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June was already a known counter-culture figure, but that was such a bolt. She now lives alone in her South Bronx apartment, having everything, but moved away from the outside world. Af A ¢ & € £ | Stock Photo by Robert R. McCammon Copyright - 1989 A McCammon Corporation All rights reserved. ISBN: 978-1-4532-3154-8 Capan Tulo lagain The
dream aroused him, and he was in the dark as the bursts shouted with the windows and a wandering shutter beaten. He dreamed that he was a wolf who dreamed that he was a man who dreamed that he was a wolf who dreamed. And in this labyrinth of dreams were pieces and pieces of memory, flying like the fragments of an exploded puzzle: the
toned faces of the sane of her father, mother and older sister, faces as If a photo of burned edge; A palace of broken white stones, surrounded by a thick and primitive forest, where the howls of wolves spoke with the moon; A steam train passing, lighthouse, burning and a young boy running along the rails next to him, faster and faster, toward the
entrance of the tunnel that was in front. And the puzzle of memory, an old face, coridcea and white, the lips opening to whisper: Live Free. He sat on his hips and noticed then that he was lying down no The in his bed, but on the cold stone ground before the fireplace. Some embers fell into the darkness, waiting to be scrambled. He stood up, his body
naked and muscular, and walked to the windows of the high bay overlooking the wild hills from northern Wales. The march wind was furious over the glass, and the rain scattershots and hail hit the windows before his face. He looked at the darkness for the darkness, and he knew they were coming. They left him alone for a long time. The Nazis were
being forced to Berlin by a vindictive Soviet Mara, but Western Europe - the wall of the Atlantic, was still in Hitler's grip. Now, this year 1944, major events were moving, events with great potential for victory or terrible risks of defeat. And he knew very well what the aftermath of this defeat would mean: a solidified Nazi holder in Western Europe,
perhaps an intensified effort against Russian troops and a wild battle by territory between Berlin and Moscow. Although his ranks were tuned, the Nazis were still the most advanced killers in the world. They could still divert the Russian Juggernaut and arise again toward the capital of Soviet Union.Mikhail Gallatinov's Plazland. But he was Michael
Gallatin now, and he lived on a different land. He spoke English, he thought of Russian and contemplated in an older language than any of these human flourish. They were coming. He could feel them closer, so certainly how much he felt the wind spinning through the forest of sixty meters distance. The tumult of the world was approaching them, to
his house on this rocky coast that most men avoided. They were coming for a reason. They needed it. Free, he thought, and his mouth wrapped up with the suggestion of a smile. There was any bitterness in her. Freedom was an illusion, in the shelter of his own home in this stormy land, where the nearest village, the edge of endoring, launched more
than fifteen kilometers to the south. For him, a large part of freedom was isolation, and he had perceived more and more, when he monitored short wave transmissions between London and the continent, listening to voices speak in codes through static blavings, that the Laces of humanity chained him. Then he does not refuse the entrance when they
arrived, because he was a man and they would also be men. He heard what they had to say, may even consider him briefly before refusing. They had traveled a long way, on difficult roads, and he could offer them shelter for the night. But your service is your bitch. It was done, and now it was up to young soldiers with faces and nervous fingers on
carbine triggers. The generals and commanders can bark orders, but they were the young people who died carrying them; This was the way it had been Ages, and in this respect, the future of war would never change. Men being what they were. We had not keep them away from his door. He could lock the gate, way to the end of the road, but they
would find a way on it, or cut off the barbed wire fence and stepped forward. The Britishers had a lot of experience in cutting the barbed wire. £ Enta it was best to leave the portA £ unlocked and wait for them. It can be tomorrow or the next day, or the next week. Whenever; He would still be here. Michael listened to the song of nature for a moment,
his head tilted slightly to one side. Then he returned to Flagstone's ground in front of the fireplace, lay down and wrapped his arms around his knees and tried to rest.Chapter 2 "He took a damn solitory place to live, not A ©? " Major Shackleton lit a cigar and increased the rear window of the Ford Glossy Black side to leave fumaASa fall. The tip of the
cigar gleamed in red in the gloomy crepness of the late afternoon. "VocA2s britam like this kind of weather, huh?" "I'm afraid that does have the £ choice Sena £ liking," replied the captain the £ Humes-Talbot. He smiled so politely as he could, his aristocratic nostrils burned. "Or at least accept it." "Right". Shackleton, an officer of the United States
Exchange with a face as the end of the business of a battle ax, looked at the gray, low clouds and the unpleasant drizzle. Him at £'d seen the sun hAj more than two weeks, and the cold was making his bones suffering. The pilot of his passengers, separated from their passengers by a glass window, was leading them along a narrow road that seixada
curled between dark, envoltou the envoltados penhorescos and is thick pines. The last village they passed, Houlett, had twelve miles behind them. "That's why you're so pallid," he continued, as a tractor through a tea party. "Everyone looks like a ghost here. You already came to Arkansas, I'll show you a sunny spring." "Me on the £'m sure my
permitirA; agenda," Humes-Talbot said, and raised her window once and a half. He was Wan and thin, a twenty-eight-year staff whose brush closest to death had plunged into a portsmouth ditch as a messaging fighter shouted over seventy feet above. But this had been in August 1940, and now no Luftwaffe aircraft dared to cross the channel. "So,
Gallatin served with a distinction in Northern Africa?" Shackleton's teeth were closed around the cigar, and the stub was wet with saliva. "That was hAj two years. If he was off up Service Since then the £, which makes your people think he can handle the job?" Humes-Talbot looked at him with blue eyes. "Because," he said, "The Great Gallatin is
professional." "I am, Sonny." Shackleton was ten years ago the British captain. "This does not make me capable of parachute for the franchise, do that?" And I was not sitting in my heart in the last twenty-four months, I'll keep you from you. " "Yes sir" the other man agreed, simply because he felt he should. "But you ... uh ... people asked for help on
this subject and, as they benefit from us two, my superiors felt" "" Yes, yes, this is the news yesterday. "Shackleton waved with the quiet man with an impatient hand." I told my people that I am not sold in Gallatin's "Excuse me, Gall Gallatin's" Record. Your lack of field experience, I must say, but I must make a judgment based on a personal meeting.
