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Dedication

To the forgotten sufferers of the Irish Slave Trade
in general. In particular, I'm not sure who would want this to be
dedicated to them. How about to my readers?
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Prologue




 


 


A large clapboard house ensconced amidst lush, green,
sugar cane fields was awash in sunlight even as a fresh trade wind
kept the heat at bay. Two incongruously dark-suited men sat outside
the plantation house at a small table under a wooden awning to have
a private discussion about the simmering cauldron of slave
rebellion the once peaceful island had become.

It was the year 1658 A.D., and the bright sun
of Montserrat shown over what from a distance would have seemed
like a tropical paradise.

Jacobus twisted a curled ringlet of his hair,
reflecting upon the new information his business associate was
imparting to him. His sensitive, intelligent face was troubled.

In contrast, his partner, Oliver Bootgoode,
was a large, coarse, and brutish thug of a man, who had just enough
intelligence to consult with his intellectual better before acting.
He had stringy, coal black hair laced with grey, and the look of a
man with an excessive taste for liquid spirits. Nervously, Oliver
gave his accounts, periodically assaying Jacobus’s reaction with
quick, apprehensive glances.

“So, as you can see, I can’t pay for that
last lot you had shipped in right away. This slave revolt that big
African instigated with that Irish whore is spreading. It seemed a
good idea, mating Irish slaves with African ones, but that Irish
witch has been putting ideas into his head since the first night
they coupled.” Shrewdly, Oliver referred to this idea as
originating as “we”, though Jacobus’s genius had inspired it.
Oliver knew this brilliant Dutchman would remember whose idea it
had been without prompting, and might have interpreted Oliver
mentioning it as disrespect.

“There is an almost total work stoppage in
the sugar cane fields. If we don’t act quickly, we’ll lose the
entire crop. We’ll be ruined if we don’t get them back to
work.”

Jacobus stared gloomily out into the sunlit
fields, listening to Oliver’s story silently, letting him have his
say. He had been associated with Oliver’s family for years and had
even helped organize and finance an army Oliver’s father had
invaded Ireland with, years earlier and half a world away. The
prisoners captured in the war had been the first slaves exported to
the New World. It had been a lucrative business, but though the
Irish were more farmers than soldiers, they had still been infected
with political ideas about freedom. These ideas had taken root and
made them discontented slaves.

It had occurred to Jacobus the forced mating
of Irish and African might yield a more docile slave. The scheme
hadn’t worked as planned, Oliver heatedly explained.

“What are the names of the ringleaders?”
Jacobus asked calmly. “Why haven’t you simply whipped them into
submission?”

“The leader is a giant African slave they
call Nyame. It means “Big Chief” in English. He had been our
most valuable field hand, and the other slaves always respected
him. His Irish woman is called Maeve. She twisted his mind somehow,
so now he’s uncontrollable. They have a little daughter, a strange
little dark girl with eyes so green they seem to glow. We have
whipped both slaves, but we’re afraid to do more.”

“Afraid? Whatever of?” Jacobus asked
incredulously.

Oliver colored slightly, as if hesitant to
continue, but he pressed on. “They say Maeve is a witch. Everyone
is afraid of her. They say she has been casting spells on her man’s
enemies, and has sworn eternal vengeance if he comes to harm.”

Jacobus frowned. “She actually loves this
African?”

Oliver nodded. “So it seems. Everyone is
afraid of her. She gives the rebellious slaves courage, both
African and Irish.”

Jacobus examined his sensitive, delicate
hands, for a moment before speaking. “It is always necessary to
make an example out of the leaders of this type of rebellion. True,
we’ll lose the value of the slaves we condemn, but the rest will
fall into line. Burn this "Big Chief" at the stake. Make sure his
woman is watching.” Jacobus paused. “Oh, and be sure to defile his
woman in front of him before he dies.” He sighed. “It pains me, but
it’s the only way to keep order.”

Oliver listened in shock. Jacobs was such a
gentle man in his own actions, but ruthless in his direction of
others.

“Jacobus, sire, I myself have reason to
believe Maeve actually has supernatural powers. I suspect she is
not a fraud.”

