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			Translator’s Note

			Translating The Shadow has been an act of attention more than interpretation. Across the arc of this trilogy—Light in the Darkness, Darkness in the Light, and now this final volume, The Shadow—we encounter characters who live on the fault line between devotion and destruction, loyalty and betrayal, faith and moral collapse. Their world is not gentle. It is intimate, volatile, political, and deeply human. My responsibility has been to carry that intensity into English without smoothing its edges or softening its contradictions.

			Seda Ulu writes in layers. Beneath the visible drama runs a quieter current: inherited guilt, generational violence, spiritual hunger, and the fragile hope that love might redeem what power has damaged. The language moves between tenderness and brutality, confession and defiance. Preserving that tonal range required resisting the temptation to over-explain. I aimed for clarity over ornament, rhythm over strict symmetry, and emotional truth over literal precision.

			Some cultural nuances have been intentionally preserved. The social codes, religious undertones, and family hierarchies that shape these characters are not decorative details; they are the architecture of their choices. Whenever possible, I allowed the English to breathe in the same emotional climate as the original, even when that meant accepting ambiguity or discomfort.

			At the heart of this trilogy lies a question that refuses resolution: Is love salvation, or simply another form of bondage? In The Shadow, that question reaches its most unforgiving expression. The characters stand not only before one another, but before the consequences of who they have chosen to become.

			If you feel the pull between light and darkness while reading, if you sense that the fiercest battles unfold within the human heart, then this translation has fulfilled its purpose.

			Deniz Weber

		

	
		
			“One may not reach the dawn save by the path of the night.”

			— Kahlil Gibran, Sand and Foam
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			As he walked along the crowded street, Jack wished to leave behind, with every step, the shattering weight of what he had been through. Losing his mother after his brother’s death had carved a deep sorrow into his soul, and that merciless pain made it impossible for him to banish from his mind the image of his brother’s body sinking into the depths of the water.

			Despite all his efforts not to remember, the tragic scene replayed in his mind again and again, dragging him into a whirlpool of emotions he could not master. Leaving his father had been the hardest decision of all, yet remaining in the town was simply impossible. He believed that leaving Stone Town might help him forget the dreadful memories, but he had not foreseen that these emotions would follow him like a shadow.

			He paused for a moment and looked around at the city where he had come to begin a new life. He settled onto a bench between the street lamps that pierced the night’s darkness, wanting nothing more than a brief rest. He would need to be careful with his money and find a place to stay. In this unfamiliar place, knowing no one, he would have to start his life from scratch. He had no idea how to do it yet, but his dream was to buy a large bar one day and run it himself. The very impossibility of that dream made him sigh deeply. Even his father’s insistence that he was still too young and that the city was filled with all kinds of people and dangers had not been enough to dissuade him. 

			As the uncertainty of the future frightened him, he drifted into thought, watching the people passing by. When the street gradually grew quieter, he rose to his feet. Spending the night outside, unable to find shelter, would hardly be pleasant. While walking along the deserted street, he suddenly heard a sound. He stopped abruptly and turned toward the narrow alley he had just passed, straining to pinpoint the source of the noise. 

			His eyes searched for the voice. Two men had cornered someone in the alley, kicking him savagely. The poor man, curled up on the ground, shielded his face with his hands in a desperate attempt to protect himself. Jack wanted to walk away as if he had seen nothing. It was his first day in the city, and getting himself into trouble was the last thing he wished. Yet his conscience would not allow it. He quickened his pace to save the man he did not know.

			“Hey! Leave him alone!”

			Jack’s sudden outburst and his presence in a place he clearly did not belong made the attackers stop and turn their hostile gazes towards him. He had hoped that his intrusion would make them uneasy enough to leave, but the reaction he received was quite the opposite. 

			“You took the wrong turn, kid. Go home to your mother before it’s too late,” one of them growled, the words dripping with mockery. The other smirked at Jack with derision.

			The man who had spoken was large and broad-shouldered, with a menacing look. His companion was thin and short, almost frail in comparison. Though fear coursed through him, Jack saw the injured man on the ground struggling to stand, and the sight made him hesitate between staying and walking away. At last, though his decision might have been foolish, he gathered all his courage and stepped closer.

			“First of all, I’m not a kid, and second, I told you to leave him alone.”

