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Description : Description du produitAs cunningly woven as a spider's web."PUBLISHERS
WEEKLY Drew Maclane was a star agent--until the day the killing had to stop. He withdrew and for six
years lived the life of a hermit in a monastery. But someone has tracked him down, leaving atrail of corpses.
Someone who knows all about him, who knows how to draw him back into that electrifying world where no
oneis as he seems, and where life's most horrifying and harrowing gameis played....

Prsentation de I'diteurFrom acclaimed Thriller Master, David Morrell, comes a classic espionage tale that


/file.html?id=B0057AE9LE

changed the genre, paving the way for the historical/religious thrillers of Dan Brown, Steve Berry, and
James Rollins.In aremote monastery in Vermont, a mysterious man has spent six years alone in acell, doing
penance for unnamed sins that he committed for his government. His only human contact is the hand that
delivers his spartan meals through a slot in his door. He allows himself only one small pleasure, the
companionship of amouse. When the mouse dies, nibbling bread, aterrible suspicion makes him finally
leave his sanctuary and confront the ruthless enemies that he prayed he had |eft behind.Beginning with the
Crusades and the origin of the word assassin, THE FRATERNITY OF THE STONE was the first novel to
deal with Opus Del, the Vaticans civilian intelligence community. If you like to read about ancient
conspiracies that threaten the modern world, this is where the genre began.ExtraitThe House of the
DeadChapter Onelt was north of Quentin, Vermont. You could see it partly hidden by fir trees a quarter mile
off the two-lane blacktop, to the right on the crest of ahill. Beyond it loomed a higher hill, thick with maple
trees, brilliant now in the autumn, vivid orange and yellow and red. A high wire fence ran parallel to the
blacktop, the sides veering off at right angles, disappearing back into the forest. Y oud have trouble
calculating, since you couldnt see how far back the fences went, but you wouldnt be wrong to guess that the
property covered at least a hundred acres. The nearest buildingapart from the one on the hillwas a boarded-
up service station quite a ways behind you, out of sight, on the other side of the corkscrew turn that led to
this straightaway. And you wouldnt get to the maple syrup factory up ahead for more than a mile.Remote.
Secluded.Peaceful .Glancing toward the pine tree-studded hill, you might suspect that the partly hidden
structure, with its gleaming wood, was a millionaires retreat, a forest hideaway where the pressures of
business could be relieved by who could imagine what distractions.Or possibly the building was a ski resort,
closed till the snow fell. Or . . .But from just driving by, of course, you could never know. There was neither
amailbox nor asign at the gate, and the gate itself had athick chain holding it in placean even thicker lock.
The lane on the other side was weedgrown, squeezed by bushes and drooping pines. To be sure, you could
always ask at the maple syrup factory if your curiosity lasted till then, but youd only feel more frustrated as a
result. The workers there, true New Englanders, were willing to talk to strangers about the weather but not
about their own or their neighbors business. It wouldnt have mattered, anyhow. They didnt know, either,
though there were rumors.Chapter TwoFrom the air, the structure on the hill was larger than the view from
the road suggested. Indeed, an elevated vantage point revealed that the building wasnt alone. Smaller
buildingsotherwise hidden by pine treesformed three sides of a square, the fourth of which was the lodge
itself. Enclosed by the square was a lawn. Two white-stone walkways intersected at its middle, bordered by
flower gardens, trees, and shrubs. The effect was one of balance and order, symmetry, proportion. Soothing.
Even the smaller buildings, though joined like rows of townhouses, had small peaked roofs in imitation of
the larger peaked roof on the lodge.Despite the expanse of the estate, however, remarkably few people
showed themselves down there. The tiny figure of a groundskeeper tended the lawn. Two miniature
workmen harvested apples from an orchard outside one line of buildings. A wisp of smoke rose from a
bonfire in a considerable vegetable garden flanking the opposite line of buildings. With so sizable a
commitment to agriculture, the estate presumably had many residents, yet except for those few signs of life,
the place seemed deserted. If there were guests, it hardly seemed natural for them to ignore the pleasure of
this bright crisp autumn day. To remain indoors, they must surely have an important reason.But then the
seclusion of the inhabitants was part of the mystery about this place. Since 1951, when teams of construction
workers had arrived from somewherenot from the local town, though whoever was funding the project at
least had the goodness to buy a decent amount of supplies from therethe citizens of Quentin had wondered
what was happening on that hill. When the workers put up the gate and departed, the local busybodies noted
afascinating pattern. They recalled stories theyd recently read about the development of the atomic bomb in
New Mexico at the end of the war. The government had built a small town on a mountain there, it was said.
Thelocal communities had therefore hoped for an increase in business; but theyd waited in vain, for the
strange thing was that people went onto that mountain, butas with the estate on this hillthey didnt come
down.Chapter ThreeThe unit, one of twenty in the complex, each the same, consisted of two levels. On the
bottom, a workroom contained whatever equipment its occupant had chosen to use to pass his leisure time.
In other parts of the complex, some perhaps painted or sculpted or wove, possibly worked with wood and
carpentry tools. Or, since each unit had a small private garden enclosed by awall, adjacent to the workroom,
some might practice horticulture, perhaps growing roses.In the present case, the occupant had chosen
exercise and composition. He knew that he couldnt concentrate if his body was not in condition. Indeed, in
hisformer life hed been intensely devoted to the principles of Zen, aware that exercise itself was spiritual.