Jacobus didn’t look amused. He actually
looked sad.

“We’ll just have to put her to the test then,
won’t we? Unless we both wish to end in a debtor’s prison, I can’t
see any recourse. I would forgive you the portion of the debt you
owe me, certainly,” Jacobus hastened to add. “My brethren are not
as forgiving. We both shoulder the burden. You must act on our
behalf, old friend. This business we have chosen is not for the
weak and superstitious. You must be strong enough to be my
partner.”

Oliver looked troubled, but he nodded. He
understood Jacobus had just informed him he could be replaced.

“It will be done as you say. My only question
is what of the girl?”

Jacobus blinked. “Girl? What girl?”

“Their little daughter. The one with the
bright green eyes,” Oliver reminded.

“Oh, she must be sold off as soon as she is
of age to the worst fellow you can find. Her parents’ guilt will be
on her head. It is important to punish the child as well, as an
example to the other slaves,” Jacobus explained patiently, as if to
a halfwit.

Oliver rose, bowed, and took his leave, too
upset to speak. He went off to perform his grim duty, reminding
himself he was a fool to have ever borrowed money from Jacobus, and
knowing he would do so again. What bothered him most was the fate
of the enchanting little green-eyed girl. Oliver would disobey
Jacobus in one aspect of this matter only. He would not sell the
child to the worst man on the island. Oliver knew the cruelest and
most dissolute man on the island was himself, and he would keep her
accordingly.

Left alone with his thoughts, Jacobus
pondered the nuances of Fate. He had just threatened the son of his
former patron with debtor’s prison, and Oliver had taken it like a
chastened vassal. It was only justice. Jacobus had known that for
all Oliver’s bravado, he was a weakling. Imagine, taking the
threats of a superstitious Irish lunatic into serious consideration
with regards to matters of business! Still, Jacobus knew Oliver was
capable of carrying out simple acts of malice as instructed, so
Jacobus prepared to depart. If he had but known it, Jacobus would
soon be joining Nyame in his departure from this world as well, as
the evil he was awakening would rise up and devour him, his
children, and his children’s descendants for longer than Jacobus
could even imagine.

 


 


 



Chapter One:
Darn That Dream

 


 


 


The dreamer wanders deep inside the mystic depths of
sub-unconsciousness, lobotomized from the control centers of the
brain. The dreamer floats through a distant past, but even as he
dreams, he is burdened with an awful sense of repetition--the
dreamer has traversed this path many times before. He dreams of an
unsolved puzzle, of a knot he cannot disentangle.

He watches helplessly as the child arises from bed
and wandered downstairs early on a freezing February morning. He is
awake and not sleepwalking, though he frequently does sleepwalk.
The earlier bustle created by his school-aged siblings had subsided
as they had all departed into the morning’s darkness for their long
bus ride. The child walks into the cold but bright room where he
plays, and begins to finish constructing a block and Lincoln Log
structure begun the previous evening. As it nears completion, he
reaches under the couch to collect a Lincoln Log which had strayed
mysteriously into the darkness. He barely looks at it until he
senses the foreign weight, but when he does, he sees the huge dead
rat which had tried to devour it and had strangled itself in the
process. It is dripping and mucous-covered, a fairly fresh kill. As
the little boy watches in horror, the rat slowly returns to life,
and begins to ferociously squirm at the end of the stick, still
staring at the boy with cold, dead, yellow eyes. The little boy
knows if the rat squirms its way off the stick it will attack, but
he can’t run. He can’t call for help. He can only stare in frozen
horror at the small beast, waiting for the inevitable assault.

Rick Quick woke with a shudder, twitching
wildly. The rat dream again. For him, the dream was an inauspicious
omen, a harbinger of calamitous change. It came to him at times of
impending danger. Still, he hated the rat dream itself more than
the trouble it portended against on the horizon. This ghastly
visitation from his childhood was a memory best suppressed even if
it did serve as some kind of psychic tipoff.

Rick Quick went through his usual recitation
he stepped through whenever he had the rat dream, a litany of who
he was and what his current situation was. Ironically, this list
was nightmarish enough to bring him back into his current reality
like a douse of refreshingly unpleasant cold water.