			The big man straightened his back and cracked his knuckles. “I’ve had enough of this brat. Make sure he doesn’t run off. I’ll deal with this arrogant fool myself,” he ordered his accomplice. Then he studied his new opponent for a moment, clenched his fists, and brought them together.  

			Jack realised that the man’s movement had been a signal, an invitation to begin the fight. The burly man lunged at him. Using the advantage of his youth and speed, Jack dodged the first blow and struck him squarely in the face. The pain that shot through his own hand was sharper than he had expected. 

			Enraged, the man grabbed Jack and hurled him against the wall. Jack cursed as his back hit the wall hard, but he quickly gathered himself and faced his opponent again. It was far too late to run. He studied the man’s movements carefully; his heavy build worked to Jack’s advantage. In a split second, he stepped forward and slammed a fierce kick between the man’s legs.

			The man’s agonised cry echoed through the street as he collapsed to his knees. His accomplice, seeing what had happened, charged toward Jack, fury in his stride. But the man who had been beaten moments earlier seized his chance. With the last of his strength, he staggered up and wrapped his arms around the attacker’s neck.

			As Jack stared at them in shock, a sudden blow struck his face. The big man had recovered faster than he thought. In the chaos that followed, a patrolling constable noticed the commotion and began to approach, calling out for them to disperse. The two attackers panicked and fled. The man who had been left behind suddenly grabbed Jack by the collar, pulling him into another alleyway. 

			Jack was astonished that the man, despite his injuries, could drag him with such strength, but soon the stranger’s energy gave out, and he collapsed onto the ground. Jack stood there helplessly, not knowing what to do. 

			Hearing the policeman’s voice drawing near again, he shook the man urgently, but it was no use; the stranger could barely move. Leaving him there felt disgraceful. With sudden resolve, Jack bent down, pulled the man’s arm over his shoulders, and helped him to his feet.

			As he struggled to think of where to hide, a sharp voice called out, “Psst!” Jack looked around. The dark alley appeared empty. Still supporting the man, he moved cautiously forward; the strange voice called out again.

			“Over here,” a woman said, her silhouette faintly outlined by the light spilling from a half-open doorway.

			When Jack stood frozen in place, the woman urged, “Quick, get inside.” He hesitated for a moment, but, realising the constable was close, he could not refuse the mysterious woman’s offer. He half-carried the stranger inside and laid him on the first sofa he saw. Then he lifted his gaze to the woman. Her hair was adorned with beads, her clothes were eccentric, and her striking blue eyes were fixed on him with unsettling curiosity.  

			“You look dreadful,” she said, her face twisting slightly.

			Jack was about to reply when she gestured for him to sit down. “Though, to be fair, your friend looks even worse,” she added, glancing at the man on the couch.

			“He’s not my friend,” Jack said, without emotion.

			“In that case, why were you carrying him through the streets in the dead of night?”

			“For the same reason you let two strangers into your house at this hour,” he replied without hesitation.

			A sly grin spread across her lips. “What’s your name?”

			“Jack. And yours?”

			“Madame Adamina.”

			Her name is more odd than her appearance, Jack thought as the rush of adrenaline began to fade and the pain in his body grew sharper. Seeing the grimace on his face, Madame Adamina said, “I’ll prepare you a mixture. It will ease your pain.”

			Jack eyed her suspiciously. “I’m not sure I want to drink whatever that is.”

			Ignoring him, Madame Adamina turned to the man on the sofa. “I’ll wipe the blood from his face first. Then I’ll take care of you.”

			When she was done, she mixed several herbs into a steaming cup of tea and set it on the table beside him, watching him closely, as though willing him to drink. Jack sighed and took a reluctant sip. The brew smelled foul and tasted even worse. 

			“What on earth is this? It’s the most disgusting tea I’ve ever had.”

			Madame Adamina shot him a sharp look. “A blend that will make your pain vanish by morning. You should learn to say thank you, young man.”

			“Sorry. It’s been a strange night. I’m grateful for your help.”

			“Acceptable apology,” she said curtly.

			Jack was exhausted, yet he fought to stay awake. As kind as the woman appeared, something about her unsettled him. The room was as strange as its occupant, a round table in the corner held a crystal orb, surrounded by cards arranged in a perfect circle. When he turned his head, he found Madame Adamina’s eyes fixed on him again. There was something eerie about her gaze, and for a brief moment, he thought even the dangerous streets outside might be safer.

