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Author’s Note
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Muon, a scientist like his father, may be named after a sub-atomic particle but everything else about his life is an exotic fusion. His father, Ralph, is an eminent particle physicist and his mother is an ageing prostitute who still plies her trade on the streets around Cadet in Paris. Muon's brother Jean-Lou has a bar and a partner, Venus Rose, a drag artiste, with whom he has been in love for the last forty years. A conference in Paris, attended by Muon and his father, brings them all together for the first time in a long time ... the stage is set for a romance-laced thriller which pitches father against son and shines a light into the darker corners of Ralph's glittering career. At the end of the day, what price to safeguard a reputation and what sacrifice for the love of a brother?

Thank you!

Alp Mortal
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Chapter One – Particle Physicist
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Paris taxi drivers are nothing like their London or New York counterparts. Paris taxi drivers are sullen and clueless; no running commentary on the state of the nation, the weather or PSG’s prospects on the pitch. Even when your French is perfect, all they seem to care about is getting you to your destination by the longest route possible and throwing you out of the car as soon as practicable, having raped you of thirty euros. Which is why I take Le Metro. That does not, however, prevent the excruciatingly boring journey from CDG to Gare du Nord. Thankfully, the conference is at Republique which means I can jump on Line 5 and not have to change.

oOo

“Welcome to the Bristol Plaza Republique, sir ... do you have a reservation?”

“Hi; yes, I have a reservation under the name of Marcello ... Muon Marcello ...”

“Yes, sir ... three nights ... room 383 ... If you could just sign here and here ... Are you attending the conference?”

“Yes, I am.”

“I’ll give you the pack which gives you all of the information you need for that ... Breakfast is served from seven a.m. to ten-thirty a.m. on The Winchester Terrace ... enjoy your stay at the Bristol Plaza Republique ...”

Obviously the breakfast is shit if they have to give the restaurant an English name; this I have discovered during my many travels. I’m sure no self-respecting Parisian would be seen dead on the Winchester Terrace despite the twenty euro cover charge which should guarantee the quality but rarely does.

With nothing to do until tomorrow, I’m going to head to Cadet and seek out Jean-Lou ... if he hasn’t died of liver failure. The conference - the whole reason I am here - starts tomorrow so there is a little play time to take advantage of this evening.

I dump the bags in the uninspiring, inspired by Picasso room, put the laptop on charge and head out. Paris is grey. I always think it looks like a sprawling cemetery when the weather is like this; the buildings like so many tombs, providing sanctuary for the millions of dark, hollowed-eyed and emaciated Parisians – the women are so thin! Needing to stretch my legs, I walk from Republique to Cadet.

“Jean-Lou!” I scream from the door as I can’t get to the bar because it’s full of students, drinking and texting; presumably each other as the music is very loud. He hasn’t heard me and then he turns and catches sight of me. The smile on his lips breaks into a scream.

“MUON!”

We haven’t seen each other for six months. As brothers go, he’s the best. Ten years older and zany to the point of being locked up; we’re so opposite ... and if I didn’t know better then I’d say that we couldn’t be related but we are – at least, we share a mother, not the father - more’s the pity because Jean-Lou’s father was really nice whereas mine is a cunt.

Jean-Lou looks like Jim Morrison from The Doors and drinks just as much as he did. As he fights his way good-naturedly through the crowd, sharing the craic with practically everyone he passes, I feel a little depressed, not sharing that gene, instead, inheriting my father’s brain. I’m soon enveloped in the brandy fumes, having my face clamped between his hands as he gazes into my eyes and I suffer to have his sandpaper rough cheek pressed to mine which is accompanied by a hug that makes my ribs crack.

“Muon! You should have called.”

“Hey, wolf paws ... how you been?”

“Up and down ... all is good at the moment.”

“How’s Maman?”

“Resting - don’t look like that! You’ll crease that noble brow. Rose is getting ready for her set; you staying?”

“Yeah ... I’m sorry I couldn’t come when-”

“No frowning!”

“Sorry-”

“And no tears! Let’s get a drink ... Jesus; you’re so thin!”

My big brother tows me to the ringside table reserved for his personal entertaining, grabbing a bottle of cognac en route, throwing daggers at Anton who growls as he hands it over.

“Rose is starting her chemo tomorrow-”

“Shit!”

“Yeah ... she’ll be okay ... gotta be-”

“Hey, no tear-”

“MU-MU!”

“Oh, fuck!”

Rose, also known as Venus Rose; has been Jean-Lou’s partner in crime for the last forty years. He-she’s a drag artiste par excellence ... Danny La Rue on steroids, and he-she’s one solid, statuesque mother fucker – real name Bernard and he’s from Canvey Island - but only I know that.