During one particularly long battle with
anxiety, which had kept him sleepless for a week, in his torment he
had stumbled across a book of Japanese philosophy. The tool he had
discovered out of desperation to help work through his fears and
control the panic was the disciplined art of haiku. More than
anything, it had helped him stabilize, and now he sought refuge in
it at such moments.

 


“Rat infestation

Disrupts the child’s play time

Never peace again.”

 


He began to calm down. Quick‘s obsession with
haiku resurfaced every time he got overly distraught. Making up a
haiku paced him, and the slow beat and careful use of syllables
steadied his fragile nerves.

He was alone, it was many years later, and he
was in another shabby rented room in another anonymous deadbeat
city, just one more in an endless line of inconspicuous lodgings in
the second and third rate cities he had gravitated to during his
long years on the lam.

Rick Quick had always been a dreamer. He
viewed dreams as portents, harbingers, windows of perception and
payed attention to them. In the last few years of solitude, dreams
had risen in his estimation as beacons, nocturnal lighthouses to
guide him away from reality reefs. Apart from his wits and
instincts, dreams were the only guidance he had left.

Still, that rat dream. They say you look back
and laugh eventually, but Rick didn’t believe it. When he had the
rat dream, he knew he was being given a warning by some entity,
even if the entity was only his own subconscious mind, and his
subconscious mind wasn’t kidding around. He listened, but he never
had been able to laugh about it. The few people he had ever
described the dream to hadn’t laughed either. In fact, most of them
had given him a funny look and then sort of kept him at arm’s
length, especially when he told them it was based on an actual
incident. He had never blamed them.

Oh what an idiot I was, even as a kid,
Quick thought. He’d run for his mother, screaming, vainly thinking
she could inject some sanity into his waking daymare. In what was
in some ways the most frightening aspect of the episode, she had
ignored him completely, continuing to talk to the furnace man with
a frozen smile on her face.

His mother had come from a family of some
social prestige, though their financial fortunes had fallen off as
she had entered her teenage years. When Quick grew up, he had
understood why she had seemed so oblivious to his ravings, why she
had tried to silence him from telling his tale in front of the
furnace man.

Quick had grown to understand, but looking
back on the memory of a little boy who had talked non-stop for the
next four hours essentially to himself about a strangled rat on a
stick, he couldn’t help but observe his mom might have had some
room for improvement as a parent. The fact that nobody is perfect
doesn’t excuse everything, although it is, of course, perfectly
true.

Calmer now, Quick closed his eyes and began
to drift back into sleep. If he had a dream, it was of a sound, a
sound like the wind caressing the palm trees of a tropical island
somewhere in the vastness of the past.

This well-remembered rat incident may have
been the real origin of Quick. Who is Quick? I am Quick, now
anyway, though I wasn’t always Quick. It’s sort of an accident, me
being Quick. I mean, there was an accident. I became what I was
inside on the outside. What are the odds? Look, I’m sorry if I
sound jumpy. I’ve always been really jumpy even before the
rat-on-a-stick incident, though that didn’t serve to calm me down
much. I wasn’t literally Quick back then, that came much later, but
that was when I went from being a strange, reclusive little kid
with perhaps an unusually rich inner monologue to an even stranger,
even more reclusive kid who talked to himself incessantly. A lot of
people say this kind of thing bothers them, but I don’t believe
them. So I talk to myself, so what? Nobody really listens, not even
me, so who the hell cares, really? I wouldn’t do it, except my
loyalties to myself are divided.

So I wake up to my usual post rat-dream pep
talk. It’s a ritual. I recite the usual cant about why I live in a
dump and work in a dungeon, and don’t just take off with my money.
It’s all about staying alive, staying under the radar, and not
giving up my secret. My secret is more valuable than money. My
secret could save the world. I learned how to get electricity from
the air.

I could have got to work a lot faster, but it
helps if people don’t know I’m Quick, plus being Quick takes a lot
out of me. So I walk, just like everybody else, at least, like
everybody who walks does. It’s kind of a drag, walking before the
sun comes up, knowing I have to, even though I don’t. My belief is
I’m better off not being trapped in a car when at all practical.
The closest they ever came to getting me was by boxing me in while
I was driving, and I was lucky to get away on that occasion. You
would be surprised how hard it is to catch a man who is as wary as
a deer and can run several times as fast when properly
motivated.

