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 ‘Let me tell you how I found the Rainbow Road,’ I say. 

 Three faces turn, fear written on them loud but not proud. Two are young men, in 

their twenties but it’s the lad who prompts me to tell my story. He needs distracting from 

the scenarios running through his head about how this will end. I catch his eye, hold it with a 

smile, one that says I understand. He swallows hard, looks like he could throw up any 

minute, we’re going to have a fine time with him once we get out to sea.  

 I glance across the deck, Jack is hauling up the anchor, he grins at me, I grin back. The 

engine starts with a grumble that causes the boat to vibrate and the young lad’s eyes to 

widen even further. I sit down next to him, pat his shoulder for reassurance. 

 ‘I didn’t set out to find it. I didn’t have the courage. I was more concerned about 

staying safe, hiding in plain sight. Then one day, a young guy gets badly tortured and I 

realise I’m just as guilty as the guy spilling the blood.  I mop it up, there’s lots of it. It’s 

preferable to taking the guy upstairs to hand over to the Sergeant-Priest on duty, the kid can 

hardly walk and I can’t bear to watch his suffering any longer. I fetch the mop and bucket 

from the cupboard, it smells awful, no one else ever bothers to rinse it out properly. The 

place reeks of blood and the stench of the ugly work we do. It used to make my stomach 

churn. Ten minutes later and the room looks and smells better. It sounds stupid but it’s like 

the clean room makes the horror go away. For a while at least. 

 Logan, he’s my partner, stands in the doorway, smug and blood-spattered, he 

watches me put away the mop and bucket and shakes his head, which pisses me off. 

 “Why prolong it with that kid?” I ask him. “He gave you the standard two names, 

why didn’t you stop then? It won’t earn us any more money. They’ll more likely take the 

hospital cost out of what we’ve just earned.” 

 That makes the smug grin fade, I can tell you. 

 “What’s with all the hearts and flowers Eddie? What does it matter what we do to 

the benders? We got more names, the Clerics will be happy, so who cares?” 

 It’s typical of Logan, he doesn’t care about what we do and I suspect he never has. I 

push past him, climb the stairs to get some fresh air and decide I’ve said too much, I need to 
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be careful. We sign our guns back in and stroll into the street, it’s past 6pm so after curfew. I 

want to get home. I can’t stand to be with Logan any longer than I need. He has other ideas. 

 “Let’s get a drink. Jimmy’s place will be open.” 

 This is the point, gentlemen, where I have to admit to once being a Chaser.’ 

 That admission gets me the obvious reaction, the kid scuttles away from me and 

looks like he’s about to dive over the side. The other two stare with genuine distaste but 

they frown in confusion as well. How can a Chaser do the work I’m doing now, they ask 

themselves? So, I tell them. 

 ‘All the Chasers go to Jimmy’s after work, to share their stories of torment and 

torture. It’s a bonding routine, you don’t have much choice, unless you want to provoke a 

load of gossip from the other Chasers and I can’t afford for that to happen again. I tell Logan 

it’s a good idea. 

 The bar used to be a garage long ago, there’s mechanical paraphernalia on the walls 

and ceiling which I used to think was Jimmy’s attempt at atmosphere rather than lazy 

storage. It’s a standing joke that if anyone found a car and brought it in, there’d be enough 

tools to get it going again. Assuming you could find the fuel. 

 The beer tastes vaguely salty but when the sea is never more than a few minutes in 

any direction, it’s not surprising; drink enough of it and you get more of a thirst than you 

started with. Logan takes his drink and ambles up to an overturned oil drum and leans 

against it, his expression is as bleak as the climate outside. I’m going to get talked at. 

 “Been thinking.” 

 Never a good sign where Logan’s concerned. He scratches his stubbly chin, there’s 

three day’s growth there, a sign something’s wrong. 

 “I may have taken it out on that bender a bit more than usual. Not that it matters. 

Suppose one of these days I’m gonna kill one of the freaks.” 

 That’s what’s worries me, it’s why this particular day turned out to be such a key 

moment but Logan has a load of self-pity he’s about to dump on me. 

 “You know why, don’t you mate?” 
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 I do. I also don’t care. 

 “Jen is still going on about wanting a baby. A bloody baby! All she bloody thinks 

about. Her and bloody biological clock.” 

