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  He was waiting for the internal aftermath, when the mind riots against its own governing decisions. It had yet to come. He looked at his hands beneath the water, the cool cascade of clear water that cleaned away the muck, the mess of blood, leaving just the wounds themselves exposed: Sharp black lines where thumb meets index finger, distinct but superficial. A splattering of small gashes, cuts, and nicks across the top of the hand, the right hand almost mirroring the left. The cool water washed away the small pools of blood that tended to form around fleshy tears and crystallized each wound distinctly, making them appear as simple lines and dots marking his hands. When he raised his hands out from beneath the flowing tap water, there was only the briefest pause when the cuts remained frozen for a second—no blood—just lines and marks in the flesh. A moment as long, as short as a breath, the distinctive clarity held, until silently a tide of blood surfaced, crested, and flowed across his hands once more.


  Thrusting his hands back under the cool tap water, he decided he’d let them rinse for a little while longer, letting the clotting agents rally in his blood and finally put an end to this outpouring, this bloodletting.


  The day will be a full day, he thought as he leaned against the sink. Many people to see before I leave, his mind said as it flashed images of each person across his thoughts. Many good people who deserve a goodbye, and when you have this much to do, the day is always too abbreviated. Perhaps that was yet another of my problems, he mused. Days were either too long or too short. I was either entirely bored or entirely too busy. I could never find that balance between just enough to keep me busy and satisfied without ever becoming bored. It was either all or nothing, he thought. Then he remembered that he shouldn’t be examining the life he was leaving behind. That was part of the training he’d received—not to look back and examine, just look back and close the door, shutting off memory. However, as he got closer to leaving, his mind naturally felt this compulsion to examine all the actions of his life until this one point, fateful as it will undoubtedly be. In all that examining, his faults surfaced and become much clearer to him. Funny, he thought as he checked the clotting of his hands, that when you examine the past you tend to remember your faults and failures, utterly forgetting your virtues. Or maybe his failures just surpassed his virtues. He is often too hard on himself, he remembered. He was just like everyone else, equal parts divine virtue and sinful failure. Which is why he needed to leave, he reminded himself. To squeeze his life until his true nature rises to the surface. Squeeze until he finally feels alive.


  Pulling his hands from the water, he felt confident these minor scrapes and wounds were clotting sufficiently and those that still bled would clot shut soon enough under some bandaging. He would throw on a pair of fingerless gloves, he decided. In the dreary October weather, it would be only nominally out of place. He wasn’t trying to impress anyone anymore anyway. He was finished with that deadening nonsense.


  While putting on some bandages he noticed his watch. He needed to meet his father soon and do so many other things. It was only early morning, and getting so late too. The day needs to keep going and slow down at the same time, he thought. Much to do. Quickly, but carefully.


  Some girl on Seventh Avenue was wearing one of those tee shirts with writing all over it in screaming wordplay: Sarah’s Bar: Liquor in the Front, Poker in the Rear. The shirt sported a tongue next to the word Liquor and a finger next to Poke. Classic, he thought. That’s what made Brooklyn so cool and so utterly annoying at the same time. Some girl, not older than 25, obviously walking to someplace early in the morning to begin her day, coffee in hand, purse slung across her shoulder like an ammo belt, a focused look upon her face—this girl awoke this morning and glanced into her closet. Saw this sexually suggestive but hysterical tee shirt and thought to herself, Yeah, this is what I will wear today. This is what I will tell the world about myself today on this boring, every day Tuesday in October. This is what I want people to know about me: I have had oral sex performed on me. I have had a finger put into my rectum for sexual pleasure. Even if I haven’t done those things, I don’t mind people thinking that I have. He respected her for it and felt angry about it too. It was so oddly brave and juvenile, both at the same stupid time. However, this was trendy new Brooklyn, and it was hip and here to stay, and he stopped caring about it long ago.


  It wasn’t the same Brooklyn he was raised in anymore. Most of it wasn’t, anyway. Some remnants of his working- class, kids-on-the-corner Brooklyn remained. A few things. But the Brooklyn his father was raised in was like some long- dead civilization. You could only read about that Brooklyn. Christ, he thought, how things change around you so slowly that when you finally notice, it feels like it happened suddenly.


  The diner was still here. He’d met his father there every Tuesday morning since he was 19, when he moved out of the apartment that he and his father had shared since he was born. The diner, of course, had gone through roughly five different names in the last five years. A series of new owners seemed to revolve through the place over the recent few years, adding their own little touch, like a new name. For about 25 years it had been Pat’s Diner. Now, it was named something else, but he couldn’t remember what. Nevertheless, his father still went there every morning for breakfast. He thought about what his father had said once: “If I had a wife, and you had a mother, we’d have some hot breakfast made for us each morning. But we don’t, so we go to Pat’s.”