It’s partly why I don’t just up and leave the
country. I have reason to believe airports and train stations are
still monitored by the groups looking for me. I would be as trapped
as anyone else on a plane, and I would trip all kinds of alarms if
I went through a metal detector due to the abnormally high levels
of silver in my blood, bones, and tissue. Besides, I shouldn’t have
to leave. I haven’t done anything wrong. The people who feel
threatened by me are the enemies of progress, in my view.

Walking past this particular cemetery in the
pre-dawn darkness has always unnerved me. I’m not such a shrinking
violet, but this particular cemetery is spooky. It’s near a river,
so at this time of day it is usually shrouded in mists and fog, the
vapors of early morning. At one time this was a fairly wealthy
city, and a lot of the family mausoleums are massive and Gothic.
Some of the headstones are almost two hundred years old, which is
ancient in America. In the pre-dawn, with the mist catching the far
away streetlights while it moves through the graves, the place is
unsettling, at least to superstitious and jumpy people like me.

Also, something weird happened to me recently
near there, or at least I saw something weird. I was walking on the
other side of the street from the cemetery and I saw this big,
black dog on the small lawn of this tenement. The dog didn’t bark
because it was busy eating a bloody pigeon. The street light showed
the scene really well. The dog growled at me as I hurried past,
this really ominous, threatening sound.

Like I said, I don’t scare that easily, but
it was so weird, it took me out of my normal mental state. My mind
really started playing tricks on me, and when I walked across the
street to the cemetery side to avoid the scary dog, I saw this
small black shape flitting through the tombstones from the corner
of my eyes, just a small flying blur. I’m not fond of vermin, as
you might imagine, so this added to my disturbed state.

 


“A bloody jawed dog

Defends its dead pigeon kill

Now mice are flying”

 


Like I said, improvising haiku stabilizes my
strange energy. I can’t account for it on any rational level. My
logic is if I am capable of composing a few lines of metered verse,
I am capable of continuing to function in what’s known as
reality.

I suppose for this to be a good story
something would have had to happen immediately after that but the
truth is a lot more pedestrian. Nothing happened that morning, or
the next several mornings as I walked to work in the darkness,
except whenever I passed by the house where the black dog lived, I
had this mental image of the bloody jawed beast lunging out at me.
I didn’t like walking across the street in front of the cemetery
either, and all the side streets were too dark at that hour. So I
gave both sides as wide a berth as possible, like walking right
down the middle of the vacant street kind of wide. This probably
catalyzed the unfortunate series of events I am about to relate. In
fact, it definitely did. It kind of goes to show how interconnected
everything is. In a way, all events got triggered because this
street had my memory of a dead pigeon and a mean dog defending his
kill on one side, and a spooky cemetery on the other. So I walked
in the middle of the street. There wasn’t much traffic then, just
delivery trucks.

Even though the street is pretty much vacant
at this hour, me walking in the street and not the sidewalk may
have been what captured the interest of two members of law
enforcement. I say may have, because I can’t be completely sure
about that. Maybe they just would have accosted me anyway, a fairly
nondescript but larger person carrying a black bag with some tools
and a lunch in it for my day at work.

The two cops step up to me. I am thinking
about something else, maybe that dog eating a bloody pigeon, so I
am so distracted I don’t even notice them coming. They had been
parked pretty inconspicuously. The one who talks is younger and has
black hair, but the older, gray haired one circles around me in
silence. The younger one puts on that bullshit polite act cops put
on.

“Good morning sir, would you mind telling us
where you’re going?” he asks

I grin, rather pathetically, as my eyes dart
towards the cop with gray hair circling to my side. Good police
work, really. I honestly never saw them coming. I was thinking
about the dog. I had been walking almost in the middle of the
street, or at least well off the sidewalk.

“Work,” I answer calmly enough. “You could
give me a ride, if you like.”

“Where are you coming from? The reason we
ask, we got a report of a burglary a few blocks
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