 He sinks half the plastic glass of its contents and burps loudly. 

 ‘I don’t want a bloody kid. I mean, we’ve hardly got enough food for the two of us. 

And, you’ll never guess the latest.’ He takes another swig as his latest form of suffering 

occurs to him. ‘She wants a bloody house too. Can you believe that? A house! I’ve told her, 

it’s only because I’m a Chaser that we get a cabin. Do you know what she says? She doesn’t 

want to spend her life in a prefabricated wooden box with just two rooms.’ 

 He searches my face for agreement. I come out with the inevitable response. 

 “There’s millions would be happy with a home of any sort.” 

 “Exactly!” he says and beckons to Jimmy for two more beers. “I tell her to go have a 

look at that shanty town they’ve built in the woods, all tarpaulins and bits of corrugated 

metal tied to trees. There’s bloody thousands there now. Have you seen it?” 

 I nod. He’s forgotten we tracked down a middle-aged man from there a month back. 

Jimmy dumps two more glasses of beer on the top of the oil drum, I pick out a fly from one 

of them and take the other glass. 

 “You couldn’t afford a house Logan,” I tell him. “It’s only those high up in the church, 

or the justice services that can afford that kind of luxury.’ 

 I get a nod and his shoulders slump, he’s turning maudlin. Trouble is, he changes the 

subject and I have to think on my feet. 

 ‘Jen wants to meet Steph by the way, when do we get to meet her?’ 

 The frowns on the two men are still there, the kid is looking pale now we’re out to 

sea and the swell is rocking our little boat.  

 ‘Remember me saying how I was hiding in plain sight? Well, this is how I did it. By 

telling stories. Ready to give another performance I turn to Logan, pretend to be depressed 

and miserable. 

“Oh. Yeah. Bad news I’m afraid. We’ve decided to go our separate ways.” 
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 He puts down his beer, frowns, shakes his head. 

 “Mate, I’m sorry. Why didn’t you say? You get through so many women, never 

known anyone like you.” 

 I shrug fatalistic shoulders, he punches one of them playfully. 

 “I know why though.” 

 I hope he doesn’t and my palms start to sweat as he stares at me. 

 “You don’t want to get into my situation, do you? You dump ‘em before it gets 

serious. Wish I’d done that with Jen.” 

 I make my way home but I can’t stop thinking about the guy whose suffered because 

of Logan’s lousy mood. It’s bad enough he’ll be sent to a correction camp, he’s going to be 

crippled for life and it won’t be a very long one. I don’t sleep that night. 

 The next morning Fate plays her cards. Logan doesn’t turn up for work. Turns out 

he’d drunk too much, had a fight with Jen and things got so nasty the police were called out. 

No one knows that for now, so I arrive at the Church of the Second Noah as usual. It’s an old 

bank building, fitting I suppose, with the name of the church in yellow paint across the 

window. Yellow, according to Inspector-Father Fitch, because its reminds us of the sun. Not 

that we ever see it any more. He greets me with his usual grunt, he’s fat and like a pig so 

grunting comes naturally. He’s counting money, the faithful arrive early on payday to cough 

up their weekly subscription to the church. That way, though they starve in this life, they 

reach Heaven when God finishes flooding the planet, his punishment for our sins. Or to be 

specific, as the good Inspector-Father says in his pulpit every Sunday, because of mankind’s 

degenerate behaviour.  

 He stops counting money and glances at me, remember Logan should be with me at 

this point, asks where he is and I tell him I don’t know. He doesn’t like Logan, his behaviour 

borders upon degenerate, he drinks too much and is prone to going off with other women 

when he ought to be married. His saving grace is that he doesn’t screw men. 

 “Never mind. You can go alone, Hunter Kennedy,” he says to me. 
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 I ask him where and he tells me the young man we turned in yesterday has 

confessed to being part of a community of benders living on a derelict farm just outside of 

town. I’m to go in plain clothes and suss it out before he sends in a Cleansing Unit.’ 

 The wind has got up and the boat’s rocking from side to side. The kid looks positively 

green in the gills now but he’s listening to my story with the kind of focus that puts him 

seconds away from emptying his stomach overboard. The two young men aren’t much 

better, one of them gasps when I mention the Cleansing Unit, he knows what I mean, his 

mate doesn’t, so I explain. 