Each day for an hour he lifted weights, skipped rope, performed calisthenics, and rehearsed the katas or
dance steps of the Oriental martial arts. He did all this with humility, taking no satisfaction in the perfection
of hisphysique, for he realized that his body was but an instrument of his soul. In fact, the effect of his daily

workouts had little obvious result. His torso was lean, ascetic, low on the protein his muscles required to
replace the tissue his exercise wore down. He ate no meat. On Friday, he took only bread and water. Some
days, he ate nothing. But his discipline gave him strength.His compositions fulfilled another purpose. During
his early months here, hed been tempted to write about his motive for coming, to purge himself, to vent his
anguish. But his need to forget was greater. To relieve the pressure of his urge for self-expression, hed
written haikus first, an understandabl e choice given his sympathy with Zen. He selected topics with no
relevance to what disturbed himthe song of a bird, the breath of the wind. But the nature of a haiku, its
complicated tension based on purity and brevity, led him to greater attempts at compression and refinement
until no statement at all seemed the perfect haiku, and he stared past his pen toward the vacuum of a barren
page. Compulsively, hed switched to the sonnet form, alternating between Shakespearean and Petrarchan,
each with a different rhyme scheme, both demanding a perfect organization of fourteen lines. The problem
of that intricate puzzle was enough to occupy him. More interested in how he wrote than what he wrote, he
expressed himself about minuscule matters and was able to forget the troubling great ones. He wrote as best
he could, not out of pride, but out of respect for the puzzle. Even so, he knew that eloquence eluded him.
Perhaps in another unit of this complex, an occupant hadlike himselfbecome engaged with poetry. Perhaps
that other occupant had produced such perfectly beautiful sonnets that they rivaled those of Shakespeare and
Petrarch themselves.It wouldnt have mattered. Nothing any occupant devisedpaintings, statues, tapestries, or
furniturehad any value. All were insignificant. When the men who fashioned them died, they were placed on
aboard and buried in an unmarked grave, and the objects they left behind, their clothes, their few
belongings, their sonnets, even a skipping rope, were destroyed. It would be as if they had never
existed.Chapter FourThe psychiatrist, as expected, had been a priest. Hed worn the traditional black suit and
white collar, his face somewhat wrinkled, bullet-gray, as he lit a cigarette and peered at Drew from across
his desk.Y ou understand the gravity of your request.Ive considered it carefully.Y ou made your
decisionwhen?Three months ago.And you waited . . . ?Till now. To analyze the implications. Naturally | had
to be sure.The priest inhaled from his cigarette, thoughtful, studying Drew. His name was Father Hafer. He
was in hislate forties, his short hair the same bullet-gray color as his face. Exhaling smoke, he made an
offhanded gesture with the cigarette. Naturally. The other side of theissueis, how can we be sure? Of your
commitment? Of your determination and resolve?Y ou cant.Well, there it isthen.But | can, and thats what
matters. Thisiswhat | need. Ive resigned myself.To what?Not to.?l beg your pardon?From. Drew nodded
toward the clamorous Boston street beyond the first-floor window of this rectory office.Everything? The
world?Drew didnt respond.Of course, thats what the eremitical lifeisall about. Withdrawal, Father Hafer
said and shrugged. Still, a negative attitude isnt sufficient. Y our motive has to be positive as well. Seeking,
not merely fleeing.Oh, Im seeking all right.Indeed? The priest raised his eyebrows. For
what?Salvation.Father Hafer considered him, exhaling smoke. An admirable answer. He brushed an ash
from his cigarette into ametal tray. So quick to the lips, so readily given. Have you been religious long?For
the past three months.And before?Again Drew didnt respond.Y ou are a Roman Catholic?l was baptized into
the faith. My parents were quite religious. Suddenly remembering how theyd died, he felt his throat ache.
We went to church often. Mass. The Stations of the Cross. | received the sacraments up through
confirmation, and you know what they say about confirmation. It made me a soldier of Christ. Drew bitterly
smiled. Oh, | believed.And after that?The term is lapsed.Have you made your Easter duty??Not in thirteen
years.Y ou understand what that means?By not going to confession and communion before Easter, | in effect
resigned from the faith. Ive been unofficially excommunicated.And put your soul inimmortal peril.Revue de
presse[ David] Morrell (best known for First Blood) returns to his favorite revenge theme in [thig] thriller,
which focuses on a hit man who renounces violence only to be flushed out of his monastic retreat back to the
counterterrorist circuit.Kirkus sThose who appreciate a good spy novel are going to have to clear more space
on the shelf. David Morrells Fraternity of the Stone. . . establishes Morrell as aforce to be reckoned with. . .
. The plot works marvelously and should not be missed by anyone who enjoys a good spy thriller.Sunday
News (Ridgewood, N.J.)