			“Is there something you wish to say?” she asked, her tone calm but commanding.

			“I... No.”

			“You should rest. And check on your friend from time to time.”

			Jack was about to protest again — He’s not my friend — but Madame Adamina cut him off.

			“Whatever.”

			With that, she left the room, and Jack, having no better choice, leaned back in the chair and at last drifted into a deep sleep.

			Morning came with sunlight seeping through the window, and Jack woke feeling briefly disoriented. A moment later, the memories of the night before came rushing back. The man who had been lying on the sofa was gone. He rose quietly and drained the glass of water on the table, parched. As he did, a low murmur reached his ears. Curiosity got the better of him, and he followed the sound down a narrow corridor.

			With every step, the voices grew clearer. At the end of the hallway, he gently lifted a long red curtain, and what he saw only deepened his confusion. The front of the house was a shop. He could not tell exactly what the woman’s trade was, but the room resembled her chamber: another round table with a crystal sphere at its centre, cards scattered across it, wooden shelves lined with bottles of coloured liquid, and dried herbs hanging from ropes suspended from the ceiling.   

			Jack blurted out, “What are you? A witch?”

			Madame Adamina and the man Jack had rescued both turned towards him, cutting their conversation short.

			“So you’re awake! Good morning, Jack. And I can assure you, I’m no witch,” Madame Adamina said with a teasing tone.

			Jack wanted to ask about the smell filling the room, but settled for a simple, “Good morning...” Instead, his curiosity turned to the man before him.

			“How are you feeling? Er… your name…?”

			“My name is Edward. From what I gather, you must be Jack.”

			“Yes.”

			“Not terribly well, Jack. But it might have been worse, mightn’t it?” He paused a moment, then went on. “I owe you thanks. Madame Adamina told me you brought me here. Most people who witness such a thing would flee rather than risk trouble.”

			“I won’t pretend the thought didn’t cross my mind.”

			Though Edward was still in pain, a faint smile tugged at his lips.

			“In that case, I ought to count myself fortunate that you were brave, Jack.”

			Jack could not help himself. “What did they want from you?”

			“I shall leave once I’ve rested a little. Thank you again,” Edward said to Madame Adamina, pointedly ignoring Jack’s question.

			Jack found it rude that a man he had saved would behave so. Edward’s face suddenly hardened, as if he were armouring himself to ward off further questions. Jack convinced himself the man was tangled in something serious and held his tongue. He regretted asking. He wanted to leave the unhappy incident behind him—along with this mysterious man and the peculiar woman—and get as far away as possible.

			As Madame Adamina studied Edward carefully, Dark dealings, she thought. She had sensed all along that he was hiding something. When the silence stretched on, Jack finally said, “I should be going.” 

			“You ought to rest,” Madame Adamina advised.

			Jack moved toward the door, then paused, uncertain where to go. Edward watched him closely. Feeling unsteady on his feet, he decided there was no point in lingering and turned toward the back room to lie down on the sofa—only for Jack’s question to stop him short.

			“Do you know of anywhere nearby where I might lodge?”

			“Hm. So you’re new to the city.”

			“Yes.”

			“Where is your family?”

			“They live in a town not far from here.”

			“Do you intend to settle here, or return to your town?” 

			Edward was cross-examining him; Madame Adamina listened in silence.

			“My intention is to settle in the city.”

			“Do you know anyone here at all?”

			The questioning began to grate on Jack, and he showed it by falling quiet for a time, his expression changing.

			“I asked,” Edward said by way of explanation, “because I mean to help you. If you have neither friend nor kin here, starting from nothing can be hard. I can arrange a place for you to stay—and later, work. I hope you’ll accept. What did you do back in your town?”

			“We have a bar. It’s the one thing I truly know.”

			“Good. I can put in a word. I have acquaintances.”

			As tempting as the offer was, Jack could not warm to Edward. He looked at him with suspicion. Sensing Jack’s hesitation, Madame Adamina stepped in.

			“You can stay here for a while. I have a spare room.”

			Edward answered in Jack’s stead, giving him no chance to speak. “It seems the lodging problem is solved. Once I’m recovered, we’ll see to the other matter. Now, if you’ll excuse me.” And with that, he left.