I say he-she because when I was ten and Jean-Lou was twenty, he met Rose and I was confused. I asked, “are you a she or a he?” And Rose said “I’m a he-she and don’t you ever forget it!” I was petrified of him-her for years.

“What you doin’ here, sugar?!”

He-she has perfected a perfectly awful American accent. He met Jean-Lou in Boulder City; but that’s another story.

“I came to see you, Rose-”

“Liar!”

“Did too!”

“Hold my boa and keep a seat warm for me, honey!”

She pinches my cheeks and gropes my arse before ascending the few steps to the tiny stage to belt out a pretty credible Cher compilation. Jean-Lou can’t stay at the table for long; it’s bedlam and Anton is screaming for a hand.

“Stay; we’ll eat once Rose is off.”

“Okay ...”

I’ve sat at this table, in this corner, more times than I can remember. When Maman was resting - or working - I’d get dumped with Jean-Lou who was by then working behind the bar; my Papa was always on the conference or lecture tour. He only paid attention when I followed in his footsteps - and I only did that because Jean-Lou insisted that I went to University to avoid the other career which was ear-marked for me – one whore in the family was enough, he said. Jean-Lou’s Papa – called Jules - was my idol – after Jean-Lou. Jules owned the bar and looked after Jean-Lou when it was clear that Maman was not up for the job. They never married because Maman loved her tricks too much. Always the same type – older, silver-haired, wearing a camel coat and dark shades, flaunting an expensive suit and highly polished shoes, always driving an ancient Mercedes, peddling the usual tarnished promises. How she snared my Papa, God knows – Jean-Lou said it was true love but I never saw that – they never married and hate each other ... could be then. As she got older, she couldn’t really cope and Jean-Lou gave her a room but only on the understanding that she never brought a trick back.

When Jules died, Jean-Lou inherited the bar and all of the debts. He never complains. Just before Jules died, Jean-Lou went to the States and met Bernard; they came back together. Then Jules passed away and Jean-Lou took over and installed Venus Rose as the permanent entertainment fixture and they’ve been together ever since.

“May I join you?”

I’m dragged out of my personal mental scrapbook by the voice which belongs to the young man who was talking to Anton when I arrived. He’s German if the blond hair and blue eyes are anything to go by. I feel Rose’s eyes on me and steal a glance, getting the pursed lips which mean ‘tell the stupid prick to fuck off’. If I get the raised eyebrow then I can proceed.

“No ... private party ... sorry.”

Rose may just be jealous of course; the guy is only twenty-five if he’s a day, thinner than a ficelle and cuter than a puppy.

“Oh ... it’s just that you looked-”

“Geh weg ... bitte schon.”

“Arschloch!”

I ignore the expletive despite the truth of it and tip Anton the wink, who then refuses to serve the guy when he approaches the bar. He leaves, fuming but evidently he was alone because no one chases after him. Probably an escort.

Jean-Lou’s re-appearance at the table coincides with Rose’s break and I get grilled over the nature and duration of my visit.

“Conference; Papa is giving the keynote tomorrow.”

“Did he give you credit for your research?”

Jean-Lou, despite his love affair with the bottle, never misses a trick, a call, a text or an email. Papa had asked me to help him with some research – on the Q-T because his people mistrust my people. I did it and handed it over; all of this explained to Jean-Lou in minute detail in endless texts and emails – okay, three emails and one text – it might have been just the one email – or text. It’s what this conference was convened for in reality; so Papa can showcase the findings. When I got the invitation, I saw the spiel he’d written and it read very different to the way I remember things. I wasn’t expecting him to openly share the credits with me – but according to the great Professor-Doctor-God Marcello, he invented the Universe and everything in it. He may well have discovered the fourth kind of neutrino - after the Muon, the Electron and the Tau – but it was the lowly Mr Marcello (actually, I have a PhD) who discovered the true nature of Dark Matter and why the humble Pi neutrino is such an important particle.

“No ... it doesn-”

“Yes it does!”

“Jean-Lou, hon-”

“Finish your set, Rose; we’re going out to dinner.”

Rose clambers back onto the stage and for a moment I don’t know what will be best.

“He did name me after a sub-atomic particle ... most people would be happy with that alone.”

This feeble attempt at diffusing the bomb is met with a glacial stare at first and then the face softens and I see Jules sat there, listening to Maman’s tales of woe, already rummaging in his pocket for the money before she’d finished bleating over the cost of school clothes or shoes - mine not Jean-Lou’s. She never approached my Papa for anything. I believe she revered him like some kind of god – the great particle physicist; his eminence Dr Ralph Marcello.

She never spent the money on clothes or shoes for me but she was always very elegantly dressed – albeit mutton as lamb as Rose says.

“You
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