 ‘The Church of the Second Noah is rich. Not just from its subscriptions but towns and 

villages, eager to stay on God’s good side, pay to have Cleansing Units visit them to identify 

and cart off any offending homosexuals and other such degenerates they found. It’s a 

profitable business. The communities pay good money for the service and if you catch guys 

with enough money, they bribe you to let them go. It’s risky business, you can be accused of 

being a bender sympathiser, but some Hunters have made a fortune that way. Not me 

though. 

 Anyway, that’s the Inspector-Father’s orders. I change out of my uniform and head 

off to check out this farm. I know why he’s so interested. There’s stories of places where gay 

men gather prior to going on the Rainbow Road. We’ve been trying to find it for years but 

no luck.  

 Now remember what I experienced the day before and how it affected me. I’m on 

my own, no one can report me, so I’m not going to submit any report that damns these 

guys. They’re going to be farm workers. I know once I arrive and ask questions they’re going 

to vanish within hours anyway. 

 The farm is on the side of a flooded valley, they’re calling them fjords these days, 

and shielded from the wind so a decent place to live. There’s the remains of a tarmac road I 

follow that must have been a major route at one time but it ends in a deadly drop to the 

rocks below, where violent waves and rising sea levels have eroded the cliff. It’s a lonely 

place, secluded, I can appreciate why it’s been chosen. I walk over a couple of fields and 

notice the welcoming party straight away, there’s a couple of big guys with shotguns, a 

couple more with pitchforks. I’ve got my gun in my back pocket but don’t plan to use it. 
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 These guys don’t offer a threat, more of a warning, they can’t be certain I’m not one 

of them so they don’t want to scare me away. I’m escorted to the farm house and that’s 

where I see Jack.’ 

 I glance over at the wheelhouse, Jack notices and blows me a kiss. I pretend to vomit 

and he laughs. I blow him a kiss in return. The two men grin at me, I’ve finally found favour, 

if Jack likes me I must be OK. Everyone loves Jack. 

 ‘I met him at school. We became good friends until society decided to blame anyone 

who differed from the social norm for the state of the planet. My parents signed me up to 

become a Hunter which caused Jack to run away because he didn’t trust me.’ 

 A gust of wind makes us grab handrails as we’re tipped from side to side, the lad 

finally loses his grip on his stomach contents, I hold onto him to stop him falling overboard. 

He keeps heaving for several minutes, with nothing left to bring up, he flops on to the deck 

and asks how much longer is left till we reach land. I tell him and he groans but closes his 

eyes and looks a little more relaxed. The squall is short-lived and doesn’t include any rain, 

we ride out of it and five minutes later we’re in a patch of sunshine. 

 “Tell us the rest of your story,” the lad says. He sits up, pale and weak, but looks like 

he’s getting his sea legs. I grin at him. He can’t be more than sixteen, has an accent from the 

other side of the country and I wonder at his own story, it can’t be a happy one because 

there’s too much sadness in his eyes. 

 ‘There I am, looking at Jack, first time for more than ten years. He’s still got the same 

startling blue eyes and a smile to make your heart melt, though at this point his expression 

is one of fear. He knows what I am and I wonder if he’s going to tell the others. If he does, 

I’m going to need my gun. But he sits at the kitchen table, peeling potatoes and says 

nothing. 

 Partly because Jack is there I decide to be honest. I tell them who I am, why I’ve been 

sent there and they look at me with fear and indecision. A few threaten me but the others 

are more interested in my confession. After a while and a load of questions, they let me 

stay. Night is falling and the walk back is dangerous.  
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 Jack does the cooking, I help and we start talking and the emotional flood gates 

open. We eat our meal with the others and sit outside afterwards and carry on with our 

conversation.  

 It’s funny how, when you’re younger, you’re afraid of saying things you’ll talk about 

more openly when you’re older. Jack knew I had feelings for him when we were kids but 

didn’t do anything about it because he knew it would put me in danger. He just never told 

me. He left and didn’t say a word. I thought I’d been abandoned.  

 We shared our experiences, like you do when you’ve been apart for so many years. 

We laughed, we cried. I remember it being bloody cold outside that old farmhouse but it 

didn’t stop us talking until the small hours. 