			It struck Jack as odd that they had discussed the matter without asking his opinion, yet the truth was he had no real choice. The money in his pocket would last only two or three days at most. Helplessly, he looked at the woman before him, sighed, and accepted things as they were.

			j

			The next morning, Edward said he felt well enough to go home. He promised Jack he would return within a few days.

			Days passed, one after another, but there was no word from Edward. Bored and restless, Jack realised he would have to fend for himself. His hope had nearly run out. While he fretted over his own troubles, customers continued to come to Madame Adamina without pause. With time on his hands, Jack found himself watching her. As he observed the fortune-teller’s unusual way of life, he marvelled that people could believe in her at all. To Jack, she was nothing more than a consummate swindler.

			On a day when heavy rain gripped the city, not a soul came to the shop. Jack put off his plans to look for work. He stood at the window, watching the rain, lost in thought, when something soft suddenly brushed against his leg. Startled, he looked down. A grey cat was winding itself around him, demanding to be stroked. 

			“And where did you spring from?” Jack said, lifting the cat into his arms.

			“His name is Shadow,” Madame Adamina said. “Sometimes he comes here, then vanishes. You won’t see him again for a long while.”

			The cat leapt from Jack’s arms, hopped onto the round table, and settled beside Madame Adamina, curling his tail around his paws. Fixing Jack with emerald eyes, he looked at him as though inviting him to the table.

			As if expecting a new customer to walk through the door at any moment, Madame Adamina began to shuffle the cards before her. When the young man standing opposite failed to grasp that he was being summoned, she asked, “Would you like to know what is written in your fate?” 

			Jack laughed. “That isn’t something a person can know. Whatever it is you do here…” He broke off. It would be ungracious to mock or belittle someone who had helped him.

			“Why did you stop? I should prefer you to finish your sentence,” Madame Adamina said, her manner suddenly serious; her tone had changed.

			“This isn’t for me. I’ll leave you to it.” 

			“Some people lose those they love and cannot endure the pain. They lose their faith in life. Sensitive souls like you suffer from guilt even when you are not to blame. You cannot protect everyone, Jack.” 

			Jack froze in place. The precision of her words sent a chill through him.

			“You… how do you—?”

			“You carry too much weight upon your heart. Now, will you sit opposite me and allow me to give you a few hints about your fate?”

			“I’m not sure I want to know. That was frightening enough.”

			Ignoring him, Madame Adamina spread the cards across the table after a deft shuffle, then looked at Jack expectantly, waiting for him to choose.

			Having lived beside her for some days, Jack had learnt enough of Madame Adamina’s nature to know she was not easily gainsaid. He let himself be guided to the chair. With the weather so foul, he had nothing else to do in any case.

			“How many should I pick?”

			“Four.”

			Jack did as he was told. Shadow watched his every movement intently. Madame Adamina turned over the first card. A young woman, blindfolded and bound, stood in a mire that hindered her, surrounded by swords.

			“Whomever you lost, you could not have saved them. If you do not release the guilt you carry in your heart, it will affect every decision you make in days to come.”

			Jack stared, astonished.

			“How can you possibly know that I lost someone, Ma’am?”

			“If you intend to question my abilities, we may leave it there,” Madame Adamina said, lifting her head. “And there’s no need to call me ‘Ma’am.’”

			Jack kept his silence for a moment, then decided to speak the pain within him.

			“I lost my brother. He drowned in a river. I watched, helpless, as the depths took him. There was nothing I could do. I cannot erase the image from my mind. Each morning when I wake—or each night when I try to sleep—that scene comes before my eyes again and again. And when I do manage to sleep, in my nightmares his glassy eyes seem to look straight at me, and his last cry echoes in my ears. That sound hauls me out of sleep in terror.”

			“After such an ordeal, I do not believe forgetting is possible. No one can simply get over watching a loved one die before their eyes. But in the end, you were not at fault, were you? You did not push him into the water.”

			Jack gulped.

			“No. But it happened because of me. I feel guilt and remorse because I pushed him into something he didn’t want. I shouldn’t have insisted. He was my responsibility. I took him to the river even though I knew it was dangerous. I urged him to slide on the ice, though he said he was afraid…” Jack’s face crumpled. “I told him he was safe because I was there. Then, just for a moment, my attention drifted. I heard a rustle in the trees and turned instinctively. A wolf was moving toward me. In that instant, my brother screamed. It all happened in seconds. If I hadn’t made that choice, he would still be alive.” He swallowed hard. “I loved my brother, yet I envied him. He was always the one in the foreground in our family. Sometimes, deep down, I wished he didn’t exist. After he died…” Jack could not go on.  