What is not the way we work in states. We're going for the registry by there. "" We're going for the character here, "said Humes-Talbot, with a frost bite." Sir. "Shackleton smiled weakly, well, he finally managed to get out of this hard-necked boy." Your secret service may have. Gallatin recommended, but that in the £ A fucking supports as much as
I'm worried. Forgive my French. "He snorted the smoke of his nostrils, his eyes taking a glow of red." I understand that Gallatin is not his name. He used to be Mikhail Gallatinov. He is Russian. Right? "" He was born in SA £ o Petersburg Petersburg 1910, "came the cautious reply. 'In 1934 he became a citizen of the £ GrA £ Britain." Yes, but RA%ssia
estAj in his blood. You do the £ Russians can trust. They drink too much vodka. "He tapped the ashes in the ashtray on the back of the driver's seat, but his aim was off and most of the ash fell on his polished shoes-spit." Enta £ why he let RA%ssia? Maybe he was wanted for a crime there? "" Major Gallatin father was a general in the army green ©
ARMY and a friend of Tsar Nicholas II, "Humes-Talbot said as he watched the unfolding road in the yellow glow of the headlights." In May 1918, General Fyodor Gallatinov, wife, and daughter of twelve years old, were executed by extremists soviA party © ticos. The young Gallatinov escaped. "" And? "Shackleton prodded. 'Who brought him to
England?' 'He came alone, working aboard a freighter, "said the captain £ o.' In 1932. ' Shackleton smoked cigar and thought about it. "Hold on," he said quietly. "You estA;j saying he hid from the esquadrApes death in RA%ssia from the time he was eight years old when he was twenty-two years old? How did he do it? "" I know the £ nA "Humes-Talbot
admitted." Do not you know? Hell, I thought the boys should know all about Gallatinov. As you wish. You do have the £ checked their records? "" HA;j a gap in their records. "The young man saw the faint glow of lights ahead, atravA © s of pine trees. The road was curving, leading them to the glow of flashlights." The My Information A © classified to
the upper range £ only the secret up Service. "" Yeah? Well, that A © enough to tell me that me in the £ want him at work. "" I presume Gallatin major indivAduos called those who remained loyal to the memory of the real cArculo and helped him survive. To expose these names would be ... shall we say, less than prudent? "The small houses and
structures grouped together in a village were coming out of the drizzle. A little white sign on a post said OF RILL ENDORE." I'll spend a little rumor, if I may, "Humes-Talbot said, wanting to throw a grenade back of smoke in the ugly American." I understand that the mad monk Rasputin was in SA £ o Petersburg and appreciated ... links with several
ladies Creating the £ in 1909 and 1910. One of these ladies, I dare say, was Elana Gallatinov. " he looked into the face of Shackleton. 'Rasputin may have been the real father of Michael Gallatin.' A small cough cigar fumaA§a came throat.There Shackleton was a nice noise. Mallory, the driver, we will hit the finger on the glass and put the bread ©
Ford brake. The car was slowing, the wipers of windshield knocking off the rain and hail. Humes-Talbot rolled down the glass barrier, and Mallory said with a nAtido Oxford accent, "loss £ o, sir, but th ink we should stop for directions. This may be the place. "He pointed to a lighted tavern by lanterns coming to the right. 'In fact A ©,' the young man
agreed, and rolled back glass as Mallory crossed the big car to a stop in front of the tavern door . "I'll be back in a minute," Humes-Talbot said he pulled his coat collar around your pescoA§oe opened the door. "Wait for me," he said Shackleton. "I could use a glass of uAsque to get my blood hot again. "They left Mallory in the car and went up a set of
stone steps. One creaked signal currents above the door, and Shackleton looked at him to see a painted sheep and beef word CHOP sheep. Inside a stove £ the cast iron burned with musk sweet peat and A3leo wool ¢ lamps bog hanging pegs on the wooden walls. Three men were sitting at a back table talking quietly and drinking beer looked up from
his conversation with the uniformed military officers. " welcome, gentlemen, "a woman of black hair attractive atrAjs bar said in a thick accent galA2s. Your yes Bright blue, and they quickly examined the two visitors with a rigor that looked casual. "What can I do for you?" "Whiskey, babe," Shackleton said, smiling around his cigar. "Best poison you
have." She opened a jar and poured him a full dark glass. "Only poison poison I have, if you do not count the beer and bitters. She smiled weakly, a sensual smile with a challenge on it. "Nothing for me, but I'd like some information." Humes-Talbot warmed his hands before the stove. "We are looking for a man who lives around here. His name is
