A LOUD ECHO RATTLED the homeless man as his
unmatched shoes landed flush on the bottom of the near-
empty dumpster. It wasn’t the bonanza he had hoped for: little
more than a few scattered bags of residential trash from the
surrounding buildings.

More interesting was the black canvas duffel bag lying
zipper up. The homeless man, disheveled, forty-something,
dirty and foul-smelling from having sweated fifteen times over
since his last washing, crouched cautiously, moving towards his
surprising discovery.

After staring for a few seconds he tried to pick up the bag,
only to find it was much heavier—alarmingly heavier-—than he
would have thought. Perhaps morbidly heavier. Nervous, he let
go, creating a second echo in the hollow dumpster. He stood
up, head and shoulders above the rim of the putrid metal box.
The morning sun felt suddenly hot. He was sweating again. He
locked around, blood racing. Instinct made him want to scream
for help, but in actuality he had no idea what emergency he was
reporting, or even if there was one. His mouth dried up, yet he
couldn’t hight the urge to swallow. Something told him the inside
of the bag would be grisly. He knelt and gripped the zipper’s
tab.
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Putfing now--releasing noisy, tremulous gusts of his fetid
breath-—he yanked at the zipper. Because the fabric was so
stiff—so strong---the bag didn’t separate on its own. He stopped
halfway and tried to reposition himself to see inside the thin
opening. But all he could see was darkness. He placed a hand
on each side of the bag, took a deeper, more focused breath, and
slowly pulled.

He had smelled death before. But never this fresh, this
clean, this young, this.. female. Shit, a brown-haired white girl,
skinny, had to be in her twenties. He winced and looked away.
He covered his mouth, breathing raggedly now, overcome with
fear and excitement. Mustering all of his composure, he looked
again. The young woman'’s eyes locked on his. Her gaze—fierce,
terrified, desperate and still fighting—vet completely drained of
life.

He took in her naked, ravaged body. Her arms were twisted
behind her back. Her neck, red and grossly distorted, had
been mauled so severely he could see the devastation beneath
the skin's surface. Her legs, bent slightly, were unnaturally
positioned in relation to one another. Clusters of small oval
bruises speckled each inner thigh. Then her eyes drew him
back. He had overlooked something on her face. Now he held
his breath and moved closer. Some type of mark had been etched
into the left side of her face, up almost near her eye but out wider,
on her cheek bone.

The homeless man sat back in a new kind of terror. Guys at
the shelters, they had all kinds of marks on their bodies, scars,
tattoos, symbols they claimed meant one thing or another about
how bad they were, usually bullshit. But this was different. This
was fresh, real, and inflicted by a killer. His brain needed only
a millisecond to fumble through its inventory of images before
coming up with a match. When he did, he went numb. It was
a three-pronged pitchfork. The one associated with the Devil
himself. ..
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Florence, Italy
Summer, 1999

ANDIE MONTGOMERY MADE HER way past the
Duomo, smiling at what was left of a beautiful day. With sunset
proper an hour away, people still came and went on the busy
Florence streets.

Andie paused to take it all in. Mopeds weaved noisily in
and out of traffic, adding to the pre-twilight commeotion. But
in spite of it all, the late sun’s rays caressed the green, red, and
gray marble of Michelangelo’s celebrated cathedral, creating a
soothing, timeless feel. Andie noticed a little boy standing before
the Duomo with chocolate gelato smeared across his face. She
didn’t know why this caused her to look up, but when she did,
she saw that there were still no clouds in the sky.

She headed toward the Piazza Michelangelo where she
intended to enjoy a quiet dinner outside. She had just purchased
anew romance novel, Lavender Memories, to keep her company.
On her way to dinner she passed a newsstand. It had been
months since she followed news back in the States. On a whim,
she bought a USA Today and folded it under her arm.

Her favorite table at Trattoria Raina with the perfect view
of the Plazza was vacant. Andie could people-watch during
breaks from reading. The sight of so many individuals passing,
immersed in their respective lives, helped her accept that life
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didn't stop for anyone. She had no choice today—and every
day—but to move on, chin up. She had been recovering for a
long time, and Andie had finally gotten to the point of being able
to settle into a real state of relaxation, something she had been
working towards.

The waiter poured a glass of red wine. Andie raised it to her
Lips, trying to decide what to read first. As much as she wanted to
begin Lavender Memories, Andie knew once she started, there
would be little chance of getting to the paper. She unfolded the
USA Today and promised to only scan it, but on the front page
waited an article Andie was destined to read. An article that was
about to change her life and bring her back to the nightmare she
left a long time ago:

By Yames Laver
USA Today

“EL DIABLO” STALKS NEW YORK CITY

New York, NY— This city’s worst fear has
been confirmed: A serial murder spree, begun
nearly two weeks ago by a killer who brands
his victims with a distinctive pitch fork scar, is
not over.

Yesterday morning, sanitation workers found
the body of an unidentified female, believed to
be between the ages of 27 and 33, wrapped in a
duffel bag inside a dumpster behind an apartment
building on Lexington Avenue by 61st Street.

According o police, the unidentified woman
was dead for no more than ten hours when she
was discovered with her arms secured behind her
back by a pair of bandcuffs. Preliminary reports
indicate she had been raped and strangled. On
July 10 the first unidentified female victim was
found. Since then, the bodies of two other women
have been found. Yesterday’s victim marks the
fourth in this killer's spree.

“All we know is that we are dealing with one
angry individual. These are clearly acts of rage,”
said a staternent released by Police Commissioner
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Ron Benson's office. “We will stop at nothing to
bring this to an end.”

The statement says police are virtually certain
that one person is responsible for the murders.

All victims were marked with a cut on.the
left side of the face that resembles a pitchfork,
According to authorities, the mark is etched with
a thin, sharp object, possibly a knife or nail.

Spanish language newspaper El Pais has
referred to the perpetrator as “El Diablo,”
the devil. According to sources close to the
investigation, police working on the case have
begun to use the name “E! Diablo™” in reference
to the killer.

“It’s obvieus we’re dealing with a complex
individual,” said New York University
psychologist Ray Burgess. “This person connects
each killing by murdering his victims the same
way and then marking them. This individual
is not worried about putting these instances
together, but is rather more concerned with the
ritual of fulfilling a demented desire.”

Thus far, none of the victims have been
identified,

Andie forced herself to look once more at the article. Then
the newspaper slid through her fingers. Shaking and out of
breath, she downed her glass of wine and threw coins onto the
table. She grabbed her bag and hurried toward home. As she
plunged along the crowded sidewalks, all of her demons came
back in a flash. Was it possible there was a connection?

As Andierushed down the Via Fetina toward her apartment,
memories began to haunt and torment her—all of the violence,
the pain. She clutched herself, holding on to perhaps the only
person who knew what was happening in New York City.

El Diablo was doing a bit of shopping in the early New
York City afternoon. A cute brunette in her late twenties slid
an expensive three-button suit jacket on his back. Slowly, he
turned towards the three-way mirror and admired everything
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