pushed at Molly, who was already half of the way out of the half-opened door and 
dropping to the tracks below. Dougan had his brow up and his jaw clenched, but he just 
pointed and the man slid sideways out and down. Finally Gavin reached back and pulled 
the hood low over his eyes. He turned around and pushed his bulk past the door feet-
first.

The floor of the cab was at the level of his head as he found footing, and he saw Red cap 
turn back to see him escaping the car. Keeping the brim of his hood as low as he could, 
he pointed at the key still protruding from the seat's side.

“Counter clockwise. Keep it and keep quiet.”

Then he fell back fully from the door and looked right. There were the other two as 
planned, flush against the wall in that narrow space and looking his way. He sidled over 
to them and quietly as he could until they were all positioned between the train and the 
curving wall, between the forward-most passenger door and the operator's window high 
above.

“We might have a problem.”

“What?” Dougan whispered.

Gavin heard a mumbled announcement from the conductor through the open door, then 
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the grinding gears inside the train's wall as the key was turned and the locking 
mechanism re-engaged to shut the door.

“Oh good,” sighed Gavin. “Better problem.”

“What?!”

After a moment, the electrical turbines in the train car's undercarriages whirred back to 
life, and the brakes exhausted air in a noisy gasp. Gavin turned his face to the side, and 
sucked his torso in as far as it would go, bringing it just an inch or so farther away from 
the now-moving car. The train lurched into acceleration, and the rest of them turned 
sideways and squeezed their eyes shut even as they tried to become one with the wall. 
The noise around them grew and grew, and even Gavin's facial hair stood on end as he 
felt the breeze of the rapidly accelerating train suck at him. The last car was upon them 
in no time, and as it roared and rattled by Gavin heard under the din a yelp from the girl.

Their hair sucked in the direction of the departing cars as he opened his eyes in a squint 
and felt the air open up in front of them. For just a moment, the dim splendour of the 
abandoned station layout patiently out before them.

“Down!” Gavin whispered and dropped to a crouch.

The two followed suit, but Dougan was leaning away toward Molly, who had her hand 
held to the side of her head. Gavin clapped at them once, and they turned. He pointed to 
the opposite side of the track, where the third rail sat propped under its protective trellis 
up against the sheer wall that supported the overhang of the platform's edge. Dougan 
shook his head at him, but Gavin chopped the air with a hand and waddled carefully over 
the tracks toward the third rail.

Once on the other side, he found the grate on the floor of the track, between the second 
and third rails. Because of the bend in the track, the sewer entrance was approximately 
two feet across, but he could still hear the thrum of charge in the third rail as he reached 
down with his hand wrapped up in the end of his sleeve and pulled the grate open 
toward him. It lifted with a tiny screech, and he turned back to see both of them still 
where he had left them. He waved them over twice rapidly, Dougan checked back with 
Molly, and then they both came forward.
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Once they reached his side, he pulled a flashlight from his back pocket and handed it to 
Dougan. Dougan took it, turned it on and placed it in his mouth. Then he reached for 
the grate. Gavin stopped him with a palm out, pointed once very deliberately at the 
charged rail that was less than a foot from the hole, and blinked. Dougan nodded, the 
light from his mouth bobbing over Gavin, and he turned to Molly, who nodded as well.

Then Dougan took hold of the open, upright grate as Gavin clutched it from the side 
opposite the hole and leaned all his weight away. Using the upright grate as a grip, 
Dougan clumsily dropped himself down the hole. They heard a splashing and grunt as he 
contacted the floor, then saw him cup the flashlight two times to indicate he was clear.

Molly maintained her squat as she stepped forward, gave a quick glance to the third rail, 
then almost didn't allow him a chance to brace the grate before she hopped through and 
he heard another splash. Pausing for three seconds first, Gavin then strained to cross to 
the other side of the grate and, gripping as hard as he could at the bars from the side the 
hole was on, he dropped through.

The grate clanged shut loudly, and though he tried to maintain his grip Gavin found 
himself with deeply scraped fingers and sitting hard in about two inches of water. He 
hauled himself up and spared a glance up at the grate over his head. Dougan waved his 
light at him.

“What the-”

“Shh!” Gavin snapped at him and snatched the flashlight, then pointed down a tunnel 
that led away south roughly perpendicular to the track above. Once they had progressed 
a few dozen damp steps down the tunnel, Gavin slowed and they gathered.