  Even now, with new owners every 18 months and new names, new cooks, new waitresses, new menus, his father still called it Pat’s and acted like everyone there knew him. As he approached the building, it occurred to him—, almost like a newly discovered invention—that he’d gone to Pat’s with his father every damn day in his childhood, and once a week since. And, he thought without any feeling whatsoever, this will be the last time I ever go. Don’t project nostalgia, he reminded himself. That was the part of the advice, part of the training. As he turned the corner off of Seventh Avenue onto 12th, he saw him, as always. His father, standing in front of Pat’s, newspaper under his arm, cigarette dangling from his lip, chin-length hair, full, reddish, beard, with white hairs interspersed but gaining ground amongst the red. For a man of 58 years, his clothes were stylish: Khaki pants, nice kicks, a tasteful button-down, with a waist-length soft brown leather coat to finish the ensemble. His father had always had the gift of putting together an outfit that looked like he didn’t put one ounce of thought into what he was going to wear; equal parts causal and everyday, neat and stylish, and just plain cool.


  His father was cool, he always thought. Ever since he could remember, he thought his Dad was a cool guy. A laid- back English professor at Brooklyn College, his father always had summers off, his cigarette lit, his intellect sharp, his bourbon neat, and his women frequent. That was his old man, he thought. The smartest, hardest-partying man he knew, who could quote Harold Bloom and Bukowski in the same sentence, even after seven bourbons. Looking at him now, seeing him from afar for the last time was like seeing him for the first time, and he hardly seemed his age. His energy was apparent just looking at him on that diner stoop. He exuded energy, vitality, and a lust for whatever the day held. Even if the day was going to be the same mundane nonsense as yesterday, his father seemed eager to attack it, to quench his desire to see it through. Funny how the son felt crushed and burdened by the mundane, the endlessness of each passing day, while the father found each day’s latent energy, harnessed it, and consumed it each waking minute.


  His father spotted him a few yards away, held up his hand in a wave, “Hey, God. Good to see you, boy.”


  Godfrey Thorn. What a name for a boy to grow up with. His father, one Professor Thomas Thorn, had always said he felt his own name, Thomas, was too generic and boring. As the well-known anecdote went, when his father found out that he was going to have a son, he wanted his boy to have a name with, “a name with something behind it that gives it some weight. So I named him Godfrey—God, for short. Now hell, that’s a name that’s got some heft to it.” With little opposition from a mother who was to abandon her family just weeks after giving birth, Thomas Thorn saddled his only child with the name Godfrey, or God for short.


  God, or Godfrey, hardly felt god-like. He was handsome in his own way, with a crisp jaw line, longish hair and blue eyes. He certainly wouldn’t be called “god-like,” much less “hot” by any of the ladies. More average than anything. He dressed similar to his father, in that perfectly planned casual way, opting for designer jeans, though, instead of khakis, and a thigh-length black leather jacket that had the look of being well-worn for ten years, even though he’d just purchased it last fall. Instead of a button-down shirt, God opted for a gray tee shirt with faded printing on it, designed to look a decade old, though it too was relatively new. Godfrey was also taller than his father, and more lean.


  He reached his father as he stubbed out his cigarette in the ash can. Godfrey glanced at his watch. 8am. Exactly on time. Part of his almost-completed training was designed to make him more aware of time, and more specifically, to be exactly on time—precise and without excuse for earliness or tardiness. If he had to travel a certain distance, he needed to factor in all delays and variables so he’d arrive where he meant to be when he meant to be there. Over time, factoring in those variables that make people early or late—especially your own psychological eagerness or apprehension about being where you need to be—became a skill. Factoring in variables, like street traffic or how long the line might be at the coffee shop, were easy variables to take into account.


  Many people, Godfrey learned, were early or late because of their own natures: Anxious, nervous persons were often early, while laid-back or lackadaisical people strolled along late for everything. Those feelings could change depending on the day, or on the task you needed to conquer that day. Mastering your emotions was mastering time, in many respects. What’s more, Godfrey had become an excellent student at gauging time without even looking at his watch. It was as if he could sense time, could feel how much time had passed from one moment to the next. Now, more often than not, he would know that he’d been working on a task for twenty minutes without even needing to check a timepiece. When he checked himself against his watch, he was accurate about 95% of the time.


  He hugged his father in that manly way that men hug. “Good to see you, Dad.”


