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						“Written over the gate here are the words ‘Leave 
					
				

				
					
						every hope behind, ye who enter.’ Only think 
					
				

				
					
						what a relief that is! For what is hope? A form of 
					
				

				
					
						moral responsibility. Here there is no hope, and 
					
				

				
					
						consequently no duty, no work, nothing to be 
					
				

				
					
						gained by praying, nothing to be lost by doing 
					
				

				
					
						what you like. Hell, in short, is a place where 
					
				

				
					
						you have nothing to do but amuse yourself.”
					
					
						 
					
				

			

			
				
					
						—George Bernard Shaw,
						 Man and Superman, 
						1903
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						“So. You’re here to gloat over how you’ll nail me with your civil suit.” 
					
				

				
					
						Roger Burke nailed 
						me 
						with the world’s smuggest grin, and when I didn’t 
					
				

				
					
						accommodate him by being lured into some sort of argument, he added, 
					
				

				
					
						“I’d just like to see you try.”
					
				

			

			
				
					
						My civil suit. I checked that phrase against the known phrases in my 
					
				

				
					
						admittedly limited catalog of things-I-knew-about, and came up blank. I was 
					
				

				
					
						coasting on the sweet spot of my Auracel and I didn’t feel the immediate 
					
				

				
					
						need to tell Burke that I had no idea what he was talking about, so I stared 
					
				

				
					
						at him instead.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						He’d been grinning at me. His smile faltered. “Don’t give me that look.”
					
				

			

			
				
					
						I attempted to look even more like I currently did.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						“Go ahead and sue me. I’ve got less than ive thousand dollars in the bank. 
					
				

				
					
						And believe me, I’ve got my countersuit all planned out. You could’ve given 
					
				

				
					
						me a stroke by shooting me up in the neck. I’m prepared to testify that a 
					
				

				
					
						long-time drug user like you would know that.”
					
				

			

			
				
					
						It had never even occurred to me to sue him. I pressed the heel of my hand 
					
				

				
					
						into my right eye. It felt great, and then it hurt, and then I saw a lash of 
					
				

				
					
						pretty colors. “Would you shut up for half a second?”
					
				

			

			
				
					
						“Think you’d win over a jury? Maybe they’d sympathize with you on the 
					
				

				
					
						drug angle if you did your ‘boo-hoo, I’m a medium’ routine. But once my 
					
				

				
					
						attorneys parade in that big, smug, steroid-pumped gorilla you play house 
					
				

				
					
						with….”
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						“I was planning on talking about a way we could avoid the courtroom, but 
					
				

				
					
						keep running your mouth, and my next phone call is my lawyer.”
					
				

			

			
				
					
						Burke crossed his arms over his chest as far as his handcuffs would allow, 
					
				

				
					
						and he glared. He had a hell of a glare. I’d never seen him use it during the 
					
				

				
					
						time he’d been my partner at the Fifth Precinct. He’d spent over a month 
					
				

				
					
						projecting a wholesome, helpful, non-threatening persona as the Stiff half 
					
				

				
					
						of our PsyCop team, and I’d been totally sold on his good-cop act.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						Now that I knew him for what he was, I had no idea how I ever could 
					
				

				
					
						have seen him as harmless. His eyes, which once seemed unguarded and 
					
				

				
					
						approachable—at least, for a homicide investigator—now looked so cold and 
					
				

				
					
						calculating that I wondered why I’d ever thought it was safe to get into a car 
					
				

				
					
						with him, let alone accept a drink he’d bought without my surveillance. 
					
				

			

			
				
					
						He sat across the plastic table from me in the visiting room, with his pale, 
					
				

				
					
						reptilian eyes trained on me so hard that I felt like I needed to go take a 
					
				

				
					
						shower under a water cannon to wash off the evil. There was a repeater 
					
				

				
					
						in the corner, the ghost of a former inmate who’d died pounding on the 
					
				

				
					
						two-way mirror, who continued to slam his ists into the glass long into 
					
				

				
					
						the afterlife. I’d been spooked by him when I irst came into the room and 
					
				

				
					
						discovered I hadn’t taken enough Auracel to block him. Now I found his 
					
				

				
					
						presence almost comforting. It meant I wasn’t alone with Roger Burke.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						I controlled my revulsion toward him enough to plant my elbows on the table 
					
				

				
					
						and lean forward. I’d been hoping to buy his information with Marlboros, 
					
				

				
					
						but the guards wouldn’t let me bring cigarettes into the visiting area. His 
					
				

				
					
						hissy it had given me an idea, though. “Here’s the deal. I promise not to 
					
				

				
					
						sue you, if you tell me what you know about Camp Hell.”
					
				

			

			
				
					
						I did my best not to look too full of myself, but I had to admit: a promise 
					
				

				
					
						to refrain from any future lawsuits seemed a lot more valuable than a few 
					
				

				
					
						packs of smokes. 
					
				

			

			
				
					
						Roger eased back into his chair. I wouldn’t say he looked exactly comfortable, 
					
				

				
					
						but he was interested enough to stay awhile, if only to taunt me about 
					
				

				
					
						things that he knew, and I didn’t. It was a start. 
					
				

			

			
				
					
						“I assume that you’re not talking about the new Heliotrope Station. You 
					
				

				
					
						want to know about the real deal. Where you trained.”
					
				

			

			
				
					
						In name only, Heliotrope Station lived on. It was now a series of night-
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