“What the fuck, Gavin?”

Dougan went over to Molly and reached for her head where she was holding it, but she 
shoved his hand away. He turned back to Gavin and repeated himself.

“She going to be able to go on? It isn't far.”

“God damn train tore her god damn hair out.”
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“It isn't bad.”

Molly took her hand away to examine it, and Gavin could see about a quarter's worth of 
blood on it. She wiped it at her shirt, then reapplied it to the wound.

“So? What now? Where's the lair?”

“It's not a lair,” Gavin reiterated as he continued down the tunnel, waving the narrow 
light of the flashlight from side to side, revealing old, rounded brick walls held together 
with rotting mortar. “We have a little over a block before we're under 5 Beekman.”

At the apartment, earlier that evening, Gavin had explained that his research into Mr. 
Arthur's subcultural connections had led him to this abandoned building just off the 
street from City Hall. Number 5 Beekman Street had been many things for many 
businesses since its construction as one of the first fireproof buildings in New York City 
in 1882. For the past fifteen years it had been completely empty, until Stanley Arthur co-
signed the lease with an anonymous partner. Now the building was under renovation for 
transformation into a variety of office and retail locations.

Even more interesting than its fifteen-year emptiness, right in the heart of downtown, 
was the sixty-five year abandonment of its upper four floors. For the better half of the 
twentieth century the most prime of its floors, from which spring two brick towers, lay 
fallow. The building was a relic, but the uppermost floors were some kind of a reliquary.

Off of the sewer tunnel and to the left, Gavin saw the corridor that he had used to access 
5 Bleekman when he first investigated the building.  It led up a slope, with ridges built in 
to its floor, and had probably at one time been a route for pulling up Prohibition-era 
contraband.  He put a foot up onto the ramp, and checked back to see Molly now leading 
Dougan behind him.

“How in the hell do you know this way in?”

“I told you - a mole.”
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In truth, Gavin had spent some time a few years back acquiring copies of underground 
surveys of the city from various periods.  It turned out that these were easier to find in 
the hands of collectors than in the historical record.  Bureaucracy could be useful for 
many things but for archival record-keeping, as it turned out, it was not.  Even some 
historians who specialized in New York history didn’t see much value in the cruder 
drawings of its myriad layers of pipes and lines through the years, but tunnels were rarely 
destroyed.  Once they had been built they were in some way a part of the infrastructure, 
and though the government and official archivists couldn’t be bothered with them, there 
were people who made it their mission to find and keep some use for the old ways.

The ramp dried as they ascended its roughly fifteen feet, and at its top was a heavy 
wooden door with old-fashioned steel straps bracing it.  Gavin wrenched the latch set in 
the side of the door and pushed in hard, and the heavy door swung inward, and he 
stepped through.

He swung the flashlight around a large room filled with iron columns rooted in 
pyramidal brick bases - the foundations of 5 Beekman that tied it securely to the island’s 
bedrock.  The walls were brick too, mostly exposed and deeply gouged, but still stuccoed 
and white-washed in some places.  Bare, unilluminated bulbs hung from extension cords 
that were strung across the ceiling.  The other two joined him at his sides quietly and 
stared.  Gavin turned around to close the door, shoving it into the concrete door frame 
until the latch slid into place, then turned around and shouted.

“Polo!”

Dougan and Molly jumped in place, the girl cursing in a whisper, and whipped around to 
glare at him.  Gavin just listened.  From off to the left beyond a break in the brick walling 
he could just hear a woman’s voice rebounding an inarticulate response.  He marched in 
that direction, not waiting for the others.  As he approached he could see a warm light 
bobbing through the other side.

“Polo.”

“Marco.”

He rounded the corner and there in a corridor, in the light of her swinging lantern, was 
Faith.  In her other hand there was an enormous pistol pointing straight at him from her 
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hip.  As the other two rounded the bend, she straightened her elbow, raising the gun up 
to shoulder level.  Molly froze, and Dougan flinched back toward where he had come 
from behind the wall.

“Hold it,” she said.  Her lantern was settling its swing, and sharp shadows still waved 
slightly across her deeply lined face.  Her hair was lifted up under a handkerchief in a 
wad of iron and slate tangles, and she was dressed in loose-fitting pants that clung at the 
ankles and a sleeveless t-shirt with a busted-up pleather jacket over it.  At her crotch 
there was a kind of strange belt with large loops hanging down from it.  She took them in 
with her site eye, sliding the gun from one to the next.