			Madame Adamina filled the silence, offering a different angle. “For your parents, only you remained. Wishes are perilous things, Jack.”

			“Nothing was ever the same after that day.”

			Without commenting further, Adamina turned over the next card. Upon it, a man and a woman offered cups to one another. She changed the subject to explain its meaning.

			“There is a great love in your fate.”

			Jack reacted at once. “Impossible. I shall never surrender my heart to a woman. Loving someone brings nothing but pain.”

			She looked at him sharply. “Ah, Jack. Not now—in a distant future. This woman will stir in you feelings unlike any you have known. You will have liaisons with many women. You will love none of them—but the moment you see this one, you will be taken.”

			“I very much doubt it.”

			When she turned the third card, Adamina saw three swords driven through a heart.

			“Your love will be returned—but she will not give you the love you expect, for another will hold sway over her heart. Your love will be greater than the love she bears you.”

			“How can one who already belongs to another love someone else? It’s absurd.”

			Adamina turned over the last card and slid it towards Jack: Death.

			“Love sometimes dies, and sometimes rises again from its ashes. You will find yourself in the midst of a tangled snare of love. This woman will shake your life to its core. You will not be able to live with her nor without her.”

			Trusting in the impossibility of such a prophecy, Jack said with a mocking air, “And how does this tale end?”

			Unlike Jack, Madame Adamina was utterly serious. She looked again at the Death card and hesitated to answer. Jack noticed her gaze fixed upon it and wanted to draw her back, but the oppressive silence lingered.

			Shadow, padding across the table, stopped between them and nudged the Death card with his paw. Madame startled as if waking from a dream. “I do not know. I am tired now,” she said, rising. She gathered the cards and withdrew to her room, saying she wished to rest, and vanished.

			“The strangest woman I’ve ever met,” Jack muttered to himself.

			j

			A few days later, the louring weather lifted, and Madame Adamina’s customers once again thronged the shop. Some came seeking herbal remedies for their ailments; others wanted to know whether the one they loved would return to them, waiting impatiently for Madame Adamina’s next prophecies. 

			Jack watched the bustle from a distance. Overwhelmed by it all, he cast Adamina a look that said he needed to step outside for some air. As she instructed a customer on how long to boil a pain-soothing herb, she flicked him a brief signal that meant, Very well.

			As Jack stepped out, he found Edward before him. Edward looked perfectly well.

			“Were you going somewhere?”

			“Yes,” Jack replied, though in truth he had nowhere in mind.

			“If you can put it off, let’s talk a while.”

			Jack considered. Edward’s return had sharpened his curiosity about the man, yet a part of him warned to be wary of this stranger.

			To break the lengthening silence, Edward made his intent plain. “I never leave a good turn unpaid. I mean to keep my word. Rather than stand here, we can talk comfortably over a drink. I know a place.”

			The offer was tempting. Jack nodded. “Lead the way.”

			They walked the rest of the way in silence.

			Edward was charismatic, carrying himself with an easy confidence. He treated Jack like a friend, yet there was something about him that unsettled Jack, something that felt faintly false. His manner, the faintly imperious edge in his voice, put him on guard. Jack found himself hovering between liking and mistrusting him, and it was far too soon to decide which feeling would prevail.

			When the long, heavy walk finally came to an end, the relief was palpable. The silence had only made the road feel longer. Jack could not quite conceal his surprise when he saw where they had arrived. The bar stood before him with the vividness of a dream made real.

			Inside, finding a table was effortless. The place was empty. It was run by a single man, an old fellow whose very presence suggested a deep weariness with life. In such a grand establishment, the sight struck Jack as oddly incongruous.

			The man brought their drinks and vanished without a word. Jack let his gaze wander, then met Edward’s eyes. Edward raised his glass and took a slow sip.

			“How do you like it?” 

			“Perfect.”

			“And would you like to own it?”

			Jack laughed into his glass. “Good to know you’ve a sense of humour.”

			Edward did not so much as smile. “I was serious, Jack.”

			Jack’s smile faded. “You must know I haven’t the money to buy a place like this.”

			“There are many ways to acquire a thing. Are there not?”

			Studying the man opposite, Jack was gripped by the unbearable curiosity of where this conversation was leading. “What exactly are you proposing?”

