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PARIS, 1979

 


Alain sat on the edge of the rooftop looking down at
Adreinne. He had named his target ‘the fool’, but perhaps he was the fool
for taking the job.

The flea market of Saint Ouen bustled
with artists and their wares. Adreinne strolled among them with a
grace that spoke of her years in the ballet. Her eyes passed over
and stopped appreciatively on a forest scene of mellow greens and
limited grays as she walked. His target paused to bend down with
gentle, practiced grace, one hand shifting her deep brown hair to
the side and the cuff of her white long sleeve dress falling back
to expose the slightest hint of the rose tattoo that marked her
left hand (a symbol of her allegiance and an item of both fear and
power to those that knew it well). Her eyebrows crinkled as she
inspected what looked to Alain to be a copy of an older work
depicting the forest of Fontainebleau, which hid the, then, artist
retreat of Barbizo, a small town in the center north of France and
now a wonderful tourist town where the art of old is displayed and
most likely was the location where this painting was first seen
then copied by the mystery painter who created it.

Adreinne spoke to the shop owner in
French. The old woman, curled up in her old age, spoke with many
flourishes and twists of the tongue that added excitement to her
dialogue. The tall, sensual woman listened and smiled and showed
proper respect to her elder in a way that Alain found endearing,
even though much of what the older woman was saying was most likely
lies and half truths.

When she had finished, Adreinne spoke a few words quietly
and the older woman’s eyes widened considerably.

Above Alain chuckled. He could not hear what was said, but
he could guess. Neuilly-Sur-Seine was an affluent neighborhood that
every respectably poor Paris resident knew housed the vast majority
of the city’s shadiest characters. The painting would be on the
woman’s doorstep and payment would be given by the time the shadows
on the biggest buildings of the city were long enough to send what
some called the teeth of the oncoming dark (as that is what those
buildings’ shadows most looked like with their older, aggressive
architecture) into Saint Ouen far enough for this old woman to feel
their chilly touch.

The Fool stood and waved politely at
the old woman before continuing her walk. She sifted among the
tourists here to see what French art they might find cheaply to
impress their friends back home and turned a corner down a long,
narrow side street that led to the fruit and vegetable
dealers.

Alain ran a hand through his dark
black hair and looked to the warm and inviting blue sky above
him.

He would kill The Fool.

Maybe not today.

Maybe not tomorrow.

But soon.


A HIGH SOCIETY
EVENT

 


The long polished wood floor ballroom with a wide rounded
ceiling painted gold lit with bright light from long hanging
chandeliers with deep, streaming classic music played by a
professional trio of celloists in bold black tuxedos on a stand in
the corner near the windows where the light was flowing out of was
quite the place to kill someone in Alain’s opinion

From 100 meters away Alain could see
crisp black suited men of all ages and sizes and long dressed women
wearing a variety of colors swinging and swaying in the dances of
older times as they laughed and cried out in loud voices filled
with pleasure. His ears caught the sharp poetic sound of his mother
tongue of French, the filthy musical pulse of English and the gusto
of Russian spoken in the way of those in Moscow seemed to do when
they wanted to display their masculinity.

The latter was of the most interesting
to Alain.

He sat on the complex wall that housed
the large white mansion of a famous mobster that all of Paris knew
and feared. The professional killer swung his feet like a small boy
would when loudly talking to his equally young friends. They swayed
back and forth as he balanced himself on the edge of the wall and
fingered what sat next to him.

His weapon of choice was a Krock 999. It had a light
trigger, long range barrel and was, very fortunately as he’d stolen
it from a house down the road, the most popular hunting rifle of
the rich and famous.

Of course, he’d stolen the ammunition as well. Best to not
be traced when you kill someone whose friends might go hunting you
if you did your job a little too well.

On a whim, and perhaps to see if he
could with this target, Alain picked up his stolen rifle, cocked
it, bought it up to his shoulder and lined it up on the head of the
beautiful fool standing next to a tall, fat man with a large white
Stalinist beard on the far right balcony facing inwards towards the
party.

His finger caressed the trigger. Alain’s breathing was
steady. He wouldn’t miss. The assassin hadn’t done that in
years.

“Can’t be done,” he
decided.

He took the rifle from his shoulder
and and dumped the weapon into the bushes below.

The problem was that Adreinne was
standing right next to the man that wanted her dead. His name was
Anton Vasily, a representative of a major Russian oil company who
was also quite connected, and if he got blood on his hands,
literally as the splatter from a head shot would coat him from head
to toe, then Alain would find someone sitting on a fence waiting
for him one day very soon.

The weary watcher shrugged his shoulders, inspected the
ground below, which was a 4 meter drop, and slid off the fence to
land on a soft spot of grass at the edge of the bushes that lined
the long concrete fence he’d been sitting on.

The music was loud and the light from
the large bay windows inviting.

He walked towards it.


MEETING THE FOOL

 


Anton was surprised to see him. He took
Alain’s hand
in his large bear paws and squeezed it a little too firmly. The
assassin smiled and shook it back.

They stood bathed in the light of the party with the music
now wafting lightly out the windows as the song had changed during
his walk through the servant’s quarters and into the host’s home to
find exactly where the, thankfully, quite lean man of the house
kept his suit jackets.

“Vasily, I missed you in Venice, my
friend.”

He smiled broadly and showed his
teeth. They spoke in Russian as those in Moscow do, but he knew
that Adreinne understood if not spoke the language well.

“How have you been?” Alain
continued.

“Good, good. I did not think to see
you here.”

The assassin shrugged.

“I am everywhere and all places.” He
turned to Adreinne. “And who is this gorgeous angel?”

Her eyes were more beautiful up close. She had dark brown
eyes that he felt spoke of joyous times with a hint of sorrow. They
were deep in the way that a doe’s eyes are through the scope of a
sniper rifle and held such meaningfulness that he momentarily was
lost in them before he remembered that he’d soon be putting a
bullet - or maybe a knife given the situation - into her shapely
forehead.

“Her name is Adreinne and she is a
friend of a friend.”

“Oh?” Alain took
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