“Strangers?” she asked Gavin.

“Friends,” he replied.  She lifted an eyebrow at him.

Faith Chevalier. It was in this underground (in just about every sense) research that 
Gavin had found Faith.  Faith was, according to her, the illegitimate daughter of a famous 
French “pot-holer,” or spelunker, and she did speak with a strange emphasis on her 
consonants.  He found her among the homeless communities that he frequented for 
information, and set her up with a unique opportunity.  Unlimited places to live and 
explore in a city otherwise jam-packed with the already known and discovered, free of 
charge, so long as she was in the right ones at the right time.  That is, when he needed 
access to them.

She lowered the pistol to her side, pointing down, but she didn’t holster it.

“Come.”

Faith turned and headed down the corridor, and they followed.  Dougan exhaled and 
whispered to Molly.

“I thought she’d be younger.”

“I thought you’d be alone,” Faith told Gavin without turning.  He didn’t reply, instead 
training his flashlight past her to the end of the corridor.  There, out of place and in 
strangely good repair, was an archway.  It was exactly the right height and width for a 
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single person to pass underneath, and Gothic in shape, with a pointed nape.  It looked 
like a transplant from one of the Notre Dame Cathedral’s spires.

“Weird,” Molly half-intoned, her voice pitching up slightly with excitement.

“The old name for 5 Beekman was Temple Court.”

Gavin walked up the base of a stairwell that Faith had stopped at the foot of.

“You know how to use the Petzl Croll?”

“I’ll tell them,” replied Gavin.

“Good.  I’m off then.  Leave the rigging in this,” she tapped an old oven grate built into a 
nearby wall, “when you’re done.  The rope can stay.  It’ll be taken for part of the 
construction equipment.”

“You can afford to lose it?”

She smiled then, and it looked alarmingly cheerful.

“You’re not the only one who profits from my moling about.”

Then she stuck the long-barreled revolver into one of the large loops hanging from her 
belt and twisted it around a few times, until it was all at once lashed securely in place.  
Faith Chevalier gave Gavin a slow wink and walked under the stairwell and through 
another corridor that he hadn’t seen there before, her lantern trailing light until it 
shortly disappeared.

Dougan cleared his throat.

“This is how you’ve spent your days?  I can’t believe the people you know.”

Gavin looked him in the eyes.  “They’re useful.  Come on.”
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He headed up the stairs, and after exchanging looks the other two followed.

At the top of the stairs they found themselves just off of a large, decrepit foyer with a 
wrap-around balcony.  He led them through a larger archway into the foyer, where they 
stopped as the ceiling opened up over their heads, looked straight up and stared.

Moonlight was pouring in from an enormous atrium roof some ten stories overhead, and 
it cast blue-hued shadows from the elaborate iron window panes all over nine floor’s 
worth of wrap-around balconies.  The balconies themselves echoed the intricate window 
frames with fluting and more ironwork in the railings, and cast-iron ceilings and sconces 
repeated an ordered, detailed and decrepit decoration in every line and corner.

On the ground floor, and studding the rectangular balconies that bordered the open 
space, were plywood and scaffolding structures with various hardware left on them.  The 
building was clearly in the process of renovation.  Gavin turned to his right to look where 
the boarded-up main entrance was, and saw it was still covered in inch-thick plywood 
held closed by heavy chain and an even heavier bolt lock from the outside.

“Um...”

Gavin turned back to the atrium floor and saw Dougan standing in one corner of it, 
holding one of a pair of half-inch nylon ropes that hung from above and looking down at 
a pile of harness and tackle that sat beneath it.

“This is part of the plan?”

“Sweet!” Molly almost shouted.

“Enjoy,” Gavin said.

“You’re not even coming with us?”

Dougan’s mouth was agape, and he looked like he might jump.  Either on Gavin, or out 
the archway they had entered through.  Gavin shrugged.
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“I don’t like heights.”

“Oh COME ON,” Dougan muttered under his breath.

“Good advice,” Molly chided, already descending on the gear.