  “Yeah, how are you, boy. Let’s get some breakfast. I’m fucking starved. What’s wrong with you? You’re carrying yourself weird. You got a weird essence about you today.”


  His father did know his son, Godfrey thought. “I’m fine. Just been a long morning already. Come on.”


  As they walked into Pat’s, his father didn’t wait to be seated. He never waited to be seated. He plopped himself into a booth and pulled a menu out from behind the ketchup. “What’s with the gloves? They look like weight-lifting gloves. What, did you cut the fingers off of them? New style thing?”


  Godfrey chuckled. “No, I just…” The waitress approached, cutting Godfrey short.


  They both held menus as if deciding on what to eat, though they each ordered what they always ordered: Coffee and pancakes for the Professor; coffee, egg whites, and wheat toast for Godfrey.


  “So, Dad, I need to tell you something. Something rather… once-in-a-lifetime.”


  “Oh, okay. What, am I going to be a grandfather or something?” Thomas Thorn asked, chuckling, knowing that Godfrey had gotten a vasectomy two years prior, after deciding he never wanted children. Godfrey’s argument for forsaking children was simple: It was exhausting enough taking care of just himself, so he certainly did not need the added burden of taking care of a child. Besides, Godfrey reasoned, he never liked children. Their simple, though often correct, logic bugged him.


  “Actually, Dad,” Godfrey leaned over the counter closer to his father, “I need to tell you that I am leaving.” He looked to his left and to his right. “Leaving the country. Permanently. Meaning, I will not be coming back.”


  His father, never at a loss for words (as any young, college female could tell you), seemed for the first time in Godfrey’s memory, rather stunned. Or, perhaps, stupefied was a better word. Godfrey could only imagine what was going through his father’s head. What he might possibly say next. His father stalled any response, saying instead, “Let’s go catch a smoke.”


  He signaled to the waitress that they were going outside for a cigarette. Outside, Professor Thomas Thorn seemed his normal self, pacing foot-to-foot, side-to-side as he smoked, with that inextinguishable reservoir of energy seeping out of his aura. “You know, if it was anyone else, I’d say they were pulling my fucking leg. But you, you’ve always done this weird shit. Ever since you were a kid, you could never just be happy with what you got. So, where are you going? If you aren’t coming back, then I’ll visit you. You just try and stop me. So, you becoming a missionary or something?”


  Godfrey had bummed a smoke from his father, which he now inhaled deeply. “Missionary? Well, the words sound the same, but no, not a missionary.”


  “When I said missionary, I didn’t mean all that religious bullshit,” the Professor expounded, “but helping build an orphanage or something. I could see you doing that. I could always see you doing missionary work like that. Not that I’d consider such a thing a career exactly, or at least a career that I had in mind for my only boy, but I could see it. So where you going?”


  “Dad, where I’m going isn’t as important as what I’m doing. Listen: I’ve—and it sounds silly, like bullshit, even to me, but I’m being dead honest—I’ve joined a mercenary unit, based out of Turkey. They’ve been hired—we’ve been hired, this mercenary unit of about 200 men—has been hired by a group in Africa that is caught in a nasty civil war. These Africans have been fighting it for years; not that anyone cares, because it’s in some fucking no-man’s part of central Africa. We’ve been hired to help fight it. That’s what I’ll be doing.”


  Godfrey watched as a small smile creased his father’s face. “What the hell are you talking about? You are shitting me, after all?”


  “I’m not shitting you, Dad. Honest-to-god truth.” The phrase “honest to god” was like some potent, anointed phrase between the two Thorn men—it was only used in moments of true truth, moments of sincerity. It was as if swearing onto the real, omnipotent, Bible-God was like swearing onto himself, the fully human, flawed, 30-something, Godfrey, or God.


  Professor Thorn considered this for a moment, recognizing the anointed phrase for what is was—a special promise of truth between a father and his only child. Taking a drag, the Professor scoffed. “Damn, boy. That’s some heavy shit. But that’s exactly what it is—shit. You remember when you were sixteen and you ran away from home? Left me a note saying you were going to join some gang. I knew that was shit, too. Instead of calling all the fucking neighbors and the police and all that nonsense, I sat at home, had a scotch, and waited. You came back five hours later with a bruised face after some kids kicked your ass. No gang, just delusions of toughness. Sorting out your identity, as I remember.”


  Godfrey looked at the ground, remembering the story, or at least a version of the story. “That’s not how I remember it, exactly. I was gone for a bit longer, and no one kicked my ass. I just—”


  “—You’re missing the point. The point is, you have a flair for the grandiose and such people have a tendency…” Professor Thorn stopped himself short only to change course. “What the hell do you know about being a mercenary
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