			“As I said, I’m merely a go-between. This evening I’ll send a suit to where you’re staying. There’s someone I want you to meet—and you can’t go to him dressed like that.”

			“What are you talking about?” Jack asked.

			Edward rose and slipped his hands into his pockets. “I’m offering to change your life. If you wish, you can walk out of this bar and forget the whole matter. We shall never see each other again. But if you do as I say, I’ll set opportunities before you.”

			“You’ll have to be plain. You can’t expect me to accept an offer without knowing its source—or, at the very least, what it is.”

			With a resolute air, Edward said, “Be ready at eight this evening. We’re going to a ball.” And he left Jack sitting alone at the bar.

			From the first day he had set foot in the city, the people Jack had met—and the things that had happened—were beyond belief. Who were these people? Before he left, Jack looked around the bar one last time.

			He would wear the suit.

			j

			When the clock struck eight, Jack was ready for the ball. He looked satisfied with the reflection in the mirror. As Adamina moved about the shop, arranging the shelves, she drifted to his side and cast him a sidelong glance.

			“It will do you good to meet new people,” she said. “You’re a handsome man. You might even meet a pretty woman.”

			Jack grinned. “I’m only going out of curiosity. By tomorrow, I’ll be back to my usual empty life.”

			Adamina set down the bottle in her hand and regarded him closely. “Curiosity may lead to good things—but the satisfying of curiosity can set ill things in motion.”

			Jack sighed. “Another riddle… I’m afraid I’ve no time to solve this one just now. I can’t live by your side forever. I must weigh my options, mustn’t I?”

			A motor-car drew up outside the shop; the time to go had come. Adamina merely said, “Enjoy yourself.”

			By the time they reached the dazzling mansion, Jack had already fallen under the spell of the place. Trays of food and drink were served to the guests; everyone seemed to savour the privilege of such service. Moving through the crowd, Edward walked ahead of Jack like a guide. At last, they stopped.  Edward was facing a beautiful woman; with formal ease, he presented Jack, and Jack had the honour of being introduced. 

			“Allow me to introduce my girl, Lydia. Lydia, this gentleman’s name is Jack,” he said, then drew close to her with fondness.

			Jack expressed his pleasure. Lydia, with her red hair and a dress that traced her figure, was striking. Jack, between the two lovers, kept mostly quiet, answering with a smile now and then. As time passed and their talk went on, Lydia’s empty chatter began to betray her character, and Jack’s interest in her cooled.

			“In a moment, we’ll go to Mr. Mason,” Edward said.

			“Who is he?”

			“The owner of this house. The city’s most famous lawyer. Part of his fortune came to him from his family.”

			“So that was the man you meant to introduce me to. But what would a lawyer want with me?”

			“To be honest, it’s Mr. Warren I want you to meet. The bar I took you to today belongs to him. He’s looking for someone with the right experience to run the place, and I think you’d be a good fit. Mr. Warren always attends the parties Albert Mason throws.”

			“I’m sure he could find any number of people with those qualifications.”

			Edward’s temper flared. “If you’re unwilling, say so now, before I introduce you. He has no patience for men who doubt themselves or believe they are unequal to the task.” He went on, his voice hardening. “I was astonished by your courage the night you saved me. You could have left me to die in that alley, yet you risked your life for a stranger. Men like you are rare these days. That is why you’re here.” He paused and glanced toward the door. “But if you’re unwilling, the exit is that way, Jack. You are free to go.”  

			Jack followed his gaze to the door for a heartbeat. Whatever the outcome, he did not wish to return to his wretched life. The speech had moved him; he liked Edward’s bluntness. Surveying the elegant guests laughing and talking across the salon, he spoke firmly. “I prefer to stay.”

			Pleased, Edward introduced him to Albert Mason, then steered him elsewhere. “Let’s not keep Mr. Warren waiting. He, too, would rather enjoy the evening than talk business.”

			Following Edward, Jack found himself outside the grand house. No one else was about. After a short while, several men approached, moving with a certain, practiced unity; one walked in front, plainly the leader.

			The man’s hard features and keen-eyed stare unsettled Jack. Drawing on his cigar, the fellow blew smoke towards Jack’s face with insolent leisure, then turned to Edward. “This is Jack?”

			“Yes, Mr. Warren.”