Gavin showed them what Faith had taught him about dressing and cinching the 
harnesses around their pelvises, then showed them how to work the device that would 
let them climb the ropes incrementally, the Petzl Croll ascender.  It was a roughly 
triangular mechanism of aluminum and steel that latched on to the rope and connected 
to their harness by a short length of strap.  When they dropped their weight onto it, it 
held them slung from the rope, and when they pulled a trigger it released and allowed 
them to slide the ascender up.  In this way, gripping the rope between their feet at the 
same time, they could gradually climb into the upper floors.  Gavin also made sure they 
had a figure-eight each for the descent.

“Be careful with that,” he cautioned.  “You’ll have to kick off really hard to clear it one 
floor at a time.”

“Gee, thanks.”  Dougan wiped a layer of sweat from his brow with the back of his hand.

“This’ll be good for you.”  Molly slapped him hard on the back of his shoulder, and he 
buckled forward slightly before being able to correct himself.

“If you get lost or have other trouble, coo a couple of times.  I’ll clap if you need to stay 
up.”

“I’ll fart if you’re as delusional as she thinks you are.”

“Go on.”

They clipped on the ascenders and, after a few false starts trying to learn the footing and 
rhythm through their wet sneakers, began a slow climb past the first balcony.  Gavin 
walked out into the open space and watched as the made their way past the second tier, 
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on their way to the upper floors.  The ropes were actually one rope, lashed from its 
middle to a couple of struts to the iron railings of the otherwise inaccessible sixth floor.  
Once there, they’d have to climb over the railing and hope that the stairwells between 
the upper floors weren’t as bad as Faith had made them out to be.

Gavin walked back to the archway that led to the basement and sat within it, facing the 
courtyard.  He told himself once that he wasn’t watching in case a body fell screaming to 
the concrete, then thought about other things.

Faith had found nothing in the upper floors when she explored them for him, apart from 
some remnant, mildewed files of a few abandoned offices and broken, upended 
furniture.  He knew, though, that Faith had found other interests in her talents.  A 
second glance couldn’t hurt, and besides, it kept the two of them occupied with the idea 
of the cult.  That was useful, even if not immediately helpful.

It has to exist.  It’s the only way this is going to work.

Gavin tugged his hoodie up to his armpits and went through his pockets in the layers 
beneath while he waited and listened to the fainter and fainter sounds of grunting and 
clacking of tackle.  The subway key was not an irreparable loss, but he’d have to work to 
get another.  The short inventory of items in his pockets included a wad of duct tape, a 
spool of wire, three razor blades wrapped in cardboard, a pair of chunky-plastic 
sunglasses, a short length of knotted hemp rope, several pieces of aluminum harvested 
from beer cans and shaped into slender angles for picking locks, a small glass bottle of 
yellowish liquid, a tiny, cheap digital camera, a battery-powered flash, the flashlight, a 
couple of stubs of pencil and a wire notebook.  But he wasn’t quite able to do a complete 
inventory before he heard the chains rattle on the plywood barriers.

Gavin whipped his head back around the corner of the doorway to see the huge boards 
rattle again in their make-shift hinges.  Someone was opening the outer building doors, 
and had their hands on the padlock, doubtless with a key already inside.  He quickly 
stood and pulled the hooded sweatshirt off and outside-in before pulling it back on, 
dropping the small glass bottle he had still been holding in its pocket.  The chain slipped 
out from its holes as the person behind pulled it through, and one plywood door swung 
inward.  Gavin just had time to extract the notepad and one of the pencil stubs from his 
layers.
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“Hey!”

Gavin turned around to see a tall man in his mid-forties standing just inside the door, 
holding an aluminum bat.  He was wearing a Yankees jacket.

“What the fuck are you doing in here, guy?”

Gavin pointed at his sweatshirt.

“Exterminators, Murray’s.”

“Yeah, right.  Get over yourself.  We’re gonna just stay here until the police remember 
where this place is.”

He wagged the bat in his hand, and Gavin didn’t have much trouble imagining what was 
on his mind.

“Yeah, okay.  Got my work order here somewhere.  Rats, they don’t come when the guys 
are here, ya’ know.  Best time for this,” he waved the notepad just over his head.

“You guys,” the man spat, brandishing the bat with even more enthusiasm, “You just 
come in here and squat, don’tcha?  Smart enough to dream up an excuse like that and 
then you can’t use them brains to make an honest living.  Makes me sick.  Probably shit 
all over the floor.”