Michael Gallatin." "Oh, yes," she said, and her eyes flashed. "" I know Michael. "" Where does he live? "Shackleton He smelled of the uk and thought his eyebrows were sung. "He did not intertwine visitors." She stroked a cloth through the jug. "Very." He's expecting, dear. Official Negotiats. " She considered this for a moment, looking at the
brightness of the buttons. "Take the road that crosses the rill. He continues for eight miles, and then turns into land, or mud, as if. This is divided into two. . The road on the left is the most robust. Go to his gate. Be open or not with him. "" We'll open it if it's not, "Shackleton said. He took the cigar from his mouth and, with a smile at the bartender,
swallowed the local U whit. "Bottoms up," she told him. The knees are sharpened while the uk saw the throat like a lava trail. He thought for a second he swallowed the crushed glass, or pieces of shaving blade. He felt sweating her pores, and he squeezed a cough in the chest because the bartender was watching him, smiling consciously, and he was
condemned if he fell into his ass in front of a woman. "How do you like it, my dear?" She asked, all the innocence. He feared returning the cigar to his mouth, if the smoke caught fire and sounded his head. Tears burned his eyes, but he clenched his teeth and hit the cup of the shot at the bar. ". ... Needs ... Agin," he managed Croak, and his face called
when he heard the men laugh at the back table. " A silk curtain. Shackleton began to reach her wallet, but she said, "You're in the house. You're a good sport." He smiled, more sick than sporty, and humes-Talbot wiped his throat and said, "Thanks for the information and hospitality, Madame." Let's go, Major? "Shackleford did something that could
have been a grunt of assent, and He followed the humes-talbot to the door on lead legs. "Major, dear?" The bartender called before leaving. He looked back, wanting to get out of that stifling heat. "You can thank Michael for drink when you see you. This is your private stock. No one else will play things." Shackleton went out through the door of the
sheep's feeling, as chopped chopped meat. Dark Dark had fallen as Mallory pushed them away from the endore teapot, among the woods and the moorish mountains, carved by the toes of time. Shackleton, his face tept the tone of the sebum, forced himself to finish the cigar and then hit the window. He exploded a trail of faars, like a comet
falling.Mallory hung up the main road - a lane pudding pudding - and for the oldest left. The axles moaned as Ford's tires plowed by holes, and the seat springs throbbed as steam openings pressed like Shackleton was thrown and pushed. The young British captain was accustomed to uncomfortable roads, and he clenched his handle over the window
of his door and lifted the back of an inch or two leather. "Man ... I do not want to ... Be located," was all Shackleton could tell how Ford shook more than any tank he'd ever directed. Lord have mercy on my achin clip! he thought. The road continued, a path of torture, through the dense green grove. Finally, after two or three more brutal miles, the fars
found a high iron gate. It was open, and Ford continued through the muddy road softened a little, but not much. From time to time they hit a collision and shackleton's teeth were reproduced with a force that he He would cut his tongue if he had not wrapped him in his head. The wind turned through the forest on both sides of the road, the hail took
down, and and Shackleton felt a long way from Arkansas.Mallory stepped on the brake. "Here! What is that!" Humps-Talbot said, looking along the cone of the fars. Three large dogs were on the road, the wind messing around his skin. "My God!" Humps-Talbot took off his glasses, hastily wiped the lenses and put them back. "I believe these are
wolves!" "Hell, block the damn doors!" Shackleton shouted. Ford has decreased for tracking. As Shackleton's fist hammered the side lock, the three animals raised their muzzles to the smell of hot metal and engine oil and disappeared on the dark wall of the trees on the left. Ford took the speed again, the hands stained by Mallory's age are firm on the
wheel, and they took a long curve through the forest and emerged in a paved garage with Fieldstones. And there was the house of Michael Gallatin.it looked like a church, made of dark red stones chinked along with white mortar. Shackleton realized that it must have been a church at the same time because he had a narrow tower covered with a
white tower and a walkway around. But the truly incredible thing about the structure was that it had electricity. The light transmitted from the windows on the first floor, and up on the tower plates of the stained glass church shone blue and crimson. To the right it was a smaller stone building, possibly a workshed or garage. (Continued ...) Wolf hour
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