			Mr. Warren looked Jack up and down, taking his time, as though weighing him. The silence stretched. Trying to make sense of the strange situation, Jack decided it was best to speak first.

			“I understand you’re looking for someone to run your bar.” 

			Warren smiled sidelong, a smile entirely without warmth. “I’m after more than that, young man.”

			Jack had had enough. Since setting foot in the city, everyone he met spoke in riddles. Not knowing who stood before him gave him the boldness to voice his weariness. “Does no one speak plainly in this city? Everyone seems to relish being mysterious.”

			Edward squeezed his eyes shut—God help us—and motioned Jack to be silent, but Jack ignored him.

			“This is the strangest job interview I’ve ever had. Either come to the point, or let’s all go back inside to that splendid party. At least we can spend the time in the company of lovely women.”

			Edward was about to intervene when Mr. Warren burst out laughing. “I like him. The bar will be under his control. You can explain the particulars, Edward.” With a sudden turn, he gathered his men and headed back towards the house, disappearing from view.

			“What in heaven’s name was that?” Jack asked.

			“The man you just met was Thomas Warren,” Edward said.

			“And?” Jack snapped. “Am I meant to know him?”

			“Thomas Warren, the gang leader.”

			Jack’s voice rose in astonishment. “And you tell me this now?”

			“To be frank, with that cheek of yours, I thought he might put a bullet between your eyes.”

			“Good God! Are you out of your mind? Why did you drag me here? Did it not occur to you to ask me before introducing me to a gang leader? I’m leaving. I’ll never get mixed up in anything like this.”

			“Jack, wait.”

			Jack drew a deep breath. “You’ve five minutes.”

			“That’s his way,” Edward said quietly. “He studies the faces of the men he intends to work with and decides from that alone. He doesn’t like his identity announced beforehand. He believes he can read a man by looking into his eyes. You know the type. Men with their own peculiar methods. I admit it’s odd.” 

			“I think he’s a madman. Goodbye, Edward.”

			“The work you’d be doing is very simple.”

			As Jack moved away from him, he said, “I don’t want to know.” When he quickened his pace, Edward caught up and planted himself in Jack’s path.

			“You’ll do only what you’ve always done—take responsibility for the bar. For us, the bar will serve as a curtain to hide the trade that brings the real profit. You’ll be blind and deaf to what goes on behind it. You’ll pour drinks, smile, and make a great deal of money. For a man starting from nothing, it’s a good offer, Jack.”

			“I’m sure I shall find another way.”

			Edward decided to be plainer. “You saw the people at that gathering tonight, didn’t you? But did you truly look at them?”

			“What do you mean?”

			“Despite his crimes, Thomas Warren uses his charm and his presence to befriend those in the upper reaches of society; he mingles, and he is accepted. He lives in style and projects sophistication. To advance his enterprises and protect his interests, he cultivates ties with powerful people and institutions. This quarter of the city is under his hand. If you say no to him, your new life here is over before it begins.”

			“You want me to make a pact with the devil.”

			“Yes—and the price is a good life. I’ll do the dirty work. You’ll simply tend the customers and take your share of the takings. I give you my word—you won’t be drawn into it.”

			“Why choose me? You could find someone else.”

			“As I said, most who passed that alley would never have risked their lives at such a sight. I need a man who isn’t a coward, who keeps his head and shows courage, whatever he faces. We could make a good team. Do you accept?”

			j

			In the end, Jack gave in and signed his pact with the devil, stepping into a new life among a different circle of men. His ties with Albert Mason and Edward grew stronger with each passing day. Before long, he was one of them.

			Despite Edward’s assurances that he would be kept clear of the worst of it, Jack could not outrun the inevitable. In time, he found himself doing the gang’s dirty work. In return, Mr. Warren rewarded him with a share in the bar. 

			Jack felt more powerful than he ever had before. A part of him knew the path he was on was wrong, yet the dark exhilaration gave him the illusion that the world itself lay within his grasp, and he allowed that feeling to take hold, to become an addiction. He soon became a linchpin in the gang’s smuggling and protection rackets. He attended the glittering parties Albert Mason hosted, presenting to the world the image of a respectable, handsome, charismatic publican. At these soirées, he became a favourite among the women.

			Pleasure, alcohol, and women dulled the ache of his past, or so it seemed. In truth, they only drove it further underground. Night after night, he returned to his new
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