He sniffed the air loudly.  The man was looking toward where Gavin was in the archway, 
and didn’t seem to have noticed the slightly waving climbing lines twitching to his right 
yet.  Gavin dropped the notebook and pencil.

“Shit, yeah, you’re right.  You’re so fucking smart.  How’d you get so fucking smart?”

“You mouthin’ off at me?”

“No.  You’re too smart for that.”
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The man stepped toward him.

“Watch that mouth, or I’ll break it open.”

“Police are on their way.  What can you do, smart guy?”

The man grinned with a tight jaw, showing a lot of brownish teeth.

“I don’t have to break any bones to fuck you up like you’ll wish you weren’t.”

He reached back suddenly with the bat in both hands, and swung toward Gavin’s middle.  
It was Gavin turned to the left and lifted his arms, clenching his stomach as hard as he 
could, and the bat made contact directly in the center.  It plowed through his guts, and 
he lost his breath even as he felt shards of the broken bottle pierce his layers and cut his 
stomach.  He could hear the man hoot as he fell to his rear, buckled over completely.

It was a good thing his breath was knocked out, but that made the next part painfully 
difficult.  The man came in for another blow, and Gavin swung on his haunches.  His leg 
flung out somewhat haphazardly even as he caught himself against the floor on the 
opposite side, and it connected hard with the side of the oncoming man’s knee.  He cried 
out and crumpled immediately, dropping the bat.

Gavin staggered to his feet, took a quick breath and held it, all of it taking too long.  His 
attacker was moaning and cursing all the while, on one knee and unsteadily reaching for 
where the bat had rolled off.  Gavin lurched over to him, grabbed his head before the 
man saw what he was doing, and pulled his face hard against his stomach.

It hurt.  It hurt like hell.  The Yankee fan was flailing and slamming his hands wildly 
against Gavin’s sides, and he could feel where the shards had pierced him, scratching at 
his gut.  He was dizzy with effort and lack of oxygen.  But the man’s blows became 
quickly lighter and lighter, and eventually he went limp in Gavin’s grip, and he dropped 
the unconscious attacker to the ground in a pile.  The chloroform had done its work.

Before taking in a giant gasp of air, Gavin pulled off the hoodie and dropped it over the 
prostrate figure.  Then, gasping a bit, he gathered up some of his dropped inventory.  His 
insides felt like they had been shuffled like a pack of cards, but the bat hadn’t made 
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contact with his ribs at all, so he counted himself lucky.  Still, it was a struggle to get just 
past the overhang to see if they had heard the cut-up.  He couldn’t see them, and the 
ropes were ridden up over the banister they had been tied to.

Gavin clapped twice, loudly, waited a moment, then clapped once again deliberately.  
Nothing moved above, but he hobbled to the plywood doors and shut-to the one the 
interloper had opened.  The chain was still hanging off the hole, and he lightly laid one 
end through the hole in the other panel in the hopes a cursory glance would show it to 
be secured.  Pausing for a moment at the gap between the boards he could make out 
through the quiet city distant sirens.

“Ah, ow!  Shit!”

Gavin hobbled back to the open area in time to see Molly pulling herself off the banister 
of the second floor, where she seemed to have missed the railing and shot her leg over.  
After a little fussing she got her legs against the side of the railing again and shoved off, 
letting a lot of slack out on the line until she swung back under the first balcony and 
dropped to just shy of the ground.  From there she unhooked the figure-eight and 
disconnected it from the line.

“Where is he?”

Molly looked at him, eyes empty.

“The tower! There was a guy in the tower!”

Gavin hesitated for a moment, then grabbed her arm and hauled her toward the plywood 
doors.  She seemed rag-like, too confused to protest yet, and he pushed that advantage.  
He reached the doors and flung them wide, the chain falling noisily to the steps outside.  
The building’s door was already open from the Yankee fan’s entrance, and he pulled her 
out after him.

“This...it’s getting to be a habit...” she tried to quip, voice wavering slightly.

“The man, what did he look like?”
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“He looked, uh, older.  Fifties?  He had a cap, cargo pants.  He was skinny, but, but fast.”

Gavin steered them down a street that ran along the side of 5 Bleeker and at the opposite 
side ducked beside a dumpster and looked up.  Above them, one of the two three-story 
towers loomed still and silent against the night sky.

“Damn it!” 
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