 That was when Jack told me I’d found the Rainbow Road. 

 It kept its secrecy by always being on the move. Now the Clerics knew of this location 

it would move again, they’d find another place near the sea and out of the way. Some of the 

men were travelling the Road, Jack and the two big guys provided the transportation; a 

small fishing smack anchored at the foot of the cliffs that would take them to a place where 

ecological catastrophe hadn’t sent the population mad. 

 And you might think my story ends there, gentlemen,’ I say. 

 I can just make out a grey line on the horizon that represents safety. 

 ‘But it isn’t to be. Life doesn’t provide endings tied up with bright red bows, as I’m 

sure you’ll agree. It always wants to show you who’s boss. And so it did, the next morning. 

The passengers and crew were making their way along the pathway down the cliff when 

Logan appeared. We’d been so busy getting everyone away we hadn’t noticed him. 

 He stood at the corner of the farmhouse with that same smug grin on his face and 

his gun in his hand. He had it levelled at me. 

 “So you’re a bender,” he looks like a vicious dog. 

 “And you’re a psychotic head case,” I reply. 

 He doesn’t deny it so we appear to have reached an honest assessment of one 

another. 
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 Jack is a short distance away, carrying bags full of food and about to descend the cliff 

path, Logan nods his head towards him. 

 ‘That your boyfriend then?’ 

 ‘Yes,’ I say. I catch Jack turning his head in my direction and I smile, it feels good to 

finally be myself, to be honest and open about who I am. 

 Logan turns up his nose, like there’s a bad smell. 

 “Freak!” he calls out. 

 He fires his gun, I’ve expected it, he always shouts that word beforehand, it acts as 

confirmation that he’s doing the right thing. Pain explodes in my shoulder, it jolts me 

backwards, knocks me to the floor though I don’t feel anything at the time. The pain came 

later. I see him launch towards me, arms raised, legs bent to give him momentum.  

 Training kicked in. That’s what I think happened next. 

 Hunters are trained to fight when they’re young so you get time to hone your 

reactions, with practice they become automatic, instinctive. Like I say, the pain hadn’t 

arrived, I was operating on pure adrenalin, brain buzzing with options. I reach into my back 

pocket with my good arm, start to pull out my gun but Logan’s on me. He slams his fist into 

my face, I taste blood, hear my nose break. Another punch but I jerk my head to the side 

and my ear catches the worst of it. I try to flip him off me but he’s expecting it, he plants his 

weight on top of me and grins.  

 Except I wasn’t trying to flip him. I’d taken out my gun. 

 I shoot him, through the rib cage. 

 I feel his weight increase as his muscles relax, feel his warm blood seep through my 

shirt. I know he’s dead. 

Jack is at my side and helps me up. We look down at Logan’s body and the guilt I 

expect to be there, isn’t. Not even a little bit. 

 That’s when the pain kicked in. 

 I sit back against a huge coil of thick rope on the deck as I watch my audience’s 

reactions. They smile, even the kid, who’s sat up now and looking healthier. Jack steps out 
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of the wheelhouse, he’s grinning and shaking his head. The others turn to greet him with 

broad smiles. 

 ‘You finished boring them yet?’ he says. ‘We’ll be docking in ten minutes guys. OK?’ 

 All three nod. They share the same expression of relief; the two young men hug and 

kiss before jumping up to hug Jack. 

 The lad, who introduces himself as Lennie, looks at me, head tilted to one side, 

there’s a question he needs answering. 

 ‘After all that time hiding in plain sight, what made you change?’ 

 It’s a good question, I asked it of myself as Jack and I tipped Logan’s body over the 

cliff and into the sea.  

 ‘Guilt, for the betrayal of men like me. It’s why I didn’t feel any for Logan, even 

though I’d known him for years. He was a sadist and a bigot. But more than that, helping on 

the Rainbow Road is my way to reach redemption, to free people who will otherwise face 

lives of misery, because of Hunters like me. I’ve still got a long way to go to reach my 

destination, but I’m getting there.’ 

 The kid nods and, quite unexpectedly, hugs me. 

 Ten minutes later we’re saying our farewells. Jack and I head home, hand in hand 

and with smiles on our faces. Tomorrow we go back on the Rainbow Road.   


